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·:· F OTeword 

Already there are signs of men tiring of the burden of inter-

dependence which is the overriding reality of our times, of 

"the ne'._V history" into which we have entered, as Barbara 

Ward reminds us. But there is no escape. The constant 

pressure towards development and justice in every comer of 

our shrinking global village points up the obligation to be 

our brother's brother. This imperative has been thrust on 

mankind not only by galloping technology and the wizardry 

of modem communications, but by a faith proclaiming the 

unity of the human family under God which Christians have 

always confessed but often heeded only slightly. 

Devastating to our complacency as this may be,  men of 

good will cannot now tum back to naked self-concern without 

the certainty of self-desb'uction. Justice, for example, is for 

the Latin Americans as well as the North Americans; and on 

this continent, for the Indians and the ghetto Negroes as for 

the dominant white citizenry. Widening chasms of develop-

ment spell disaster. Put differently, God is as concerned for 

the essential humanity of the Asians and the Africans as for 

the peoples of the West. 

And for the Angolans in particular, as this book contends. 

For although few Canadians realize it, the African peoples of 

Angola are searching for their own identity and seeking their 

place in our one world. ln conb·ol of the country for centuries, 

the Portuguese have maintained that the European model is 

the pinnacle of human  development,  and have unilaterally 
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decided that it must be conferred upon the indigenous peoples. 

An illiteracy rate of over ninety per cent after five hundred 

years of colonization is scarcely cause for complacency about 

the promise of this civilizing mission. Yet African culture 

must still be transformed at a painfully slow rate of advance 

decreed anel conh·olled by the European minority. 

The Angolan people think otherwise. For Angola is not 

only part of the total human community. It belongs to Africa, 

that turbulent continent of Üghtning social change which has 

seen the emergence of dozens of new nations, now passing 

beyond the pangs of birth to the often painful processes of 

growth.  A new ethos of pride in African origins and history is 

producing something spontaneous and creative which can 

interact with Western culture. 

How has this sem·ch for new freedom been regarded in 

Portuguese Angola? Open rebellion has led to increasingly 

repressive measures, a wasteful military build-up, protracted 

conflict between the liberatíon movement anel army units 

numbering at least fifty thousand Portuguese tr·oops, anel a 

steady exodus of refugees into neighbouring territories. Daily 

life is under the constant surveillance of PIDE, the politicai 

police, who place restrictions on movement anel travei, and 

harass, arrest, and imprison without trial. Nor does there 

seem to be any recognition that the African rebellion is not 

fundamentally directeel against Portuguese life anel property, 

but against the anachronism of European colonial dominance 

in the late twentieth centmy. 

True, there are impressive gains in the economy of Angola, 

such as increased mineral production, notably of iron ore and 

petroleum. Educational facilities are expanding, especially in 

urban areas and at the secondary levei. Citizenship has been 

extended to all inhabitants. Despite severe limitations in 

practice, the policy of racial integration is far more impressive 

and progressive than apartheid. Also on the positive side in 

any reckoning is the missionary enterprise among Angolan 
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Africans. For over eighty years Canadians, among others, 

have been making a telling contribution to human dignity 

through education, medicine, community development, and 

the building up of authentic and vigorous indigenous churches 

under capable localleadership. 

Yet the obverse remains. The great majority of Africans 

will never become school drop-outs because so few have had 

the privilege of being drop-ins. There is no move towards 

African self-determination. Rather, the democratic process is 

frusb·ated by franchise qualifications based on income and 

literacy in the Portuguese language, which disqualify the vast 

mass of indigenous people. Salazar's Angola, along with 

Portugt.iese Mozambique, is finding a growing cohesion with 

the other white-dominated states of southem Africa, Smith's 

Rhodesia and Vorster's South Africa. Thus, with varying de-

grees of force, a Lisbon-Salisbury-Pretoria axis under white 

minority conh'ol compels African majorities to do its will, with 

the support of financial and politicai friends in the W est. 

Meanwhile, the dwindling band of missionaries in Angola 

face increasing interference in their work, as do the Protes-

tant churches they serve. 

No Canadian is better qualified to speak to us of Angola 

than Sidney Gilchrist, M.B.E., M.D., C.M., D.P.H., LL.D., 

D:D . Belonging to that considerable band of dynamic and 

dedicated medical missionaries who have gone out from this 

counb·y, he has spent a professional lifetime in Angola. A 

native of Pictou County, Nova Scotia-his addiction to tartan 

and his characteristic ready wit scarcely conceal his origins-

his medical service has varied from a County Health Unit in 

Alaban1a to the Canadian Medical Corps in Europe during 

World War II. But mainly the Gilclu·ist story has been an 

absorbing commibnent to Angola, where his conb'ibution in 

the fields of public health, preventive medicine and the b'ain-

ing of African medical workers has been widely recognized. 

He has left his indelible imprint upon the Ovimbundu people, 
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among whom he has laboured for so many years. To thous-

ands he remains a stalwart friend whose skill and compassion 

will long be remembered. 

Dr. Gilchrist, as this book makes clear, is concerned with 

people, anel with politicai processes anel progress because 

these effect people's lives so basically, promoting or thwarting 

an authentic, human existence. ln the African church, and as 

part of its missionary community, he has contributed an im-

mensely valuable lifetime of highly skilled Christian charity. 

Throughout his career, he has been engaged in positive human 

development. But he sees that, even beyond this, justice is 

the cry of the race, leading in Angola to human rights for ali, 

Africans anel Portuguese alike. He has been concerned to 

offset the effects of generations of disease, malnutrition anel 

undeveloped human resources. But, equally, he gives his 

attention to the effects of "the fear of bondage anel the bond-

age of fear" (in Alan Paton's phrase), in a state built on the 

rule of arbib·ary force against-the will of the people. 

Angola Awake will have values for nonchurchmen and 

churchmen alike. Secular men of good will who are in pursuit 

of human justice will find a kindred spirit here, anel will be 

helped to see how a great Christian works ou behalf of the 

oppressed. The book has that ringing note of b'ue secularity 

which reflects the prophetic concreteness of the Old Testa-

ment, the incarnate compassion of the New, and the tough 

conviction that the stuff of the human drama is the arena of 

God's saving activity. An older generation in the church may 

well hear with profit of this kind of "revolution" from a univer-

sally  respected Christian cloctor nurtured within their fellow-

ship. Anel a younger  generation whose image of the church is 

that of a reactionary institution will have to think again on 

reading this. 

For Sicl Gilchrist, Angola is not a remate and irksome prob-

lem to be swept under the rug of international concerns. Ou 

the contrary. Read this anel discover an agony,  a love, the 
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painful, searing, joyful testament of a life bound up with the 

country and its people. This book goes against the stream. 

It challenges the currently dominant philosophy of southern 

Africa's white minorities wbo entrench privilege through force, 

curtailing the self-expression of the majority. It suggests, 

rather, that the role should be a true and responsible caring, a 

tangible solidarity with human need and aspirations. 

ln this intensely personal and living document, we have an 

account, filtered through a life, of the condition of the people 

of central Angola anel of the role of decades of Protestant work 

among them. Alongside the valuable, objective, scientific 

analysis of the professional experts-economists, anthropolo-

gists, politicai observers-AngoZa Awake takes its place with a 
rather different airn and emphasis. It is a clocument of the 

human situation clesigne.cl to help 'Vestem men to feel with 

the African people of Angola, who want to be themselves 

anel determine their own future. 

This is a time for realism, for taking off the blinkers, for 

seeing the often ruthless riddle of human alienation and strife 

in this twentieth century. But this is also a time of unspeak-

able  hope, because in it and through it all is the working out 

of the great baffling purpose of a gracious God. Such is the 

assurance that has sustained a life, anel in this book it invades 

us like fire in the bones. 

IX 

GARTH LEGGE 

Associate Secretary 
Board of vVorld Mission 
United Church of Canada 
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·:· PTeface 

The older I grow, the more I become impressed with the 

importance of timing in every act and relationship of human 

life. 

As a soldier, doctor and teacher, I have been constantly 

reminded by experience and observation that the choice, and 

wise use, of right and wrong times is one of the most difficult 

lessons for us all to learn. This book is now written. It will 

not be printed for some months. I think the timing is poor and 

I regret it. 

It is easy to argue that all the good that we missionaries 

have been able to do in Angola and other parts of Africa would 

never have been possible had we spoken out clearly against 

the denial of human rights to Africans. The white colonial 

rulers would have shown us the way home and lost little time 

about it. It is much more difficult, however, to convince one-

self that we should have waited so long to declare to the world 

the enormity of the evils of colonialism. 

For the few remaining missionaries in the die-hard colonies, 

and for their supporting Western churches, to longer remain 

silent would be inexcusable folly. The good name and the 

very future of the Christian church are at stake. 

Now we see the unholy marriage of the old colonialism, as 

evolved and practised in southern Africa, with the new 

politico-economic colonialism in which it would seem that the 

governments of the great rich and developed nations are 

engaged. The patent efforts of the Union of South Africa, 

Rhodesia, and the large W estern powers to maintain white 
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supremacy and economic domination in as much of Africa 

as possible is frightening beyond words. 

By and large, the 'iVestern churches are not making their 

position clear in this day of African chagrin, revulsion and 

bitter disappointment with the white man and his wiles. 

ln the November-first number of The Christian Century, 

Bishop Ralph Dodge, one of the truly great missionaries of 

our age, who has suffered so much for his Christian conviction 

and compassion in both Angola and Rhodesia, wrote these 

words: "To preserve . white kinship and access to assured 

profits, the West is sacrificing the welfare and regard of thirty 

inillion people south of the Zambesi." These words are just as 

h"Lte when applied to a much larger number of p eople and a 

much greater area of Africa. 

Halph Dodge then voices this cry of despair: "Would that 

my voice coulel carry to America anel the capitais of western 

Europe with the note of urgency the situation elemanels! 

'iVoulel that American politic~ans coulel spare one minute to 

listen to my plea! But whether anyone listens or heeels,  I 

must cry out: America! western Europe! reconsieler your poli-

cies towarel southern Africa now !" 

A Personal Note 

Two frienels whom I holel in the highest regard and affection 

have suggested that I shoulel have said somewhere in this 

hook why I have liveel anel workeel in Africa. I think it has 

been saiel between the lines. 

It just happeneel that the lives of my wife and myself were 

spent in Africa. It might have been anywhere. Our first choice 

of a field of service was India. The second was Korea. The 

third was China. So the United Church of Canada sent us to 

Africa! 

But why, of ali things, be a missionary!? 

FIRST: Because in the home church anel town in which I had 

the good fortune to be brought up; . I was taught that it is 

XII 
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better to give than to receive. ( Only years later eliel I elis-

cover that one always receives far more than one gives. ) 

SECOND: ln Dalhousie University, certain gooel men anel women 

helpeel me to r~tain my early views of life's real values. 

THIRD: Respecting various religions for the wiselom, altruism 

anel questing for the Gooel which characterize them,  I have 

remaineel convincecl that in the worels, example anel spirit of 

Christ mankinel has been given Something supremely worthy 

anel precious. 

FOURTH: Because, uninteresteel in making money or seeking 

fame, my wife anel I resolveel to serve om fellow men where 

the neeel seemeel greatest. Nobocly-no society, no organiza-

tion-offereel to equip us, senel us out anel support us where 

we workeel, except the Christian church. 

And a W ord of Deep Regret 

Many of my best frienels are patriotic Portuguese citizens. 

They believe in colonialism anel Portugal' s commission to 

"civilize" much of Africa. 

It is a sael thing that I coulel never make them see my point 

of view. If only they might h·avel anel talk with the en-

lighteneel Portuguese free men  I have met in Canada, how 

happy I woulel be! 

It brought a lump into my throat a few elays ago to reael a 

letter publisheel in an Angolan newspaper. The letter was 

from the pen of a dear Portuguese frienel, a captain in the 

army. H e wrote worels of affection anel esteem that touched 

my heart, anel declarecl that I am a good frienel of Portugal 

anel the Portuguese people. I truly believe that I am. 

I pray that Angola, with Africans anel whites hancl in hanel, 

may become  a proucl anel happy nation in the great world 

family of nations, new anel old. 

I preclict that Portugal will be far more proud of her free 

Angola than she ever was of the colony or the overseas 

province. 
SID GILCHRTST 

xiii 



16



17

·:· C ontents 

Foreword by Garth Legge v 

1
• Preface xi 

Introduction 1 

Africa's Yesterday and Bantu Background ín Angola 8 

An Early V enture in Portuguese-African Pm·tnership 15 

1884: The African Pie and the Piece Called Angola 18 

The Portuguese Presence in Angola 25 

My Africa 34 

Angolan Ins and Outs 40 

Degrees of Violence on the Way to Freedom 47 

The Portuguese Delusion 58 

Christian Missions: Handmaidens of Colonialism? 69 

Christian Missions: Enemies of Colonialism? 82 

N ut'l"itional Problems ín Angola 90 

Missionm·ies anel Theü· Home Govemments 100 

The Tightening Noose 112 



18



19

; 

·:· Illustmtions 
FOLLOWING PAGE 46 

Dr. Gilchrist in hi.s office 

African village scene 

A winsome Bushman group 

Spirit men of the circumcision organization 

African woman carrying baslwt 

Diviner at work 

Bantu mother and child 

N atives making cornmeal flott1' 

African child pounding cornmeal 

Angolan mothers and babies 

African palaver house 

C hildren' s open-air clinic 

Dr. Gilchrist and a·ides observe a malnourished child 

Children outside an adobe school 

Approach to an Angolan village in the dry season 

ln the children' s ward of hospital built by Africans 

A case history 

Surgery in a small African hospital 

A  lecture on mothercraft 

A grass-house sanatarium 

On the edge of a typical village 

Loading firewood to bake clay tiles 

Children of the elusive Bushmen 

Angolan mother and child 

Afro-Portugttese nurse with patient 



20

j 

I, 
I 



21

j 

i 

·:· IntToduction 

The southem part of Africa is in a bael way anel mtsswns 

cannot elissociate themselves from that which is happening 

anel about to happen there. 

Our silence in colonial situations was necessary for us to 

remain at work. W ere we right to keep silent? 

Missionary rapport with Africans in Angola was incomplete. 

lt still is. 

The Africans nearest to the small boely of remaining mission-

aries urge them to remain at their posts. 

ln some cases, however, missionaries have encounte1·eel 

African animosity. 

The total number of missionaTies is now so small that it is 

open to quest-ion whether they can longer be effective. Their 

action is further hampereel by increasing govemment animosity 

and restrictions. 

M issions anel missionaries must not be guieleel in their 

stmtegical elecisions solely by those Africans who live anel 

work in close liaison with them, nor shoulel they consieler only 

the thoughts anel feelings of those who profit most by thei1· 

p1·esence anel services. It must be remembereel that the masses 

of the people anel the chu1·ch itself have no longer a voice that 

can be hearel. 

Special attention shoulel be paiel to the views anel aelvice of 

Angolan patriots who have fleel from their homelanel anel who 

are stuelying in European anel American universit-ies, or leael-

ing ·inelepenelence movements fTom outsiele Angola. Mission 
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boards part'icularly shou.ld keep in intimate touch with these 

men and women who will be among the church anel state 

leaders of a free Angola. 

It has, however,  been my experience that those informed 

Africans in A11gola to wh01n ou1· presence as missionaries 

means the most urge us to become vocal in our home countries 

about the position anel problems of the African masses subfect 

to white rule. 

This book is being written because it has to be. 

At the end of my missionary career in a Porh1guese colony, 

I am fully convinced that our policy of silence through the 

long years has been erroneous. 

When I was last in Canada, ten years ago, in many churches 

and in countless private conversations I stated what was likely 

to happen in Africa. Since our return to this country many 

friends have said, ''You know, the things that you predicted 

about Africa ali hnned out as· you said." Yet I was not pre-

dicting anything. ln my private talks and public declarations 

I was simply pointing out the writing on the wall that was 

already tl1ere, clear for ali to see! 

I know that many who read this book-if many elo read it!-

will say, "Typical senile pessimism!" They will be wrong. 

Young I am not, yet I have always been, and I remain, an 

incurable optimist. One need not cease to be an ardent 

optimist when he becomes ever a more earnest disciple of 

realism. 

The southern quarter of the African continent is in a vmy 

bad way. Missions and missionaries cannot dissociate them-

selves from the present situation there nor from much that has 

led to its creation. 

It is true that any good that we have clone as churches and 

church workers could not have been clone had we talked or 

written about the  lamentable policies and practices of the 
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I white rulers. There has never been any doubt about the 
colonizers' law for missionaries: "Keep quiet or get out!" 

I  believe that our delicate position has been understood by 

very many of the African people whom we have served. How-

ever, thinking specifically of Angola, which in broad outline is 

not essentially different from the other white-race-exploited 

areas of Africa, the winds of change are complex, violent and 

unpredictable. They do not stop at colonial boundaries, how-

ever desperateiy the masters of continuing coionies or ex-

coionies may strive to keep them out. 

The missionaries in Angola knew their peopie well six years 

ago. Schoois, churches, and hospitais carried on as before. 

\i\Te taiked together, African and white, about the sarne things 

as we aiways had. Our rapport was real. Our communion 

sweet. With few exceptions, however, missionaries did not 

converse with Africans about poUtical matters. 

We knew, of cotll'Se, that short-wave radios were becoming 

ubiquitous and that  many of our African associates must be 

listening to  the  news from foreign countries about the Congo, 

Lumumba, Tshombe, the United Nations, et cetera. But, after 

ali, we had aiways tried to b e "good" missionaries and to 

eschew all politicai topics. However,  I  am sorry to say that I 

know there were not a few missionaries who kept telling the 

Africans how bad the "rebeis" in the Congo were! 

The clay Lumumba cliecl, for the Africans a sombre pall fell 

upon their Iancl. The missionaries, by anel large, did not even 

sense this heartbreak that had come to their colleagues, ser-

vants and friends. The Portuguese police, however, opening 

African Ietters, examining the personai papers, diaries and 

note-books of Africans, encounterecl such entries as, "This is 

a sad day for us. Lumumba is deacl." The unlucky ones who 

were found to have such words written on papers in their 

pockets or homes paicl a  heavy price in subjection to police 

brutality, and sometimes with their lives. 
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ln other words, working with and for Africans in happy 

harmony, we missionaries were still separated from the hearts 

and minds of our fellow workers by a great gulf of non-

communication. ·while we were listening to happenings in 

the  Belgian Congo that seemed fairly remate from us and our 

little missionary world, our African friends, by thousands of 

little short-wave radias and by that magic ancient word-of-

mouth "telegraph," were being profoundly moved with a new 

hope of freedom from their oppressors. 

For most of us Lumumba was an unfortunate choice as the 

leader of bis people and somewhat of a clown. To our African 

friends he  had  become the figure of a saviour and a star of 

hope for Angola, the next-door neighbour of the Belgian 

Congo. 

On the whole, missionaries have not begun to understand 

the  depths of anticolonial bitterness in African hearts nor the 

complexity of the African image of missions and missionaries 

in tl1eir relationships with the other whites who colonize and 

govern the land which the  Africans to a man, to a woman, to 

a child, feel, know and agonizingly long to assert to be theirs! 

The Protestant missionary force in Angola has now been 

reduced to a minimum. The Portuguese govemment refuses 

entry to new missionaries, and denies the right of return to 

those who go to their homelands on furlough. It would seem 

that the African church leaders,  and the mass of the  people 

who are closest to the missionary remnant, earnestly wish these 

"fathers" and "mothers," as they are so often called, to remain 

as long as they can. 

On the other hand, some "exceptional" missionaries who took 

home furlough and, for obvious reasons, were readmitted by 

the Portuguese autl1orities, received immediate and decisive 

evidence of African distrust. Indeed one missionary doctor, 

retuming to bis hospital and receiving anything but a wann 

welcome, closed his  medical work completely and left for 

home! 
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Most of the members of the small groups of missionaries are 

older persons. Almost all of them have long passed the limits 

of a normal term of service, and some have been on the field 

nine or ten years without furlough. Through natural attrition, 

the total number has now dwindled to the point where it is 

debatable whether the mission boards concerned should con-

tinue their "last-ditch" policy. This question is all the more 

urgent because of increasing restrictions now being imposed 

by government authorities upon the normal movements and 

activities of both missionaries and church leaders in Angola. 

However, the government harassment of missionaries 

through new restrictive regulations, refusal in many cases to 

allow them to travei, and many signs of open animosity, have 

been extremely valuable in creating, for the missionary, a more 

favourable image in African eyes. It is lamentable that the 

white authorities have not been foolish enough to go much 

further and to use even harsher measures against the mission-

aries whom they  fear and hate. 

I am not at all sure that the gratitude and good will of those 

large numbers of Africans closely related with mission hos-

pitais, schoois and church organizations, are good enough to 

serve as a basis for decision as to whether or not we should 

still try to carry on missionary effort. I say that-even though 

these "missions," hospitais and schoois are not really "mission" 

institutions at ali, and have not been for many years. The 

hospital where I worked until Iast year was built by Africans, 

through the sacrifice and initiative of a "family" of African con-

gregations. ln that large area of Angola, the work is compietely 

integrated. It is administered by Africans and missionaries as 

a working partnership, with many more African than mission-

ary votes in committees and councils. 

It must be remembered that the Angoian leaders of to-

morrow will not necessarily be those connected with our 
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schools, hospitais or churches. This applies to the other sub-

jugated areas of Africa embraced by the new Unholy A]lian.ce 

of South Africa, Rhoclesia, Mozambique and Angola. 

Certainly many or most of the elite of the continent south 

of the Sahara are graduates of mission schools anel are, or 

were, members of ClU"istian churches. However, many of 

these educated men and women have fled from their colonial 

homelands. Thei1' voice is at least as important as that of their 

more timid brethren who have not tried, or who have not been 

able, to escape to other lands where they might, like their 

exiled fellows, prepare themselves for service to their people 

when freedom comes to them. 

I have spoken with many self-exiled African patriots and 

their plea is always the sarne: "Let the people in your churches 

know of the evils of colonial rule. Let them 1:now how Africans 

are suffering. Tell them to use their prestige, moral influence 

anel politicai power to enlighten anel persuade your govern-

ment to see that all of Africa. must become free from foreign 

elominationl" 

One thing must be clearly unelerstooel. It is utterly im-

possible to hear the voice of the African people in such a 

police-state as Angola. They have no voice. Even the small 

executive committee meetings of our church cum missionary 

council are now forbielden. Vv'hat does this mean? lt means 

that church elirection anel aelminish·ation have ah·eady, to a 

elegree, been forced unelergrounel. Even if meetings were 

alloweel, there are spies anel quislings everywhere. The African 

church and the African people are in the tightening grip of a 

white government anel gestapo-style police that make any 

protest, claim or expression of opinion by or from the people 

utterly impossible. 

Of another thing Iam sure. Much as those who bene.fit from 

their presence appreciate the work anel fellowship of the small 

remaining force of missionaries, anel much as they wish these 

frienels to stay on ( and, if it should be necessary, to die among 
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those whom they have served), the masses of Angola-Chris-

tian and non-Christian-would believe more in our sincerity 

about human rights, liberty and justice if we and the mission 

boards and churches we represent were to become effectively 

vocal in our own homelands. 

It is because of that conviction that I write this book. 

The photographs here reproduced may help provide the 

reader with a background view of the cotmtry and its people. 

They do not illustrate specific subjects dealt with in the book. 
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·:· Africa's Yesterday 

and Bantu BackgTound in Angola 

N ot only the uncertainty of its future but the undiscovered 

secrets of its past make Africa the "Question Continent." 

Man in Africa appears to have seniority over all other 

humans. P1'0consul, the first upright man-like c1·eature lived 

in East Africa twenty-five million years ago. 

"Real" men anel women appeared at least two million yem·s 

ago in the sarne area. 

There were fott1' main types of Africans six thousand years 

ago. The Baniu appem·ed later on. They were a blencl of 

Hamites and Neg1'0es, plus Hottentots anel Bushmen. 

01·iginally they were cattle-keeping people. Many of them 

still are. 

It is some two thousand yem·s, perhaps much longer, since 

the Bantu were pushed south and west by other northern 

peoples. They are now involved in moclern economic, political, 

colonial and post-colonial policies and pressures that are 

destroying tmdition.al village life anel creating shocking slums 

around the new cities of southern Africa. 

What are the Bantu like? Their features, chief character-

istics, languages are described. The impo1·tance to them of 

human personaUty and its protection f1'0m dis1·espect is noted. 

The errar of the colonialists in failing to 1·ecognize anel 

respect the Bantu view of the individual is fundamental anel 

tmgic. 

Because I am an optimist, I feel that the1·e is hope for mcial 

integmtion and bTOtherhood, in Angola at least. H owever, my 

hope is shrinking as I see time running out. 
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Someone once said that Africa, in shape and position, lies like 

a great interrogation mark at the foot of Europe. It should be 

noted that this "question continent" also greatly dwarfs 

Europe, its northern neighbour. I believe that Canada could 

be added to Europe, as well as a few other countries, and 

Africa would still be larger than ali of them combined. 

The observation about the interrogation-mark contour of 

Africa was made, I think, by one who was puzzled in the face 

of ali the conB.icting possibilities for Africa's future. Only the 

boldest guesser would presume to outline any probabilitíes. If 

it is true that Africa's tomorrow lies shrouded in a fog as thick 

as those tl1at sometimes blot out our little Sable Island near 

Nova Scotian shores, it is equally true tl1at the past of the 

world's question-mark continent presents vast unknown areas 

anel enormous enticing fields for debate by prehistorians. 

N evertheless, some of the secrets of the past are being revealed. 

Vve know a great deal more about the long centuries before 

the dawn of history than we did twenty years ago. 

One thing is certain. Man in Africa can claim tl10usands of 

years seniority over bis feliows in ali other continents. Pro-

consul was discovered some years ago by the great anthropol-

ogist, Leakey. Through Reader's Digest anel other popular 

periodicals, much public awareness of this anel other advances 

in our knowledge of the African past has been created. As he 

had invented no tools, Proconsul is not classified as Man. But 

there he was, at the northeastern comer of Lake Victoria, 

lwenty-five million years ago, walking erect anel living on the 

ground. 

Dr. Leakey also found the bones of the first tool-makers. 

These were real men and women. They are classified as 

"palaeolithic" because they made anel used stone tools. Their 

scientific name is Zinfanthropus, anel they lived two million 

years ago. For much the greater part of those long years, 

Africa remained at the centre of the world. 
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Then came the discovery of fire, although not originally for 

êooking purposes, in Pekin. That was two hundred thousand 

years ago. It was one hundred and fifty thousand years later 

that fire was harnessed for man's benefi.t in Europe and Africa. 

Some six thousand or more years ago, Africa was inhabiteel 

by at least four more-or-less pigmenteel ethnic types. There 

were lighter-skinned Bushmen anel darker-skinneel Pygmies. 

Both of these were short in stature but very elifferent, one from 

the other, in features, languages anel customs. The Hamites, 

or Hamite-like, peoples compriseel a thirel group. Their noses 

were prominent and their lips thin. The fourth group was 

that composed of Negroes. Many anthropologists think that 

the Negroes came originally from Asia. If they diel, they must 

have liveel in Africa for many thousands of years b efore the 

first white observers arriveel on the scene. 

\iVhat about the Bantu who inhabit a thirel or more of the 

African continent? They are a much "newer" complex of 

relateel b"ibes than the other large racial divisions that we have 

mentioneel. They are a generous, though varying, blenel of 

Negroes anel Hamites, with an aeleleel touch of Hottentots anel 

Bushmen. The original blend must  have taken place in the 

northeast of Africa. As they spread, or were forced, farther 

anel farther south and west, they in tum pushed the Bushmen 

anel Hottentots before them. ln the process there was some 

intenningling. 

The Bantu were cattle-keeping people when they began 

their long b"ek or infiltration from the north, more than two 

thousand years ago. Many subb"ibes still possess cattle anel 

their sociallife centres arounel cattle care anel a cattle economy. 

Other groups now possess just a few cattle or none at all anel 

are mainly nomaelic or seminomadic farmers. There are other 

Banh1 ethnic subelivisions in which fi.shing anel hunting are 

the chief occupations, although in all cases the women at least 

do some farming. Increasingly  large numbers of the males 
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are being employed on the plantations, in the mines, in the 

fisheries and in the towns and cities of southem Africa. 

Enormous numbers of men and women are being divorced · 

from the land and are living in appalling peripheral slums 

around the centres of white population. These "townships," 

"sanzalas," "native quarters," "compounds," or whatever they 

may be called, are almost the saddest blots on the face of 

Africa. On the whole, nothing sufficiently effective is being 

done fast enough, or with adequa te money and ·planners, to 

solve the problems of these mushrooming peri-urban slums. 

When human degradation and frustration in these areas 

reach their climax, a great many people are going to get badly 

hurt. Not only Africa will suffer the consequences. 

It should be remembered that, parallel with the displace-

ment of large numbers of Bantu to the cities, at an ever-

accelerating pace goes the acquisition of vast areas of farm 

land by incoming whites from Europe. ln the case of Angola, 

for instance, every ship that comes from Lisbon is overladen 

with Portuguese peasants to whom free land in Africa spells 

"heaven." 

But what kind of people are these Bantu Africans? 

They are very charming and lovable folk. Their culture 

contains concepts and practices in the wide field of human 

relationships that might with profit be leamed and adopted 

by modem "white" civilizations. 

When we first went to Angola, we could not get over our 

wonderment at the wide variety of human faces anel body 

structure that we saw everywhere we h·avelled. And we never 

have. How often I can remember one or the other of us say-

ing, "Look at that old man with the nos e of a J ew, or an 
Arab!" or, "See how thin are the lips of that youngster! Not 

much Negro in him!" Or, "Look at that slender African lady, 

fifty years old if she's a day but straight as an arrow. Doesn' t 

she look like the queen that she really is? She's the wife of 

that Humbe chief. What original stock do you suppose she 
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comes from?" By contrast there are shining, beautiful, almost-

bla:ck hunters, typical N egroes in every feature. There are 

dark-skiimed types also ;,itli quite Hamitic feah1res. 

I must not let myself get started writing about ali the excit-

ing ethnic difference displayed in the Angolan children, who 

are surely the most beautiful and bewitching little folk in 

Africa-or in the world! 

What happy memories we have of our first contact with 

Bantu languages! And what a satisfaction it was to begin to 

understand and to speak one of them, and then to master it! 

This was the Umbundu tangue, spoken as a first language by 

a million and a half people, and as a second language by 

possibly another half-million. 

I don't know how many Bantu languages there are. Their 

name is legion. Many of them are quite different, one from 

the other. Yet there are numerous common roots in verbs and 

substantives, and there is a universal kinship of form and 

structure. 

There are certain features óf the Bantu languages that I 

find delightful. The rules of alliteration are fascinating. The 

intensives add greatly to the expressiveness of these media of 

speech. Rigid grammatical roles were never allowed to sacri-

fice euphony in the development of the Bantu tangues. 

As to the wide differences and the surprising number of 

distinct languages and dialects, these were inevitable. Geo-

graphical, historical, and traditional b·ibal factors led to the 

branching out of ethnic subgroups, like the limbs of a great 

tree, as the Bantu filtered down the long length of the African 

continent. There were great dividing rivers and high moun-

tains, deserts and dense forests to separate the many groups. 

The Abraham-Lot experience of too many cattle and not 

enough pasture must have been repeated many times in Banh1 

history. 

ln Bantu thought and philosophy, education and social 

mores, there is one sheet-anchor on which ali else depends. 
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Whatever the tribe or subculture, the most vital and precious 

reality is that of human personality-the sacred "person~ of 

each individual. 

Naturally each person is h·emendously concemed about his 

own ego and its rights, although it is ingrained in each boy 

and girl in early childhood that he and she must sublimate 

themselves in the higher interests of the family and tribal 

group, and that they are not "their own" to act, acquire and 

prosper as they see fit, regardless of their kinfolk and ethnic 

group. 

First and foremost, however, in the mind of the Bantu, a 

veritable sine qua non, stands the right to be respected by all 

men. One of the most touching aspects of human relationship 

that one sees among the Bantu is the courtesy and respect with 

which young children are h·eated by their elders. 

It is at this starting point of Bantu cultural philosophy and 

social structure that the colonizing peoples have erred so 

gravely. The error has been so gross and, since the Portuguese 

have been lured into a partnership in crime with Rhodesia and 

South-African whites, it is becoming so marked in Luso-African 

relationships, that the chances seem slimmer every day for 

non-racial national brotherhoods in Angola and Mozambique. 

I do not mention Rhodesia or South Africa for the writing 

which I see on the walls for those unhappy lands is in blood. 

I cannot exaggerate the intensity and sincerity with which 

many intelligent Africans have said to me, "We don't hate the 

whites. We are not racists. Let the people who have come 

from Europe and settled in our counh-y stay. After all, they 

have nowhere else to go. But we want to be considered, 

addressed and treated as real people. We ask nothing more." 

However, let us not forget that, even in Europe, the economic, 

educational and cultural position of the Portuguese peasant, 

working on his tiny fields (or more often his "patron's" estate), 

with a hoe, is such that one wonders whether it can be claimed 

that he enjoys the privileges and status of a "real person"l 
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Perhaps I am too much of an optimist but I do feel that, 

even now, there is hope for a nonracist state and society in 

Angola. There is no essential incompatibility between the 

Bantu and the Portuguese. On the whole, as people, both of 

them are kind, lovable, sociable and reasonable. There has 

already been a great deal of mingling of the races, some of it 

going back for hundreds of years. The Portuguese have always 

had a more humane and just attitude towards the child of 

mixed racial parentage than the other European peoples. With 

very few exceptions, the white father accepts full responsibility 

for the children bom to him by African women. It is very 

common to see a Luso-African child brought up in the home 

of the white father and his white wife with just the sarne 

tenderness and care as the white children receive. Not in-

frequently the coloured child is sent to Portugal (as are the 

white children), to be a guest of the parents of the white 

"mother" while he receives his education. 

I say that I am an optimist and have always believed that 

Angola may some day be a second Brazil, although I would 

pray that it might be a much better governed country than 

Brazil! However, I must add that every day tl1at passes, every 

sh·aw in the wind, every hour that the Salazar dictatorship 

continues in power makes this happy outcome less likely. 

14 



35

·:· A n Early V enture 

in PO?~tuguese-African Partnership 

FoT of all sad wonls of tangue OT p en, 

The snddest aTe these: "lt might have been." 

JOH N GREENLEAF WJ-l!TTIER 

"MAUD MULLER." 

The sixteenth-centu.ry lave affair between Portuguese arlll 

Congolese fa-ilecl tragically. Love went out the cloor as slavery 

came in the winclow. 

The Church was cleeply in-volvecl in commerce ín slaves. 

Pockets of wrongly termecl "colonizatíon" anel some spotty 

coastal penetration inlancl frmn slaving bases marked the late 

fifteenth to the late ni11eteenth centuries in Angola. 

Diogo Cão was one of a series of intrepid Portuguese explorers 

and ambassadors to a "new world." He arrived at the mouth 

of the Congo River in 1483 and made bis initial contacts with 

Manicongo and the Congolese people.  A year or two later h e 

returned and one of the most hopeful experiments in what 

seems to have been something better than colonialism was 

begun. 

African youths were sent to Portugal to  be trained in 

Western ways. Afonso, son of the great King Manicongo, be-

came a Christian, along with numbers of others, and eventually 

succeeded to the kingship. It is difficult to say what might 

have happened in what seems to have been a mutually satis-

factory love affair between Portugal and the Congo had it 
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not been for the Serpent whose head was early raised and 

whose form already had been writhing on the margins of 

Africa for some years. All hopes for happy and mutually bene-

ficial relationships between Africa and Europe were menaced 

and shortly to be destroyed. The slave trade had begun. 

King Afonso of the Congo died in or about the year 1540. 

By that time commerce in slaves was thriving all around him. 

He had seen his son, Henrique, after thirteen years' study in 

Europe, return to his native land as the first, and for that 

matter the last and only, African bishop of a great portion of 

the continent. But he had sadly beheld this sarne son em-

broiled in the infighting between white officials and clergy 

and treated with disrespect by his ecclesiastical inferiors. 

The advent of slavery was not the only disturbing element 

in the Luso-African parh1ership, although the involvement of 

the clergy in such an inhuman business blighted any real hope 

for the early spread in Africa of the Christian Gospel. Eight 

years after Afonso's death, a new broom, composed of a group 

of four I esuit missionaries, began to sweep up some of the mess 
of squabbles and intrigues that had developed. It is sad to 

say that the broom itself got dirty. ln a very few years the 

I esuits themselves were collecting slaves. They were recalled, 
and a second lot was sent out. The scandal was soon re-

peated. To make a long and repugnant story short, the upshot 

of the adventures was such that Stanley, when he visited the 

area, could find no sign of a Christian church or Portuguese 

civilization. 

ln the meantime slavery had become universal in all of 

Angola. Towards the end of the sixteenth century it was 

tripled or quadrupled and continued to multiply as the long 

years went by, depriving Angola and other choice slave-

hunting grounds of possibly more than a quarter of their 

population. There were pockets of Portuguese penetration at 

various points along the coast. The slaving  city of Luanda, 

now the capital of Angola, was founded in 1576. The Dutch 
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captured and ruled it for a short time. It was the terminal 

point of David Livingstone's transcontinental journey on foot. 

One reads of Portuguese early colonization. It is simply not 

true that there was any real colonization or widespread Portu-

guese presence throughout Angola before the second half of 

the nineteenth century. There was an establishment of coastal 

slaving bases. Angola, for her size, probably provided more 

slaves to the W estern world than any other area of Africa. 

There were also some government-sponsored settlements in 

the healthiest and most productive parts of the country. But 

it could not be called anything more than "pocket," or 

"favoured-spot" colonization. 

The American missionaries who carne to Bailundo, where 

my wife and I worked for the last eight and a half years of our 

service in Angola, arrived there as late as 1880. They were the 

first and only whites in a vast area of bush and savannah land, 

on the main slave-road from the interior to the coast, and only 

some two hundred miles from the old seaport of Benguela. 
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·:· 1884: The AfTican Pie 

and the Piece Called Angola 

The big Eu.ropean powers with colonial ambitions met in 

Berlin in November of 1884. There they fointly carveel a pie 

at which they hael almaely been hacking sepamtely fo1· some 

years. The pie was the g1·eater part of the continent of Africa 

with such of its people as were left after centuries of slavery 

that hael been carrieel on by these same European powers anel 
various Arab states. 

As some African slaves hael been more fortunate than others, 

having fallen into the hanels. of kineler masters, so it was with 

the fate of various m·eas of the continent. Some were to be 

less plunclereel anel prefu.eliceel than others. Some were to 

receive at least some prepamtion for eventual inelepenelence. 

Others were to be elenieel any such privilege. 

ln Angola, at the time of the Berlin Conference, slavery in 

one fonn or another still lingereel on. To their creclit let it 

be saiel that there were noble P01tuguese of rank anel influence 

who were active in their opposition to this continuing tmffic 

in the lives of men anel women. 

The manipulation anel exploitation of Af1·ícan labowr has 

never ceaseel, however. ln essence, it is still a camouflageel 

kinel of slavery. 

Some observations are maele on the geography anel natuml 

resources of Angola, anel the writings of the late Dr. John T. 

Ttt.cker are quoteel. 

Attention is elmwn to the immense wealth, especially the 

minemlriches of Angola. The ancient professions of smelting 
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and srnithing a1'e rnentioned. Our conviction that Af1'icans 

should cont1'ol the disposition of the·ir own natural 1'esources 

is exp1'essed. 

A few statistics conceming poptdations a1'e quoted. 

How can educated Africans ever forget the date 1884? How 

can many of them ever forgive the callous deliberations and 

decisions of the great European powers wh:ich began :in 

Berlin, in the month of November of that year, and ended :in 

February of 1885? ln that period there was threshed out, 

with infighting, subtlety, log-rolling and duplicity, the "magna 

carta" of the colonial powers which became known as the 

Berlin Treaty. "Spheres of :influence in the Dark Cont:inent" 

were delimited! 

Three years before, Britain had signed  a treaty recognizing 

Portuguese rights to a considerable portion of the Congo, 

partly because Portugal and Britain had the wind up about 

the campaign launched  by one of the smartest cook:ies that 

ever wore a royal crown. King Leopold II of Belgium had 

held a conference in Brussels in 1876.  At that meeting, Leo-

pold had astutely and cyn:ically begun his scheme for the 

takeover of an enormous portion of the  African continent. It 

is significant that the Baptist missionary organization in Great 

Britain had openly opposed the British promise to help 

Portugal to gain her ambitions in the Congo. 

By 1884, however, and not so much because of the Baptists 

as for other motives, Britain had changed  her mind. Neverthe-

less, Portugal did secure domination of the northern portion 

of what was called Angola, and of its Bakongo inhabitants, 

people of the sarne ethnic group that occupies much of the 

Lower Congo that Belgium acquired. The significance of the 

accusations made by the Portuguese against the Baptist mis-

sions and missionaries, when the Bakongo revolted in 1961, 

should be noted. Also of significance were the statements 
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made in Britain by these sarne Baptist missionaries in the 

press and pulpits of their homeland. 

What really happened in Berlin was that the strong-arm 

boys faced each other  around a table to carve the biggest 

pie that had ever  h ad  a knife in it since  a pope in Rome with 

representatives of Spain and Portugal kindly carved up the 

best part of the world between those two nationsl 

There were Africans qualified  to speak for almost all of the 

areas that were included in the pie but their presence at the 

table was not considered  essential. The regions of Africa 

embraced in this division represented  between  eight hundred 

and one thousand human cultures. Ethnic groups,  resources, 

waterways and n·ade routes were cut asunder in the scramble. 

At this time, slavery was supposed to be over and done 

with; but that was far from true, especially in Angola. Just 

as some of the millions of slaves who had been tom from their 

African fields, forests  and homes had b een more fortunate 

than others ( although it is hard to assess  degrees of absolute 

degradation and misery), so  some of the "chunks" of Africa 

that the Europ ean knife divided  were luckier than others. 

Their "masters" were  more humane, more intelligent,  and less 

convinced of the justice of what they were  doing, than were 

some others. 

I  mentioned Angola  ab ove. The  records in the handwriting 

of early Protestant missionaries are clear fm~ all to read about 

the slaving activities  and the shocking atrocities still being 

committed in that country in the late  1880s. However,  let it 

never b e said that the  P ortuguese people, as  a  whole, were 

slavers or advocates of slavery.  I hope that the Angolans, 

when they get their freedom (as they will,  and not long 

hence ), may  remember those noble Portuguese, small in 

number though they were, who had spoken out against slavery 

in all its forms, and were still using their inBuence to put an 

end to its last lingering struggles. 

Their final victory would have lost much  of its exaltation 
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had they been able to divine the amazing resourcefulness of 

their less noble fellow countrymen who have invented, and 

are inventing still, new varieties of virtual slavery for the 

African masses, camouflaged and surrounded by pharasaical 

politico-economic philosophies. These, as they so often say 

of unreal facades and fronts, are "for the English to see," 

meaning that they are meant to bamboozle the outside world 

who might otherwise be criticai. 

The English, their oldest allies, are not very criticai; but 

they are not fooling the new nations of Africa, or the Com-

munist or uncommitted states of the world. So that anyone 

who criticizes their handling of the indigenous peoples of 

their colonies ( now called "overseas provinces," if you please) 

is at once labelled "Communist"! 

A young Zambian university student in Canada told me, 

severa! months ago, that the foreign names for Zambia's cities 

will be replaced, one by one, by African names. "What about 

the town of Livingstone?" I asked. "Oh no!" he answered, 

"that is one European name that will never be changed!" 

ln the sarne spirit, I hope that a free Angola may preserve 

for the city of Sá da Bandeira the name of that Portuguese 

anti-slavery advocate which it so proudly bears. 

Angola itself will need no change of name, for it is the land 

of Ngola, the Blacksmith Prince. And how fitting that it 

should bel 

Other than her mineral resources, Angola possesses bounti-

ful gifts of nature most of which are, as yet, undeveloped. 

However, her enormous mineral wealth is unhappily being 

gobbled up by outsiders, as the Porh1guese, along with a 

number of European nations, plus American interests of 

course, "make hay while the sun shines." After ali, Angolan 

labour is almost the cheapest in the world, and the Angolans 

have not a word to say about this rape of their mineral 

resources. Education is so minimal that the mass of the 

people don't realize what is happening in any case. 
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No more succinct summary of the geography of Angola 

could be written than that from tbe  pen of the late Dr. John 

T. Tucker, missionary, author, ecumenical churchman and 

friend of Africa-which he knew, loved,  and served so well. 

In one of his memorable books, Drwns in the Darkness, 4 

Dr. Tucker wrote: 

Named after Ngola, an ancient Blacksmith Prince, Angola, 
the great Portuguese colony on the west coast, extends from 
the Congo River on the north to the Ktmene River, thirteen 
htmdred miles south; and from the Atlantic Ocean, eight hun-
dred miles eastward to  the borders of Rhodesia and the 
Katanga province of Belgian Congo. 
The Angolan coastline for the  greater part is narrow, and the 
ascent to the highlands abrupt, rising thereafter until an 
elevation of from three thousand to six thousand feet is 
reached. This well-watered interior plateau forms a great west-
central African divide from which issue rivers flowing north-
west and southwest into the Atlantic; southward into  Lake 
Ngami and the Kalahari desert, northward into the great 
gatherer of waters, the Congo; eastward into the Zambesi and 
so into the Indian Ocean. The rivers in Angola, though large, 
are not navigable beyond a  relatively short distance from the 
coast, but the large waterfalls and swift rapids which form 
barriers to navigation offer possibilities in the development of 
hydroelech·ic power. 

To return for a  moment to this great country's name and 

the  man for whom it was named, one remembers that the 

Smiths, by their number, outdo the  rest of the English-

speaking world. The other day  I counted ten pages of them 

in the Toronto telephone book. Any hypennetropic person 

like myself who has tried to find a name in that weighty  tome 

knows how small is tl1e print and how many Smiths one page 

can contain! 

In the evolution of Africa, and  I suppose in that of every 

continent, the smiths and the smelters played  a  vital  role. 

Those of us who have sat on a mountain side in Angola and 

watched smelters  and smiths at work with a  religious zeal, 

0John T. Tucker, D1'Ums in the Da·rkness (New York: Doran,  1927). 
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singing their own sacred smelting songs, labouring with a 

dignity and intensity that has to be seen to be believed, will 

never forget the scene. Religious zeal it really was, for these 

workers, in the heritage of Tubalcain, were cognizant of the 

worth and wonder of the precious metais with which they 

worked, and of the needs of their fellow men whom it was 

their privilege to serve. 

African folklore in Angola comments on the nature of the 

good smith's handiwork. For example, there is the well-

known proverb, "Ngola's hoes are lmown by the way they 

stand up to hard pwlishment." I have used hoes and hatchets 

made by village craftsmen and they were incomparably better 

than store-bought tools. May the day soon come when African 

resources will be in the hands of Africans themselves to be 

wisely and respectfully used for God's glory and for the good 

of the African people. 

Angola has a population of approximately four and a half 

million. Since 1961 some half-million or more Angolan Africans 

and Euro-Africans have B.ed to Congo, America, Zambia, 

Tanzania, Switzerland and other countries. Reliable statis-

tics are hard to come by, so that it is absolutely impossible 

to say how many Africans have been slaughtered by the Portu-

guese within the borders of Angola since 1961. Ninety-seven 

per cent of the population is Bantu. Roughly two per cent 

of the population of Angola is Portuguese, and approximately 

one per cent-it might be even more than that-is made up of 

individuais of mixed African and European parentage. 

Many readers might like to know more about Angola's eh-

mate, history, economics, natural resources, ethnic structure 

and politicai situation. In ali of these I am more than inter-

ested, and about some of them I am tremendously concerned. 

ln the following chapters I must inevitably touch upon a few 

of them, but not in great  detail. It would be  a great joy to 

me if I had time to write more of the panorama of disease-

hunger-poverty in Angola, a complex so intimately related to 
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colonialism, socio-economic factors, politics, international 

affairs, and to the present restrictions ·upon Protestant missions 

that have, for the last eighty-seven years, made such a no-

table contribution to the  education of the  masses and the 

fostering of community betterment projects. 

However, my major self-allotted task is to present the posi-

tion of Protestant missions in Angola and to interpret some-

thing of the longings, frustration and desperation of Portugal's 

Angolan Africans. 
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·:· T h e PoTtuguese P1·esence zn Angola 

There is a basic similarity between the myths, theories and 

excuses of all colonial powers. 

Colin Legum in Africa South (]uly-September 1960) wrote: 

The self-deception of Europeans in multi-racial societies is 
undoubtedly the major politicai problem still facing Africa. 
European supremacy is firmly maintained on an elaborate 
structure of propaganda both intentionally and unintentionally 
designed to reassure the white rulers of the justice of their 
cause, and to prevent the outside world from understanding 
what is really happening. 

Henrique Galvão, a senior official of the Portuguese Colonial 

Administration, in 1947 stated in the Portuguese National 

Assembly in Lisbon that the natives in Angola were still being 

regarded as beasts of burden. H e said that in some ways the 

system of labour recruitm.ent is worse than simple slavery, for 

the native is hirod from the state. When  he goes to worlc the 

employer cares líttle whether he sickens 01' dies, for he simply 

has to ask for another. Galvão was imprisoned for seven 

years and sufjered barbaric indignities until his escape. 

There have been modem versions of the essentially un-

changed systern of recruiting labour. 

It rnust be remembered that Port·u.gal itself is a fascist state 

built on a base of continwing feudalism, H er people m·e poor 

anel oppressed. What hope, then, for he1· African "ciüzens"? 

The Portuguese presence in Angola is not essentially differeht 

from that  of the whites in Hhodesia or in South Africa. As is 

25 



46

the case with ali colonial powers, the colonialists are there 

for what they can get out of it. As has been increasingly 

demonstrated by all the die-hard white powers in Africa in 

recent years, new myths, theories, and untenable philosophies 

are constantly  being produced  to justify the continued  domi-

nation of masses of Africans  by non-African peoples and gov-

ernments. 

However, there  has been  a Portuguese presence of a kind 

in Africa much longer than is the case in African occupation 

by other powers. It is amazing that the  lengtl1 of this contact 

with Africa has produced no real understanding of the African 

by the occupiers.  Another manner in which Portuguese 

dominion of subjected peoples differs from all otller com-

parable subjugation by other European nations is that the 

myths which the Portuguese weave about their colonial activi-

ties, historie and actual, are amazingly naive. 

Yet it does seem that even very intelligent and highly 

educated Portuguese intellectuals delude tl1emselves  by these 

myths into unbelievable convictions. As to the time factor, 

one has heard since and before 1961, far too many times to 

count, the declaration by whites of all classes-statements such 

as, "We have  been in Angola for five hundred years, and we 

have no intention of leaving!" And for the  myths, there is 

one master claim to which all others are  secondary: "The 

war in Angola and Mozambique is a continuation of our holy 

crusade, our historie Mission of the Cross and the Sword." 

This doesn't seem to b e translated into non-Portuguese lan-

guage newspapers or  journals, but for internal consumption 

it has been a  steady diet for some years. Of com·se it is an 

historie affirmation by Portugal that she was given by God the 

divine commission to spread the  Gospel and Portuguese 

culture to the pagan areas of the earth. Ce1tainly the 

dictator-censored press has always been full of nationalistic 

propaganda and syrupy patriotism on all matters pertaining 

to the Portuguese presence in Africa. 
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\Vhen the British and French colonies began  to get their 

independence, articles on "the divine mission" and "the cross 

and the sword" themes  began to multiply in the  newspapers 

and to abound in official speeches. They became even louder 

when the  Belgian 'Congo went "phutt"! Some of us who 

thought they knew the Iberian mind pretty thoroughly began 

to see that we had still more to learn. The Portuguese pride 

in their history of kings, conquests and discoveries has always 

bordered on the pathological. The following is typical of 

many eye openers that came  my way: 

One afternoon I  went to visit a Portuguese fellow physician, 

a kindly gentleman with whom I had enjoyed very fine p er-

sanai and professional  relationships. In the com·se of the 

conversation, I spoke of a young  lady who had come from 

overseas  as a missionary.  I said, "You know, she was bom 

under the Portuguese flag, here in Angola, so she  really has 

dual citizenship." 

I was surprised that  my colleague received my innocent 

remark with an unusual degree of coolness. A little later he 

began to preach me a sermon about Portugal's unique and 

heavenly mi:.sion in Africa, using the sacred words "sword 

and cross." 

On this occasion I was accompanied by a Portuguese lady 

missionary.  After we had left the doctor's home, she asked me, 

"But why did you say what you did? Do you not know that 

your colleague  despises you for thinking that any sane person 

could wish for  double citizenship if he or she had the honour 

of being bom in a Portuguese counh·y?" She was terribly 

upset  and deadly serious about it! 

It was only on the outbreak of the nrst futile African bid 

for liberty in the north of Angola that the  verbal and written 

tide of patriotism was let loose. Radio, press, public speeches 

and even casual conversation became full of mad words: "We 

may die but we will die on our divine mission, and anyway, 

we can kill many more of them  before we die. .  .  . This is 
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sacred Portuguese soil. We will :fight for every inch of it. 

Every one of us will pour out his last drop of blood .... These 

black animais should all have been killed long ago. We have 

put up with them for too long." 

At the sarne time, one heard more and more caustic criti-

cism of the French, Belgians and British. The British were 

cowards for giving in to the "black gentiles" in so much of 

Africa. Decadent France had meekly let her colonies slip 

through her fingers. Of course the Belgians, whose reassuring 

presence next door in the Congo had so recently been with-

drawn, were the worst of all! Wild words that held neither 

God nor humanity in awe-oh how many of them we had to 

listen to! 

To my mind, the Portuguese "faith" in their colonial mission 

is an odd blend of self-deception and an effort to deceive 

the rest of the world. It is indeed a fervent faith, although 

some would say that it is a fervour for doing no good to the 

African and for letting no one else do him any good. ·~ 

However, it is not essentially different from the fervour 

and faith of other colonial imperialist powers except in its 

"mystical heavenly mission." It is notably unique, it must be 

said, in one respect. Amazingly, it has hypnotized the Portu-

guese people and, even more remarkably, it has somehow or 

other blinded the outside world to the shocking and revolting 

facts of the continuing neoslavery of the African masses in 

Portuguese Mrica. 

One must also add that spying upon Africans, the use of 

alcoholic liquors to get information out of them and very 

efficient barbarity in the use of intimidation by the Portuguese 

authorities have snuffed out even tl1e :first hints of protest or 

r e bellion ( except in the north and east, in the case of Angola). 

It is no accident that the Angolan Mricans who speak out for 

their rights and who plead in vain to the United Nations and 

to the Western world for help are those who have escaped 
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from what is essentially a vast prison camp-the worse-than-

facetiously termed "overseas province" of Angola. 

I have spoken with men and women who lived and worked 

in Angola when slavery still lingered on despite the fact that 

it has been officially forbidden. However, open traditional-

type slave1y had ceased before we arrived in Africa. Yet in 

1930, as we travelled through the villages of central west 

Angola, everywhere we went we found in process the recruit-

ment of forced labour. One could talk about it openly. The 

officials concerned seemed to have not the slightest sense of 

shame in regard to it. Men, women with babies on their 

backs, and children laboured on the roads without pay, and 

were obliged, of course, to provide their own food. We saw 

many of the youth of the country being shipped away to 

labour on the coffee plantations in São Tomé. This was not 

for a year or two years but for many years of service. Indeed 

it seemed that most of them never retumed. 

My wife, our children and I were profoundly shocked and 

disturbed by what we saw. One evening, at dusk, we inter-

rupted our trek to call upon a government official in an 

isolated bush "post." As we climbed the steep hill to the 

chefe's residence, we meta long line of African women, many 

of them with babies slung by cloths or animal skins on their 

backs, carrying loads of mud for the building of a new house 

for their chefe. They were tied, one to the other, by bark-

string rapes. His "excellency," the assistant district officer, or 

chefe, did not seem to feel the least embarrassment at having 

us come upon this scene. Everywhere we went, flagrant 

abuse of the labour of men, women and children was evident. 

How dose I felt in frustration, sympathy and despair with 

the great African educator from the Gold Coast, Dr. Kwegyir 

Aggrey, who had visited our mission station several years 

before our arrival there. Dr. Aggrey, after that visit, wrote 

of his agony of soul as he h·avelled through Angola and saw 

the horrors of forced labour. 
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I quote these words from his journal as found in Edwin 

Smith's biography, Aggrey of Af1·ica": 

... we approached the Kukema Hiver when  a  sight met our 
eyes which soured  my milk of ecstasy and snatched away my 
dreams. H ere were men, women, and children, covering them-
selves with one hand to keep the cold away, and rushing to 
and fro under command, working the road. It was not the road 
at all, for Africans I know are used to working roads, but these 
little boys and girls were all bony as if hunger were tugging 
successfully at their vitais. No singing here, these men  and 
women with the hoe. If Millet had seen them, hungry, 
haggard,  tottering, fearful, not only unhopeful but hopeless, 
he would have ruined his masterpiece and painted  a more 
terrible, horrifying picture.  H e would paint them naked. 
No, not naked, but unclothed, in rags of strips of skin or bark. 
Now paint the mother-a strip of bark to tie  her baby to her 
as she too drags her stick and overburdened self ... I looked 
out of the car, smiled at them, and said, "Kalunga!" their 
usual salutation. But they looked at me, stared at  me, with a 
stare that burnt into my soul. The first time in my life that 
I smiled at my brother,  my sister, and he, she, smiled not 
back. He only stared-a solemn, appealing, questioning stare. 
I turned my face, tried to keep back the welling tear. I 
couldn't, and the voice  rang in my ear, "Carest thou  not that 
we perish?" 

The following day Doctor Aggrey stood up to preach to a 

large congregation of Africans. H e  describes the experience 

in his journal: 

.  .  .  I talked patience, domestic virtue, simple honesty, and 
thrift .... Then  I  remembered what I  had  seen on the road 
the day  before  ... my voice began to quiver ... Something 
was choking me ... Shall I speak of bravery or  of standing 
up for their rights? That were sheer madness, sin, criminal 
in me, for that at present means death, and the swift hastening 
of the studied work of utter extermination of my people, which 
is already proceeding here and  will continue unless J ehovah 
ste])s in, unless civilization cries, "Stop! Stop!" .  .  . Then  I 
talked of Heaven and the  streets of gold. 

After ten years in Africa, broken by  a  short furlough, we 

were  absent from that country for seven ·years as I served 

0Edwin W. Sm.ith, Aggrey of  Africa (London: SCM, 1929), p. 160. 
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in the Canadian anny and enjoyed some postgraduate studies. 

Upon our return to Angola we found that a new system, 

called "contract labom" had been inh·oduced. 

It was just as pernicious as the old way of rounding up 

vvorkers but there  were two new factors: Rrst, the real chiefs 
were disappearing, as Portuguese officials manoeuvreel to have 

men who would carry out their orelers appointeel as chiefs. 

Many of these men had no regai heritage anel were "toughies." 

Some of them spoke passable Portuguese and felt no sense of 

respc;nsibility for their own people. The authorities, as a rule, 

saw to it that they did not lack sufficient wine or brandy to 

keep them half-drunk much of the time. 

And, too, the exploitation of Angola by the whites was mov-

ing ahead very fast. Fisheries, plantations, new industries 

anel expanding urbanization were all crying out for labourers. 

The pressme to supply these workers was on all officials 

from the highest bracket down.. U ndoubtedly many officials 

simply obeyed orders, and through their local chiefs tried to 

raise the numbers of workers that their seniors demaneled of 

them. However, for others, here was a chance to "make hay 

while the sun shone," anel they did just that. One saw minor 

officials grow rich in months or in a few years. There was a 

sound price for every  head, and it was reported that each 

official up or down the line got his "cut." 

The  abuses were simply shocking. To be sure, there were 

some investigations of irregularities, but it seemed that so 

many of the "high-priced help" were deeply involved in the 

racket, that it was very difficult to do much in the way of 

punishing those who grew fat the fastest on African labour, 

no matter where their position. in the  administrative chain. 

However,  a good many complaints did get into the world 

press and the topnotch colonial administrators finally realized 

that a change would have to be made. Eventually, it was. lt 

is very hard to say that the cure has not been worse than 

the disease. 
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The new system of "voluntary" labour now in vogue, is 

certainly working as far as the provision of an almost adequate 

fount of labour for mushrooming cities, fisheries, agriculture, 

the mines, transport, et cetera is concerned. The government 

services, of com·se, have to find their supply of workers, and 

this is accomplished in a diversity of manners. 

However, the "voluntary labour" recruitment is largely in 

the hands of professional labour agents who go out into the 

villages, highways and byways, and gather up men and often 

children much too young to be away from home. They make 

arrangements with their employers to ship these labourers 

to the areas where they are to work. Of comse all this is clone 

through official channels. The recruits are presented to the 

local administrative officer of the "post" or county. They are 

supposed to have medical examinations, and they are pre-

sented again upon their return from their term of service, 

which is usually a year.  ( By the way, the least said about 

the summary type of medical examination the better.) 

The abuses of this system would fill a book, but there are 

certain notorious evils associated with it: 

ONE: It takes the place of the community development 

schemes, the practical teaching of better argricultural methods, 

and the whole business of village improvement in nutrition, 

sanitation, education, housing and co-operative action which 

simply cry out to be clone in the villages of Angola-and 

which have been sadly neglected, although Christian missions 

have at least tried to do something. 

TWO: It leaves the women in the villages husbandless and 

sonless for long periods of time. The associated evils that have 

thus befallen Banh1 society are manifold. 

THREE: It means almost constant indebtedness for many of 

the men of Angola. Through local crafts and quite primitive 

agriculture, villagers may often subsist, and at least they can 

be near their wives and children. ln one way or another, they 
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i may even be able to save the money to pay the  relatively 

enormous personal tax that the government demands. 

But there are always white merchants tempting them to 

buy, and very often intimidating them because they are not 

spending enough in this store or that. "I will tell the district 

officer that you are a bad black!" they hear. This is common 

practice. It is exb·emely difficult for the average African in 

Angola today to keep out of debt. 

Then along comes a white labour agent, full of smiles, and 

pockets stuffed with money. "Oh, Pedro, my friend, I hear 

you need some money. Here's a hundred escudos." A hun-

dred escudos is about three dollars, a very great deal of money 

in Angola. A week or two later the big lorry, loaded with 

recruited labourers, comes into the village. The man of smiles 

and money sits beside the driver. "Where's Pedro? Somebody 

fetch him r·ight now. We have no time to waste." And Pedro 

is called and away he goes for another year of "voluntary" 

labour. Oh yes, he will be paid, but much of it will be in cloth 

and liquor and not in cold cash. During the year, he will 

be exposed to many pressures to spend his money before his 

period of service is ended. ln many instances, women of the 

worst type are made available to him, but they cost money, 

too. Drink is a serious problem and because of it many 

African youths and adults finish their year or more of labour 

and have not a single escudo to show for it. They go back to 

the village where the wives or mothers have to feed them until 

they are off on the next bout of labour in some distant city or 

plantation. 
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·:· My Africa 

As ow· retum to Angola anel the completion of our work there 

are impossible we are preparing for a new venture in the 
Congo. 

I·n this chapter I list "off the cuff" some of the things that 
Africa means to me. 

There are the scenes, sounels, s1nells anel such, that I re-
menl-ber with acute nostalgia. 

Above all, there are the people of Africa whom we lave. 

This is the time of a swelling tiele when, at long last, human 

hopes, longings anel elreams are beginning to finel their realiza-
tion. 

One continues to feel the challenge to help Africa's peoples 

at this elifficult time in their history, anel to serve as a charmel 

of communication between them anel one' s own kinfolk anel 
fellow countrymen. 

As long as a eloctor who has known the pathos anel enonnity 

of preventable disease in Africa has life anel breath, it seems 

to me that he must face the challenge to fight existing disease 

anel to attack the sources of human illness and su.bhealth. 

Particularly challenging is the elesire to help prepare African 

youth to solve theiT continent's pmblems. 

A few weeks ago our eldest son and his wife received a letter 

from a dignitaq of a large indigenous African church, in which 

the writer said, "Welcome back to your Zambia." As this 
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couple and their children prepared to leave again for Africa, 

no lovelier words could have been written to them. 

They have started me thinking about ali that Africa means 

to me. I  am sure that my thoughts are akin to those of many 

of my comrades who have tried  to share some of those things 

that we thought to b e most worthwhile with our fellow men 

anel women in Africa who seemed greatly to need them. In 

the process, we have found that we have gained far more than 

we have given! 

As I  write these !ines, my wife and I are sorting, packing 

and planning for a venture in the field of public health and 

community betterment in the Congo. 'i\' e cannot take up our 

work again in Angola. Protestant missionaries who leave that 

Portuguese "possession" on furlough are not permitted to re-

enter the country. Exceptions have  been made, of com·se, for 

a  few individuais who are ready to make statements which I 

consider to be quite untrue, about the justice of Portuguese 

colonial rule and policy. 

By the way, the Portuguese government now frowns on such 

words as "colony," "colonial," "colonist," et cetera. "Colou" is 

still legitimate! 

However, " ... a rose by any other name would smell as 

sweet"! 

I am not young. Almost two-thirds of my classmates in 

medical school have  passed on. ln the last year and a half I 

have suffered two attacks of coronary thrombosis. The second 

one was touch-and-go. Most of our friends are not happy 

about our plans. Very often in the  last few weeks we have 

heard the question, '"Why do you want to go back?" 

I have  never  taken the time to give any of them a full 

answer. However, a considered reply might open some 

windows upon Africa and Africans and let in some light for 

concerned people. 

Well, the simple fact is that I want to go back because of 

ali that Africa means to me. And what does Africa mean to 
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one who has  been at work in her villages for lo! these  many 

years? ln her villages, in humble wattle-and-daub huts, on 

the margins-of anopheline-infested rivers and swamps, in 

schools of grass and dispensaries of adobes, in almost-modern 

mission hospitais, in open-air clinics under ancient shade trees, 

and at mass rallies of the finest men and women God has ever 

made-all of them hungry for a fuller, freer, healthier, longer 

and more rewarding life. 

Africa, to me, means the coo of a dove in the orange grove 

at the  peep of dawn, followed by a swelling chorus of three 

other kinds of doves, calling and answering, each in his or 

her own nostalgic tune. 

Africa-means a gentle morning breeze caressing my face 

while my head is still on the pillow, and filling my nostrils 

with a blend, never to be forgotten, of exotic and delectable 

aromas. 

Africa means to me  a Iog seat in a thatch-roofed and mud-

floored church cum school, my ears and soul filled with the 

sweetest hannony that human voices can produce anywhere 

outside of Heaven. 

Africa means a Bantu mother witl1 a nursing baby in her 

arms and an infant on her back, tight-wrapped in a blue cloth 

which is magically secured anteriorly by a twist and a tuck of 

its corners. 

Africa is spelled for me by our "Christmas flowers," the 

matchless red Lirium glo1"ioswn, anywhere one looks in 

December. Those who know some of Africa's secrets have 

sought out the secluded places where thrives this "flame-

flower's" even larger and lovelier cousin, with its yellow  petals, 

each of which is daintily  crenated along its edges. 

Africa, in part, for me, is a  desert retreat  beside the western 

shore where tl1e drumming of the waves against the caves in 

the cliffs wakens one a dozen times a night so that he may 

each time experience the  joy of going to sleep again, far from 
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night calls, emergencies, difficult labours or hospital probl~ms 

of any kind. 

Africa speaks to me with the voice of a thousand strearris, 
power beyond all imagining, waiting for man's controi to 

turn it into productive energy for the good of Africa's people 

and for marikind's betterment. When I think of Africa, I see 

the mighty Zambesi swirling around Livingstone Isiand in its 

agonized dash to the chaos, vioience and crazy cauldron of 

Victoria Falis. Just as cleariy, however, I perceive the swell-

ing rapids of men's and women's wildiy rushing expectations 

and unieashed Iongings. 

Generation after generation, century after century, the Iife 

river of tribes and individuais has gone on and on. Hopes and 

longings of human hearts have been moving ever forward, but 

siowiy, and often in dull despair and resignation. Now the 

end is near. The water begins to wheel and turn. The even 

Row of life in southern Africa approaches the troubied rapids·. 
It is too late to avoid the madness of the angry, foaming cata-

ract and the full fury of the fuming falis. 

Maybe there is little that we can do to heip them. No one 

can divine how sudden, vioient and disruptive the changes 

may be. But at this special time in Africa's history, those who 

love her peopie yearn to be near them as they take the piunge 

for freedom from which there is now no turning back. 

What is Africa to me? Above all, it is a continued venture 

and experience in kinship with fellow humans desperateiy in 

need of skills, services and understanding that I have to give. 

This kinship is a two-way reiationship, however, and I am a 

debtor to the peopie I wouid serve. 

I am aiso a medium of communication and for Iong years, 

through personal conversations, extensive travei, puipits, the 

press and mimeographed letters, I have had the great privilege 

of interpreting to Canadian friends and fellow citizens the 

spirit, charm, worth and cuiture of the Bantu peoples. 

A few weeks ago, in the city of Toronto, I had the pieasure 
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of .fellowship in study with a large group of grand young 

Canadians. The  medical and paramedical members of the 

annual outgoing CUSO group were receiving instruction in the 

basic principies of tropical medicine and hygiene at Toronto 

General Hospital. To talk with these young people and to 

realize the give-get, love-and-be-loved, teach-and-learn phil-

osophy of these eager young Canadians, ali of them with 

special preparation to serve, ali of them concerned about world 

needs, ali of them going O'l}t in humility to share good gifts 

with their fellows in other lands-this was an experience which 

I shall remember as long as I shalllive. It has helped to soften 

for me the shock I suffered from encounter with modem Cana-

dian life, and the ubiquitous selfishness which I have found 

very depressing during this furlough. 

·what does the part of Africa to which I go mean to me? It 

means the Great Beast of Disease, of human ills that need 

neve·r happen any more, that should never happen any mom; 

the Beast that preys upon little children, pregnant women, 

and old people; the  Beast of many names-Malnutrition, Para-

sitism, Ignorance, Poverty, and Despair. 

It means another chance to fight the Beast, and to teach, tell, 

and h·eat my fellow men and women who can not only  be 

cured of their diseases but can be rid of them forever, they and 

their children, if only those who know enough will care 

enough, work hard enough, teach hard enough, and sha1'e 

enou.gh! 

ln a county in southern Alabama, forty years ago, I served 

in a.reas where eighty per cent of the school children suffered 

from hookworm. They looked it and they acted it. The Rocke-

feller Foundation got to work, with the federal and state gov-

ernments and local authorities. Today I doubt that there are 

many, if any, areas in Alabama where hookworm is a serious 

problem. You might have to go to a laboratory museum to see 

a hookworm! 

As for mankind as a whole, however, hookworm infestation 
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in much of this world is on the increaseo If all the hookworms 

i11 all the bodies of infested huma11s were expelled from their 

habitat i11 intestinal tracts and placed e11d to end, I  b elíeve 

they would form severa! rings around the earth! 

One young African nation has frankly said that it can do 

nothíng effective as yet to co11trol malaria, intestinal parasites 

and a 11umber of other ubiquitous and decimatíng diseaseso It 

simply lacks the resources that would be required to carry 011 

adequate campaigns against these preventable parasitic illso 

'Vhat does Africa mean to me? 

It mea11s ma11y thousa11ds of young dreamers of dreamso 

Some of them have fled from the still-colo11ized countries of 

Africa, a11d are prepari11g themselves abroad in the fervent 

hope that they may some day return to serve their own peopleo 

It mea11s young men and women in white-dominated and in 

i11dependent areas of Africa who seek sacrificially to minister 

to their fellows as nurses, tech11icia11s, midwives, medical aides, 

doctors and engineerso 

What medical colleague of mine, young or old, could ask 

for a greater honour than that which comes to me as I take 

my place 011 a  team to train front-line fighters for a healthier 

Africa? 

'Vhen a whole co11tíne11t cries out for teachers, lawyers, 

bankers, physicians, argiculturists, and specialísts of a hundred 

kinds, íf it is "blíss o o o to be alíve" and able to serve, is it not 

(as Wordsworth says) "very Heaven" to be young? 
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·:· Angolan Ins and Outs 

Angola is an area of Africa that has special claims on my 

atfections. It holds for me precious memor·ies and unique 

meaning. 

H owever, Angola means very ditferent things to ditferent 

people. 

To a white youth, recently atTived from Eumpe, it is a 

country of exciting hope and promise. 

To an African young lady who recently fled from Angola, 

it is her beloved homeland that she must, at the 1·isk of her 

life, help to free from its oppressors. 

The Portuguese gestapo accused  m e bitterly of helping 

African students to "escape" from Angola so that they might 

study abroad. To them, this was a very evil act . 

. One would bespeak special considemtion by W estern 

nations for these African refugee students. 

Pigmented people are not bad because they are "black." 

Unpigmented  people are not bad because they are "white." 

What is evil is colonialísm, in all its forms. 

Living standards for the masses of Portuguese in Ettrope 

are very low indeed,  yet  even this low level is maintained by 

Portugal's parasitism, upon African resources. 

Anel now w e see a compounding of the evil as Portugal foins 

forces with Rhodesia and the Union of South Africa. 

I have written  about some of the many things that Af1·íca 

means to me.  I might have related more  specifically ways in 
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which Angola must always hold my interest and affection. 

However, that is an exercise in which I must not indulge. 

Suffice it to say that no doctor of my age and with my experi-

ence could escape any more than I can from an overwhelming 

nostalgia when I think of the thousands of babies whom I 

have delivered in Angola and when I remember that some of 

them are now grandparents. Nor can I forget the very great 

number of infant lives saved and mother lives protected by 

the hundreds of midwives whom I have trained, with the help 

of American, Canadian and African nurses. 

Could any father and mother forget the little mounds on 

the bushveldt where some of their own children are buried? 

There are so many memories. The friends, old and young, 

whom we have known and loved in many towns and in 

hundreds of villages. Those who have "gone on" seem nearer 

as one grows older. ln the beautiful Umbundu language they 

are called, "tlwse who are going on." 

There are the erstwhile companions on arduous treks, there 

are the old men and women who taught one at least a little 

Bantu wisdom; and a large inner cn·cle of tl1ose with whom 

we have worked in close partnership and the fellowship of 

healing. We remember them, we wonder about them and, 

increasingly as matters grow worse in Angola, we worry about 

them. One remembers so many patients, teachers, ministers, 

chiefs, nurses, African "mothers in Israel," assistants in count-

less operations, and companions in frequent night vigils. 

Africa, or any part of Africa, must obviously mean different 

things to different people. Here is a young white man, fresh 

out from Portugal, waitn1g on us at our table in an Angolan 

hotel. The Portuguese are such a sociable people that you can 

hardly think of eaÍ:ing in one of their hotels without having 

a bit of a joke, or an exchange of news, or some kind of 

friendly conversation with the waiter. 

The young man talks to my wife and myself about his hard 

life as a peasant in Portugal, the economic distress of bis 
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family and neighbours in that country, the impossibility for 

people of their social class to  get an adequate education or 

to climb higher up the economic ladder. «Do you know," he 

says, "that here I make three times as much money as I could 

in Portugal! I've only been in Angola for a  few months and 

already I have  a light motorcycle. That I could never have 

had in my homeland. Better still, I  am going to night school 

and I  am going to get an education!" 

Here is a young African lady in the same city. I have known 

her since she was a little girl. There is nothing particularly 

remai'kable about her except that she is a patriot who means 

business. She's a normal, friendly Angolan young lady. I ask 

her about  her future for she is getting well along in high 

school. Could she possibly go to university in Portugal? We 

have not sent a single Angolan student to the metropolis since 

the Lisbon gestapo, b y repeated intimidation, caused the large 

group of Angolan students who were there in 1961 to fl.ee to 

other European countries and to the United States. "I have 

only one desire," the young lady replies. "I want to leave 

Angola so that I may get a 1·eal education. Then some day, 

when this, my homeland, is free, I shall come back to help 

my own people." 

She was dead serious.  Few who read these words can 

imagine the dangers that this young lady faced or the hard-

ships that she  endured until she  reached this side of the 

Atlantic and found friends who are helping her to get a 

university education. To begin with, African students who 

dare to fl.ee from Angola take their lives in their hands. And 

this girl certainly did. There were long months of waiting, 

internment in one newly independent African country (Oh 

~es ! Some of the  new free states of Africa have their own 

problems with refugees from surrounding colonies, and some 

of them might learn more charity in their dealings with tl1eir 

less fortuna te  fellow Africans), greater hardship in another. 

Hovvever, there  were friends who helped  her anel she is now 
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in North America and getting along just fine in a good college 

where everyone, students and staff alike, love her. 

When I was grilled for four homs by the Portuguese gestapo 

in Angola in 1966, again and again they hurled these two 

accusations at me: ''You have helped African students escape 

from Angola," and "Your home churches are helping African 

sh1dents wbo escape." At tbat time, so far as I know, there 

was not a single Angolan student in all of Canada. Isn't tbis 

remarkable wben you remember tbat Tbe United Cburcb of 

Canada, anel tbe Congregational Cburcb in Canada before it, 

bave bad scores of missionaries in Angola during a period tbat 

extends back eighty-seven years to the days wben tbe Rev. 

'i\Talter Currie and bis wife  began tbeir memorable work in 

that land? 

Since my wife anel I bave returned to Canada, we have 

learned of the extreme difficulties wbich Angolan students in 

tbe United States sometimes encounter when they wish to visit 

friends in Canada. Only a  few months ago, an Angolan 

ordained minister of the Methodist Church, studying in the 

United States, was invited to participate in a conference of 

outgoing Protestant missionaries in London, Ontario. I pre-

sume tbat bis wife anel one cbild were also invited to this 

conference. I am told that, wben they reached tbe Canadian 

border, the minister, after a long interrogation was allowed to 

enter Canada. His wife and chilcl were refused enby and the 

minister had to proceed to London alone. The Canadian 

Immigration authorities must surely know that when you 

escape from a police state you cannot have your "papers" in 

order. Tbe authorities in our capital city should b e  reminded 

that this is tbe sort of thing that can build up African resent-

ment and antipathy towards Canada. 

It just so happens that tbis particular clergyman, now com-

pleting  advanced post-graduate work in an American uni-

versity, and whose wife also is a university student, will alrnost 
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certainly be a politicai leader in his African homeland a few 

years hence. 

I have told of a Portuguese youth seeking his fortune in 

Angola and of an African girl preparing herself to serve Angola 

when, as she firmly believes, it will some day be free. It's not 

that one is bad and the other good. It is simply that the 

colonial situation means utterly different things to each of 

them. 

I have never  been able to see much essential diHerence in 

people, as people. It would be hard to classify human genes 

as goocl and bacl. However, ethnic culture, tribal tradition 

and education, obviously elo make a tremendous diHerence 

on how groups and individuais will live, act and treat other 

individuais and groups who are diHerent to themselves in 

language, customs and religion. 

There are areas of every human culture that are desirable, 

lovely and worthy to be preserved. There are also features of 

certain cultures that are lamentable, evil and destructive in 

their eHects on humanity as a whole. One such facet of severa! 

'i\' estern cultures has been and continues to be the colonial 

spirit and philosophy. Portugal's wards have suffered as much 

as, if not more than, any other colonized people in history. 

For five hundred years Portugal has been exploiting large 

areas of Africa. This has been made easier because of her 

friendship with Britain. The standard of living of the Portu-

guese masses in their homeland is probably the lowest in 

Europe. Yet much of the wealth that Portugal does possess 

and the economic levei of life that she does enjoy results from 

drains upon African labom and natural resomces. The para-

sitism continues and grows. 

ln recent years, Portuguese hopes and plans for continued 

domination of African peoples and exploitation of African 

resources have become closely linked with those of Rhodesia 
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and South Africa. Enterprising whites from many lands are 

seeking their fortunes in the enormous areas of southern Africa 

held in thrall by the South African-Rhodesian-Portuguese un-

holy alliance. At the sarne time, nonconforming,  embittered 

and desperate Africans from these southern counh·ies flee 

abroad where they seek to prepare themselves for the day of 

freedom. 

A  recent article in the Manchester Gttarclian explains in 

detail the amazing financial assistance made available by the 

British government to craftsmen and technicians from Britain 

who wish to answer Rhodesia's call for skilled workers. Thus, 

as in many other ways, sanctions are proving a farce, as 

Zambia's leaders stated they would be  when they were first 

introduced by the British government in 1965. 

As I write this, I  read in a Canadian daily paper that, in 

the United Nations, Canada's spokesman admits that sanctions 

have been ineffective but that force must not be used to bring 

freedom and justice to  the Africans of Rhodesia, at the same 

time  making no alternative suggestions or recommendations. 

Can't we put ourselves in the sandals of the freedomless 

African? Can't we think for  a moment as he must think? 

This is the thought in the African's heart and mind: 

As far as Britain, Canada, the United States and ali the other 
countries from which our missionaries have come, we have 
had it! There is for us no more hope if we continue to look 
for justice to these two-faced countries. They talk about 
sanctions while their allies in trade, commerce and politics 
continue to pour across the wide borders of South Africa and 
Mozambique ali the oil, machinery and essential goods that 
are needed  to combat their so-called sanctions! 
Now we must seek help from other countries. Our mission-
aries have told us that these other nations are godless. But 
surely the God our missionaries taught us about is not the 
God that their fellow countrymen worship, as they support 
the oppressor and share in bis loot tom from our soil and 
soaked in our sweat! 
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The wind is being sovvn as never  before in colonial history, 

and the whirlwind will not fail to follow . . Some day so_o.n,it 

will sweep not only southern Africa but the whole of · the 

Western world; for most of the nations of the West are in-

volved in the heartless rape of helpless African colonies 

( whether these are called "Union" or "Overseas Provinces" 

or whatever new name Rhodesia will come up witl1, or some-

thing else), and in the shameless exploitation of the Bantu 

peoples to whom they really  belong. 
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Dr. Gilchrist in his office. 
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A. African village scene. "Wattle and daub" are still the chief building 
materiais in Africa. 

B. Sometimes spoken of by Bantu as "the people of yesterday," the 
Bushmen are winsome and kindly folk of the desert and bush. 
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A. Such societies as the  circumcision organization had social values, but 
the winds of change are upon them too. 

B. ote little hoe, used in field work, on top of basket full of corn. 

C. That shrewd psychologist, the  diviner, roots out, with symbols, the 
causes of disease and distress. 
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Bantu woman gathering ripe çorn to pound the  daily meal for her family. 
Mother and babe  are happy in their rural environment. 
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A. Natives making  cornmeal Rour. A smooth rock outcrop is  chosen as 
the pounding site. The  hammers are of wood. 

B. African  child pounding cornmeal. Where the re is no rock, mortar 
and pestle  are used  to make flour. 

C. Angolan mothe rs  and babies.  Maternal deprivation is not a  m ajor 
African problem! 
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A. Typical African "palaver house," serving  a modem hospital as recrea-
tion hall and reception centre. One hundred people are accommodated 
in this structure. 

B. Dr. Gilchrist at children's open-air clinic. Spleens are palpated to 
study incidence of malaria. 
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A. Dr. Gilchrist and medical aides observe a malnourished  child. 

B. Children  outside an adobe school line up for immunization against 
current diseases, 
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A. Approach to an Angolan village in the dry season. 

B. Dr. Gilchrist with an African  child in bhe children's ward in the flrst 
hospital to be built by Africans in this  part of the African continent. 
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A. Case histories are more valuable when the doctor gets them directly 
from the  patient or parent, in the indigenous  language of the  area. And 
history-taking provides an ideal avenue for communication and teaching. 

B. Surgery is essential in the  small hospital in Africa. African medical 
assistants are excellent helpers in the operating room. 
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A. Health education is a vital part of our mission to  the people of Africa. 
Dr. Gilchrist lectures on mothercraft to Angolan mothers. 

B. ln the  Canadian north, in the bushveld of Africa, and in many other 
patts of the world, the fight against tuberculosis goes on. Dr. Gilchrist's 
many patients had to be housed in grass houses until 1959, when Ameri-
can friends carne to Angola to help build a brick sanatarium. 
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A. Africans of the next generation on the  edge of an Angolan village. 

B. Missionary participation in a community betterment project. Loading 
Brewood to bake clay tiles. 
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There are no more attractive children than those of the "wee folk 
of yesterday" -the elusive Bushmen of the arid lands of southern Angola. 

B. Angolan mother and child. The present is  a time of trouble, but the 
future is bright with hope. 

C. Afro-Portuguese nurse with a  small African patient. This nurse  is 
one of many hundreds who have  graduated from training courses in 
Angolan missions. 
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·:· Degrees of Violence 

on the Way to Freedom 

The aün of this chapter is to explain that the major violencu 

has been white rather than African. 
This is the unmentioned phenomenon that the W estern 

press has avoided like the plague. 
It is a simple fact that in the ernergence of new free Afrícan 

nations, violence by Africans has been very much less than 

might have been anticipated. 
There are those who feel that this lack of cruelty and 

vindictiveness is intirnately related to the Christian ethic in 

the hemts of  the revolutionaries, as well as to basic human 

values intrinsic in the core of tribal cultures. 
Why is there reason to fear that freedorn fo1· the rernaining 

subjugateel peoples in southem Africa will be achieveel only 

with the outpouring of blood, anel unthinkable atrocities? The 

elifference lies in the attitudes of the whites. Angola since 

1961 provides only a tiny sarnple of what may be in store for 

mankind in this large portion of Africa. 

The casualties in n01thern Angola in 1961 were tremendous 

in cornparison with those eluring the Mau Mau elays in Kenya, 

elw·ing the emancipation of ex-Belgian Congo, and on the 

march towards African freeelom on the whole. 

N ow seven years later, anel ever since the outbreak, the 

nature of the fighting in the north is savage in the extreme. 

As shocking as the blood bath in the north has been the 

one-sideel violence in central and southem Angola. At grea·t 

elistances frorn the scene of the rebelUon, thousands of young 
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Africans with the equivalent of grades six or seven, or with 

some high-school education, have been the targets of oflicial 

intimidation on a very large scale. ln 1961, the atrocities 

pmctised by Portuguese militia anel police aga:inst students, 

male nurses, teachers and pastors were wielespreael anel 

barbaric. 

The phenomenon of hysterical white react'ion against inno-

cents at great distances from anticolonial rebellions has been 

observed by various writers, but its utter stupidity anel 

preiuelicial efject on race relationships has to be seen to be 

believed. 

N ot least in thei1· power for social  destmction, anel in the 

negation of every possibility for reconciliation, are white m en' s 

attitueles of superiority anel contempt. 

How often I have heard Portuguese colonists and officials in 

Angola declare, "For every one of us they kill, we'll slaughter 

a hundred blacks !" 

This savage assertion co!nes with a  peculiar shock from 

men who have considerable African blood in their veins, as 

evidenced by their hair, pigmentation and features. There 

now exists ample proof that it is no idle declaration of purpose. 

Among many, there is one particular phenomenon of an 

emerging free Africa that is most significant and surprising. 

The press of the  W estern world, so fond of magnifying every 

act of violence committed by Africans, has been suspiciously 

silent on this amazing aspect of Africa's march to freedom. I 

refer to the  relative lack of violence during  and following the 

task of throwing off colonial yokes, restrictions and controls. 

During our last  term of service in Angola, more than one 

hundred million Africans found freedom from colonial rule. 

It is not  at all widely known and, even  when known, it seems 

to have  been conveniently forgotten that, for the most part, 

the leaders of revolts against  white-master nations have  been, 
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in part or whole, the products of Christian missionary 

education! 

It would be difficult to doubt the existence of an intimate 

relationship between the small degree of violence in the 

African's fight for freedom and the Holy Bible. The Bible is 

the book which proclaims, "You, men made in the image of 

God, are free. You are as good as any other men." The sarne 

Bible is also the book which exalts love, forgiveness, brother-

hood, nonracism and tender mercy. 

A most striking phenomenon that can be traced like a 

golden thread through the recent history of Africa's march-

which in many ways has been  a dash rather than a march-to 

freedom, is not that of violence but lack of víolence. Algeria 

was an exception to this rule and there were special reasons 
for some terrible atrocities in the Congo. It appears that none 

of the remaining die-hard colonies in Africa are likely to 

follow the general rule of little violence. It is too bad, and it 

is not the fault of the indigenous peoples. 

Why should much of the southern tlúrd of Africa, the 

enormous area of the "Unholy Alliance" of Portuguese, Afri-

kaans, and British, stand in such frightening contrast to the 

general picture of peaceful progress to new nationhood in 

north, west, east, and central Africa? It is a question worth 

examining. Particularly it is of urgent concern to the U nited 

Nations whose action must be decisive, wholehearted and 

immediate if a blood bath on the African continent, and 

disastrous changes in the whole structure of international 

relations, are to be avoided. Angola since 1961 may serve as 

a small sample of that which may b e expected, although to 

imagine that matters will simmer and drag along as they have 

clone in Angola would be very foolish. 

A sad and basic fact is that the south ís cliflerent. Violence, 

in the limited experience of Angola and Mozambique, has 

been out of all proportion to what it has been in other parts 

of the continent. And it has been amazingly one-sided. 
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Who ever heard an Angolan Bantu threaten, "We'll kill a 

hundred Portuguese for every one of us that they kill!"? 

Nobody. The Bantu is not made that way. 

Yet this appears to be  what the Portuguese have attempted 

to do to the Bantus of northern and central Angola, and are 

now repeating in eastern Angola where the oppressed tribes 

are at long last making a bid for their freedom.  Certainly it 

is the way that many Portuguese talk. 

ln today's mail there carne to me evidence from an observer 

whose statement I could not possibly doubt. He says that in 

eastern Angola ( where for a year and a half there has been 

continuai freedom-fighter activity), whatever atrocities may be 

committed by the desperate  men who have infiltrated back 

into Angola, the Poliuguese are always "a step ahead in 

beastliness." 

The Observer (June 4, 1961) in Britain stated that tl1e 
Portuguese had killed more Africans in a month than had been 

killed in the Union of South Africa in a hundred years. 

According to the Daily Mirrar, May 3, 1961, a Portuguese 

army o:fficer said: "I estimate that we've killed 30,000 of these 

animais." 

On occasions far more numerous than I would like to 

remember, even if I could, I  have heard Portuguese of all 

classes and degrees of education pour out the most barbarous 

threats to kill without mercy. And they were referring  to the 

Bailundos whom the Portuguese press assures tl1e world are 

"loyal Portuguese citizens,'· serving in the great coffee fields 

of northern Angola and maintaining the nation's economy. 

When the rebellion erupted in the north of Angola, in 1961, 

these "loyal Bailundos" were killed in hundreds by bombs and 

machine  gun fire from Portuguese planes. Others, sad to say, 

were killed  by the knives and machetes of local  fellow Afri-

cans who considered them to be supporting the Portuguese 

cause.  I know of what  I write.  I lived among the  villagers 

to whom the word was eventually delivered  by the local 
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officials in the Bailundo area that sons, husbands and fathers 

had died in the north on "voluntary labour"! 

I shall never forget the words of a charming young Portu-

guese father whom I have h.11own for many years, a Protestant 

and an ardent chmchman. He said he had never given much 

thought to some words in the Old Testament, about the 

happiness of dashing little children against the stones, until 

the Africans in the north had dared to rebel against their 

Portuguese masters. Now he knew that such "animais" must 

be exterminated! 

This was just the start. It seemed to us in Angola, reading 

our papers from home, that in Canada and the United States 

there was no real comprehension of the enormity of the lasses 

or the brutality that was displayed by both sides. However, 

it should be stated at once that the brutality practised by the 

Africans was in great part due to the elements of fetishism 

that were introduced into the initial movement of attack by at 

least some of the most outstanding planners of it. I have first-

hand evidence that many African revolutionaries at this time 

did ali they could to lessen the use of revoltingly cruel 

measmes in the treatment of prisoners. 

The casualties even in tl1is initial phase of revolt were much 

greater than those in Kenya's Mau-Mau distmbances and those 

in Ruanda Urundi, and the Congo, ali put together. Even in 

the real fighting in the north, there must have been at least 

ten Africans killed for every white man or woman who died. 

Some observers say that the ratio was much greater. After ali, 

the African weapons were a pitiful assortrnent of outmoded 

firearms, knives and machetes; whereas the Portuguese were 

armed with excelient modem weapons. Incidentaliy, whatever 

the truth may be, I doubt tl1at there is one educated African 

in Angola who is not convinced that the Portuguese fought 

with NA TO arms. 

Seven years have gone by since then, and in the north raids 

from the Congo side of the border continue, as the freedom 
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flghters harass Portuguese patrols. The Portuguese, for their 

part, systematically sem·ch for pockets of civilian resistance, 

the die-hards hidden away in tiny villages in the bush and on 

the hilltops. Every month there are lists available, for those 

who care to see them, of wounded African villagers, men, 

women and children, who have  been routed out of their 

retreats and have fled across the Angolan bm·der into inde-

pendent Congo. The missions and hospitais in Congo have 

compiled shocking statistics of the  refugees  who have been 

killed as they fled . Some day,  at the bar of a world court, 

Portugal must face the numbered list of small children who 

have died or been crippled for life as they were shot like 

"Bambis" by Portuguese soldiers. 

The story that has never been told, however, is that of 

one-sided violence farther south which followed irnmediately 

upon the outbreak of the revolution in the north in 1961. It is 

a tale of white hysteria, terror, th:irst for African blood and 

unspeakable brutality. If one white was killed in the north 

for every ten or twenty Mricans, far to the south, hundreds of 

kilometers away, where there were no Portuguese casualties, 

thousands of innocent Africans died, and many of them by 

torture. 

This was not the first time that such a startling phenomenon 

had been observed in a situation of threatened colonial role. 0 

An hysteria, bom of a troubled psychological complex, 

which itself is part and pareei of the "master" involvement in 

a colonial situation, seems to grip the masters in areas a long 

way from the initial outbreak of violence. The emotional 

reaction and the degree of brutality practised is completely 

out of proportion to any immediate  real threat or danger in 

places far removed from the scene of conflict. 

I lived in the midst of such an hysteria for many months. 

Indeed five years afterwards it was all too evident. However, 

• An excellent  description of it has been given in O. Mannoni's Prospero 
and Caliban: A study of the psychology of colonization ( New York: 
Frederick A. Praeger, 1964). 
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I was working in an area where wise and courageous govern-

ment authorities succeeded, for the  most part, in controlling 

the passions and madness of their fellow Portuguese. 

A few hours' drive away from us, however, and throughout 

wide reaches of "innocent" central Angola, the  hysteria was 

not controlled. Indeed the lives of numbers of white officials 

who tried to stem the tide of mad human passion appear to 

have been in real danger at the hands of their  fellow whites-

traders, planters, labour recruiters, et cetera. 

Many reports have  been told by observers of the bodies of 

helpless Africans, remate from the site of the revolution, and 

completely unaware of what it was all about, buried by the 

hundreds in the ground by bulldozers,  and thrown into the 

Quanza River until it stank so that chains were placed across 

it to catch the rotting corpses. Eyewitnesses tell of the incon-

ceivable atrocities practised on these Bantu people who were 

rounded up and slaughtered without trial, without a chance 

to say a word in their own defence, and with an almost 

complete lack of the  most rudimentary human compassion. 

I say "almost," for there were exceptions. There was the 

white Portuguese doctor who, armed only with a  revolver, 

held at bay  a frenzied mob to save bis African patients. 

Friends managed to put him on a plane and he was flown to 

safety. The patients had no friends and no plane! 

One was told of the wife of a plantation owner who hid an 

African male nurse for days in h er car in the garage. 

There was the moving story of the coloured wife of a 

Portuguese official,  deep in the bush of central Angola, who, 

when the maddened traders ordered her timid husband to 

stand aside, placed  herself b etween the mob with their rifles 

at the "ready" and the Protestant African teachers and cate-

chists, saying, "You know these are innocent men. I would 

rather die with them than see them shot." 

There were tales of white traders who, when their h·usted 

servants  were  next in line to be beaten to death by repeated 

53 



86

blows on the chest with heavy sticks, pled with the torturers 

that this "good" native and that might be mercifully shot. 

There was the reported case of the administrator and the 

priest who knelt together before an insane gang of their fellow 

whites and begged for the lives of the innocent Africans being 

slaughtered in droves. They begged in vain. 

Even approximate comparative statistics on white versus 

African violence would be significant and important if they 

were available, but they are not, and never will be. 

Guesses by those most able to guess would put the number 

of Mricans killed by the Portuguese at twenty or thirty for 

every white man killed. But that was in the north where there 

was open rebellion. Such guesses do not take into account the 

incalculable numbers of Africans who died at hundreds of 

scenes, far from the troubled north, in myriad villages through-

out the land, in isolated trading posts and in foul jails, prisons 

and prison camps. Nor has any reckoning been made, 

although some day this may be possible, of the tremendous 

numbers of men representing the African elite of Angola who 

have spent one to four years or more of their lives, so precious 

to Africa, in prisons and prison camps. 

I, who lived and worked so far from the sites of the up-

heaval in northern Angola, lost in that "quiet" area, twelve of 

my intimate African f1iends and fellow workers who were 

tortured to death, or who committed suicide to cheat their 

sadistic captors when human flesh and spirit could stand no 

more. They were nurses, ministers and teachers.  I was assured 

by a high-ranking Portuguese official that at least three of 

them sh·angled themselves with their shoe laces, although, 

considering the average length of shoe laces in Angola, I don't 

see how it could be done. I have been told that one of the 

finest African nurses I have ever known tore up his shirt and 

used it to hang himself when he decided to end his suffering. 

How often I have remembered the day when I was so dread-

fully busy with other things and he carne to me, saying, 

"Doctor, drop it all, for that woman on the ward who carne 
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this moming has a ruptured ectopic gestation." Ris diagnosis 

was correct. He was but one of the many  brilliant young 

Ahican.maJen.urses and medical aieles whos.eem.to have been 
especially singled out for eleath anel imprisonment; How 

badly Angola needeel them and how stupiel and criminal was 

their planneel elestruction! 

I elon't see how any thinking man or woman could have 

lived through these years of violence in Angola without 

asking himself or herself the question: But why did these 

nominally "religious" whites plunge into such an orgy of tor-

ture and genocide, and why were the casualties so utterly 

disproportionate? 

The first part of the question is easy to answer. Angola is 

not only a haven but a heaven for Portuguese peasants and 

merchants who have come from a land of toil and abject 

poverty to an affiuence of which they had previously only 

dreamed. The African is the source of their wealth. ln Europe 

they were labourers who barely subsisted. Here the African 

does .the work and on his toil anel sweat they have grown rich. 

But the African with even high-school education is a menace 

to their privileged position. The African who dares to dream 

of inelependence is the greatest threat that they can imagine 

to their new-found comfort, plenty and prestige in this 

bounteous "overseas province" of Porh1gal. As to morality and 

religion, I rejoice that there are sparkling signs of ecumenical 

progress towarels a sounder religious faith and practice both 

in Portugal and Angola. At the sarne time, I must say that, 

for the most part, the kind of religion that has held sway in 

Portugal and Portuguese possessions for centuries has not 

implanted the Christian ethic very deep in the hearts of many 

nominal "Catholics." 

The second part of our question ( which asks why the dis-

proportion in casualties has been so great), is not quite so 

simple. 

lt would be easy to say that it could not have been otherwise 

because of the immense superiority of the white man's 
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weapons in number and character. However, this cannot 

.explain the innumerable situations where the whites have been 

so isolated and outnumbered that even the crudest instruments 

of violence would have sufficed to exterminate them in great 

areas of Angola, if these weapons were wielded by frustrated, 

embittered and oppressed masses of Africans. 

To be sure, even in the most remate villages, the fear of 

white reprisals is very great. The Africans all know the 

"hundred for one" principie which the whites claim to have 

adopted. Nevertheless, hate would have conquered fear if 
}:late were sufficiently strong and bitter. 

I believe it to be a simple, indisputable fact that the 

traditional and cultural Bantu respect for human personality 

is a fundamental reason for the relatively smallloss of white 

lives in Angola.  I believe just as strongly that Christian teach-

ipg and conviction-indoctrination, if you will-have also 

played an outstanding role in reinforcing and supplementing 

the Bantu recognition of the paramount worth of the person. 
How often I have heard my African friends, trying to express 

in the strongest tenns possible how good and how wonderful 

some individual ( often a pioneer missionary) seemed to them, 

reaching the very acme of praise with the words, "He was 

really a person!" 

How often, too, I have heard from the lips of simple African 

villagers, as well as from members of the African elite, "If 

only the Porttiguese would treat us as persons!" Alas, in all 
their relationships with the Africans-in the conception and 

rearing of children, in industry, in commerce, in education, 

law and religion-the self-esteemed "champion" colonists have 

never learned true respect for the African personality! 

My memory is full of incidents like the following. Any 

missionary could quote hundreds of comparable ones. 

Three of us, a missionary minister, an African minister and 

I arrived one afternoon at a government administrative post. 

W e had been visiting schools, churches and medical aid posts 

in the area, and it is the proper thing on such occasions to 
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p;:esent compliments to thc Portugucse government's repre-

sentatíve. The African minister, by the way, had his large 

parish in this neighbourhood and was well known by the white 

"chief of post." We entered the office, after asking permission 

to do so, bowed, and greetecl the white official. He returned 

our greetings warmly. Shaking hands with the missionary 

minister, he said, "How are you, Mr. Director?". He shook my 

hand wannly and asked after my health. Then he turned to 

the African minister, and, with no handshake but in an affable, 

patronizing tone, he exclaimed, "Hi, boy!" The "boy" was an 

ordained minister of exactly the sarne rank in the Christian 

chmch as the missionary minister, and he was, at the time, 

over fmty-five years of age. 

That's what cuts to the heart of the African. Not this 

particular one. Not any Ionger, for a few months after this 

incident, he was sent to bis death by this sarne government 

official. 

As I was writing the first part of this chapter, I shared it 

with a young man who knows Africa and the African exceed-

ingly well. "Don't forget to say," he cautioned, "that the 

violence from which the African suffers most and has suffered 

at the tangue of the white for centuries, is the violence of 

contempt and disrespect. A blow or a whiplash are less 

painful to him than scathing words of scorn and invective." 

I heartily agree with that young man. The African is one 

of the world's greatest forgivers, but e·ven he finds it hard to 

forgive and forget words that disparage, humiliate and wound 

the very soul. 

To no people is the fifth freedom-the freedom from con-

tempt-more precious than it is to the folks of Africa, who, 

perhaps more than any other ethnic division of the human 

race, respect and honour the sacredness of the human person. 

If we inclucle in our calculations the white man's tongue 

that holds not the mystery, dignity and immunity of the 

person in awe, then indeed is the weight of non-African 

violence  a mountain beside the African's molehill! 
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; . 

·:· The Portuguese Delusion 

Both in Portugal and Angola, Emopeans suffer from amazing 

misconceptions of other cultures. This is in part explicable by 

f01ty years of censorship of the press. 

The delusions that one meets in regard to the nature and 

character of the African mind are universal and shocking. 

One of these universal Portuguese convictions is that only 

they know how to manage the Africans and to keep them in 
their place. 

ln response to these misconceptions, the Africans erect and 

rnaintain a wall of silence on many sttbfects of the greatest 

concem to the fruitful intercommunication of human spirits. 

A significant example of misfudgment of the thoughts and 

feelings of the Af1·ican "elite" was a savage attack on the 

United Nations. Africans were obliged to take pa?t in the 

demonstmtions and w ere lectw·ed on the sins of the w01·ld 
body. 

The results w ere exactly the reverse of those that were 

expected by the authorities. 

The anti-United Nations demagoguery lured young Africans 

into thinking that they 1night receive aid from that organiza-

tion. ln their attempt to doso, they w ere imprísoned for four 

years, and the United Nations has s'till neve1· heard of them! 

ln the last few yem·s the situation in the whole of sottthern 

Africa has worsened. The white minorities of variotts states 

have closed ranks. Their faith in thei1· own invincibility bodes 

ill for a large pa1t of the southern half of Africa. 
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On our arrival in Lisbon thirty-eight years ago, we were simply 

astoupded to leam that our Portuguese "brethren" in the few 

Protestant churches there, would not believe that we had no 

ulterior motive in going to Angola as missionaries. "But of 

com·se the Canadian govemment pays youl" they would say. 

Or they would ask us how much missionaries were paid and, 

on being told, would comment, "W ell certainly no doctor 

would go to work in a country as unhealthy as W est Africa 

for so small a salaryl" With few exceptions, these Protestant 

Portuguese people seemed unable to believe that we were 

actually going to Angola for altruistic or religious motives. 

Through the years since then, as we have lived and worked 

in Angola, I have been constantly amazed at the many facets 

of Portuguese misconception as to the character and nature 

of individuais and groups of ethnic origin other than Portu-

guese. There must be few peoples in the world less informed 

or with such amazing misunderstanding and misconception 

about other nations, cultures, religions and societies. 

To be sure, illiteracy is lamentably common in Portugal, and 

among the Portuguese who emigra te to the colonies. · Even if 

everyone could read, I doubt that it would make much 

difference, for censorship of tl1e press has been complete since 

the rise of the dictatorship forty years ago. The dictator and 

his govemment have cultivated and manipulated the press as 

an instrument of indoctrination and brainwashing. Editoriais 

and leading articles in Lisbon and Angolan newspapers are 

not unlike the wall posters of which one reads in China, 

maintaining truth "forever on the gallows." 

Within a few weeks of our arrival in Angola, we became 

aware of a universal pattem of delusion in the European mind 

that seemed to us to be a kind of mass psychopathic phenom-

enon. As in Portugal itself, this major misconception has many 

sides and angles. Certain basic assumptions and convictions 

seem ingrained in almost all Portuguese colonists, professional 

people and administrators, newly arrived or African-bom, lofty 
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or lowly. One of these is that the African is mentally and 

morally inferior to the Portuguese. This is expressed many 

times in every conversation by the use of ce1tain terms when 

the African is referred to or when his culture is mentioned. 

ln official language there has been, in recent years, a great 

juggling of names to try to keep real attitudes from showing 

"to the English," that is, "to the world." I have already 

mentioned the sudden declaration of the illegality of the 

term "colony" and related nouns and adjectives. At present, 

the accepted official term for "African" is rwtivo which quite 

suddenly was introduced to replace the ubiquitous tenn 

indígena. The everyday tenn, however, that the Portuguese 

in their own conversation use for the African is "gentio." The 

dictionary defines this as "heathen, gentile, savage, native," 

but in its use it is all these and more. There must be few 

tcrms in any language with more repulsive overtones of dis-

respect and contempt. 

Another seemingly universal false assumption that one 

meets everywhere among the Portuguese, and particularly 

among the better educated, is that they, the Portuguese, in 

their dealings with the Africans, are superior to all other 

colonizing peoples. They wholeheartedly believe that they 

have a unique natural gift for understanding the African, for 

establishing rapport with him, and for making him an adoring, 

obedient and grateful ward. One of the supposed proofs of 

this ability that even high Portuguese officials frequently quote 

is the enthusiasm with which the Portuguese have always 

cohabitated with African women. This idea of superiority in 

genius for colonization is such a deep conviction, and so 

commonly held, that it is hard to single out instances as 

examples. However, there comes to my mind one particular 

incident. 

One afternoon, some years ago, a Portuguese Protestant 

minister from Lisbon visited the hospital which I was direct-

ing at that time. We walked together to  the village which we 
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had established for our leprosy patients. It was at that period 

when French and British colonies were popping one by one 

into new free African nations, and the visiting cleric seemed 

unable to talk of anything else, so great was his concern about 

this frightening politicai development. 

I knew that he was quite capable of reporting me to the 

authorities for such a "dangerous" statement, but I simply 

could not restrain myself from suggesting to him that this was 

only the beginning and that the whole of Africa would one 

day become free. He turned to me in anger. "You foreigners 

can never understand," he said. "The French and British have 

been intimidated by the ignorant black gentiles. They never 

were any good as colonizers. But we understand the Africans, 

and they obey us as children obey their parents. They adore 

us! There will never be any trouble in our colonies, my friend!" 

And this was on the eve of the most savage and bloody 

conHict that there has ever been in an attempt of colonized 

Africans to gain their freedom! Significantly the outbreak was 

precisely in the area of Angola where Portugal boasts of her 

five-century presence! 

The Portuguese, with notable exceptions (read the anti-

colonial articles in Luso-Canadiano, a Portuguese language 

periodical published in Montreal!) have set up in their hearts 

an amazingly false image of "the African" with whom they 

have had contact for so many centuries, with whom they have 

interbred so readily, and whose languages many Portuguese 

speak quite well. And here lies the tragedy of the immediate 

future in Angola and Mozambique, for the Portuguese will 

remain intransigent in their misconception of the African, and 

they will continue to be blind to the obvious facts of an 

almost hopeless racial and economic situation that any out-

sider can perceive after he has been a few months in the 

country; and especially when he has learned an African 

language and, above ali, if the people trust him. 
It must be noted that the problem is rendered more knotty, 
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and the possibilities more explosive by the fact that the Afri-

can, in response to the Portuguese mania that "we know the 

African; we can handle him as no other white men can," has 

erected a wall of silence that is virtually impenetrable. Even 

little Bantu children come early to understand that this wall 

must not be breached. As an example of utterly stupid mis-

understanding of the African, let me tell of one incident-one 

of the thousands that might easily be quoted. J 

There was a day, more than six years ago, when African 

ministers, teachers, male nurses, students and others of the 

elite in our area were summoned to appear in the capital city 

of their district. Missionaries, of com·se were not informed, 

although when many of their key personnel at schools and 

hospitais announced that they had to be absent from work for 

a day, we knew that something was up. 

lt tumed out to be a well-organized, obligatory mass dem-

onstration of loyalty to Portugal. Many pictures were taken of 

Africans carrying the Portuguese flag at the head of great 

public parades of citizens. There was shouting and cheering, 

and the singing of the national anthem as the cameras ground 

away, to furnish Lisbon and the world with the picture of 

racial integration and African dedication to the dictatorship. 

On a similar occasion, a few years ago, when the figurehead 

President of Portugal visited the sarne city, I saw and heard 

white policemen go up and down the great columns of Afri-

cans who had been ordered to assemble on both sides of the 

street, shouting the order, as the parade of dignitaries includ-

ing the president approached, "Muitas palmas! muitas palmas!" 

("Much handclapping; much handclappingl") 

However, on the occasion of which I am writing there was 

another theme, and an even more important one it would 

seem. ln fiery speeches, by administrative and military dema-

gogues, the United Nations was thoroughly damned. It was, 

"Up with Salazar; down with the United Nations." 

Now, of all the member states of the United Nations, none 
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can have been more anti-United Nations than Portugal. The 

controlled press of the metropolis, the provinces and the 

colonies has never ceased to vilify the world organization. 

One wonders why Portugal continues to enjoy the benefits. of 

an institution that she bates so much. Dictators are notorious 

cultivators of "whipping boys," but surely, in the case of the 

Portuguese state, on platforms and on paper, throughout the 

) European nation and its "possessions," the United Nations has 

been whipped to death. 

It was, therefore, no surprise to the "invited" Africans when 

the diatribes against the United Nations began. However, 

they were intrigued by the bitterness of the invective and the 

viciousness of the language that characterized the boiling 

harangues to which they had to listen. They were warned 

never to believe anything good that they might hear said 

about the United Nations. They were told that this world 

organization was opposed to the sacred rights of the Portu-

guese people, including those of the Africans in the Portuguese 

"overseas provinces," and that, as loyal Af1'ican Poriuguese 

they should have nothing to do with the United Nations or its 

machinations. 

Now the demagogues of the day, the high-ranking officials, 

the army's spokesmen, all of whom were sure they knew the 

mind and hea1t of the African, were convinced, at the end of 

the show, that they had persuaded these poor, nai:ve and 

stupid Africans that the United Nations was an ogre to be 

shtmned, and that they would be in trouble if they were 

caught having anything to do with it. 

They were quite right as to the second of these two convic-

tions. The Africans knew all too well what would happen to 

them if they were known to have any sympathy with the 

world body. The demagogues were as wrong as they could 

possibly be, however, in their conviction that they had suc-

ceeded in smearing the image of the United Nations in the 

eyes of their African "wards." 
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On that day, in central Angola, to African high-school 

students, teachers in primary schools, skilled workers, nurses 

and ali who had some modicum of education, the United 

Nations began to mean something vital, something precious. 

By the very nature of what had been screamed at them in the 

long orations, it became clear to the captive audience that 

here was an organization that really cared for them. (Would 

that they had been right!) If the Portuguese hated the United 

Nations as much as the outpourings of the "top-brass" indi-

cated, surely in this world body the exploited peoples of 

Africa might find understanding and help! 

Despite the increasing intimidation of the more educated 

Africans by the Portuguese authorities, a secret movement 

was begun to raise funds with which to send a spokesman to 

the United Nations.  A delegate was chosen. Unfortunately, 

these innocent African youths, with no idea at ali of the 

gestapo's methods of spying upon them, did not take even the 

most elementary security precautions that would have been 

necessary to avoid the leakage of their secret. After ali, there 

are quislings in Africa as weli as in other continents! 

Late one night there carne a knock at my office door. I 

opened the door and a young African from the city whom I 

knew quite well stepped inside. After he had been seated 

( you never talk, in Bantu culture, before you are sitting 

down), h e told me that h e had been visiting certain villages 

for the purpose of raising money to send a spokesman for the 

youth of the region to the United Nations. 

"But, man!" I protested, "You can't do that! First of ali 

you talk too much. Secondly, you are a marked man for you 

have already been in jail and you are known to the police. 

The results will be disastrous for ali concerned if this leaks 

out." 

Some nights !ater, as I worked until after midnight in the 

operating room of our temporary hospital, I could not know 

that outside,  behind a grove of h·ees, a Portuguese posse, 
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armed to the teeth ( with NATO weapons?-many think so), 

was waiting for me to finish so that my assistants might go to 

their quarters some four hundred yards away. We finished 

our job, and all but the slim night staff went their separate 

ways to bed. Our own mud-walled home was halfway 

between the hospital and the buildings where a number of the 

male members of our staff lived. 

I had no sooner gane to bed than I heard a roaring of jeep 

and lorry motors and saw a flashing of car and hunting lights 

outside the house. A few moments later came the sound of 

pounding on doors, and  raucous voices shouting in anger. I 

dressed in a jiffy and rushed to the scene. There were white 

men everywhere, in and out of the vehicles that were drawn 

up in front of the male  nurses' and teachers' houses. The 

Africans, of course, had no arrns, but the Portuguese were 

carrying a plethora of very new-looking rifles and submachine 

guns. 

Standing by the doar of a house where several of rny 

medical aides lived, I saw the secretary of the circumscription. 

He was a Euro-African. ("Mulatto'· is the comrnon term used 

by the whites when the individual's back is tumed or when he 

is not present.) 

I went up to him and asked, "Mr. Secretary, what is going 

on here?" "Doctor, you keep out of this," he growled. "I 

can't," I said, "I live here." Beside the secretary stood a short 

dark man whom I did not recognize. He turned out to be the 

new senior o:fficial, called "adrninistrator," who had arrived 

in the circumscription only that day. He tumed to me, saying 

sharply, "We are here on a police 'mission.' It has nothing to 

do with you." "Oh, yes it has," I replied, "for I am here in 

a 'rnission' that was founded before there was a single Portu-

guese in all this great stretch of Angola.·' 

All around us were traders and minor officials with auto-

matic weapons that trembled and threatened in their unsteady 

hands. I suppose most of them had had an extra drink or two 
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for .the occasion! There were a few a11gry gestures, in fact 

the adminish·ator had drawn his arm back as if to hit me, but 

no force was used 011 me. How much better for the image of 

the missionary if there had been! My defenceless African 

friends were soon to have plenty of it used 011 them. 

I again demanded an explanation and again it was refused. 

Now, almost every one of the whites present owed me 

favours of one kind or another. Many of them could not get 

along with their ow11 doctor a11d had often come to me for 

advice, .although as a mission doctor I was not supposed to 

practise amo11g Europeans when a Portuguese doctor was 

available. Others had needed certain medicines that could 110t 

be obtained locally and I had supplied them with these. They 

were to continue to come to me with their requests and health 

problems, for services that they could not get elsewhere-as 

big as life, with smiles and handshakes-during the four and 

a half more years that I was still to remain in Angola. 

The white men's vehicles were loaded with the best edu-

cated a11d most skilled you11g men of the mission area. Similar 

raids were made on perhaps a score of villages. The victims 

were packed like sardines i11 jails and tiny rooms in the capital 

of the district. There they were interrogated and beaten for 

lo11g hours and on repeated occasions. 

With another senior missionary, I went to see the chief of 

the gestapo (an organization called "P.I.D.E."). He asserted 

that the crime of these men was that they had attended secret 

meetings to raise money for the se11ding of a preto ( black) to 

the United Nations. 

After many dreadful weeks in confined quarters .and under 

deplorably unhygienic conditions, the prisoners were sent to 

a distant prison camp. Altogether they spent more than four 

years in detention. 

Of course we told the British consul about it. We informed 

the America11 consul about what had happened. We were 

wasting our breath. Didn't America need the Azores? Isn't 
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Portugal Britain's oldest ally? Are not the economies of both 

Great Britain and the United States intimately bound up with 

the natural resources, the cheap labour and the special oppor-

tunities for capital in Portugal and her colonial possessions? 

We informed ecclesiastical authorities in our home churches 

in Canada and the United States. From the high courts of the 

churches resolutions were certainly despatched to Ottawa and 

Washington. With what results? As to the informing of The 

United Church of Canada people in the pews, all I can say is 

that the few whom I have met who seem well informed about 

Angola did not get their information from the pulpit. 

As for the United Nations, the voices that have spoken for 

heedom, justice and basic human rights for the Africans of 

Angola have been weak indeed, seldom heard, apparently not 

listened to by many Western powers. There are bigger :fish to 

fry! 

It was tragic enough when the Portuguese people and 

government, obsessed with the conviction that they, by the 

grace of God, are superior morally and mentally, to the peoples 

of Africa, and that they are the only successful colonizers in 

a continent where British, Belgians and French have proveu 

their worthlessness, continued to hold in thrall millions of the 

finest of the sons and daughters of Africa. 

It was already a desperately gloomy picture when a colonial 

power, misled by a traditionally fixed and completely eiToneous 

irnage of "the Mrican," believed itself to be destined by the 

Almighty to increase in numbers and in riches on African soil, 

and with African servants. Every Portuguese ship that docks 

at Luanda or Lobito is laden with Portuguese peasants, com-

ing from tl1e hell of labour witl1 tl1e hoe in Europe, to have 

Africans to sweat for them, and to live in relative riches such 

as they could never have known in their little feudal fields and 

villages. As soon as they have settled somewhere in the choice 

"green pastures" of Angola, tl1ey send back to the homeland to 

call their friends and relatives to come and share the wealth 
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with them, insanely confident that the "gentile" will remain 

forever obedient, satisfied and free from foolish ambitions and 
vain desires. 

It was bad enough before. Now the situation in ali of 

southem Africa is more than tragic and worse than gloomy, 

for the Unholy Alliance has been bom. Now we find, hand in 

hand, white minorities in Mozambique, South Africa, Rhodesia 

and Angola who have no ears to hear the voice of Wisdom, nor 

eyes to see the face of Truth, and who  have wholly given 

themselves over to the fatal delusions of divine right, superior-

ity and the invincibility of their own and their friends' military 

power. Their psychopathic "faith" can only lead to a red bath 

of blood for both black and white in almost a third of one of 

the loveliest continents of the world. 
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·:· Chr-istian M issions: 

H anclmaiclens of C olonialism? 

Cht"'istian Missions are, and have always been, under sus-

picion by those white men who consider colonialism to be in 
their best interests. 

A recent mticle in The New York Times makes this point 

very clear as fm· as the mission of the Protestant churches in 
Angola is concemed. 

More and more, however, the African elite are taking a 
long hard look at missionaries and missions. This is especially 

tnte in the case of the African patriots who have escaped from 

Angola and are preparing to free their homeland. 

It is no exaggemtion to say that missions in Angola are now 
in a "damned if you do and damned if you don't" position. 

W ell, who is in the 1·ight, or who has the most right in 
theit· charges against missionaries-white ot· blacks? 

The New York Times m·ticle speaks of "bad" missionaries. 
The simple fact is that, in "keeping quiet" anel avoiding 

criticism of the Portuguese authorities and Portuguese colonial 

policy, missionaries have been very, very goodl This is the 

silence, this is the tongue-in-cheek conduct that has more and 

more antagonized many of Angola's young indigenous leaders. 

Howevet·, the Portuguese may now have gone so far in their 

antimissionm·y policy that a spate of factual books, lectut·es 

and articles telUng the truth, at long last, about Portuguese 

colonizat'ion in Angola may be expected. 

It is tme that most missionaries, at one time or another, 

have been forced by the injustices that they have seen to give 
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voice, even though 1nilclly, to their displeasure. Such an in-

cident is described by the writer. 

By and large, however, we have been mo'fe than disc'/"eet. 

If any fwther proof were needed, my travels in Canada dtt'fing 

the last year and my contacts with thousands of churchmen, 

have convinced me utterly that the average member of The 

United Church of Canada knows very little of the evils of 

Portuguese colonialism anel a.lmost nothing of the restrictions 

and indignities which Canadian and other missionaries have 

accepted a.t the hands of Portuguese authoríties in Angola in 

arder that they might carry on as much as possible of their 

normal missionary programme. · 

Ou1· positive contribution to the development of Angola' s 

industry and economy has been enormous. 'For this, you ma.y 

be sure, we mceive no recogn'ition and no thanks from the 

Portuguese govemment. The African elite a1so give us no 

thanks, for they see the industrialization of Angola as an ever-

tíghtening gl"ip of the talons of P01tugal upon their 'homeland. 

One of the first things that I realized when we arrived in 

Angola in 1930 was that, in the eyes of white authorities and 

colonizers, missionaries are dangerous people. This has been 

true in most of Africa. ln many cases, the whites were quite 

right in assuming that missionary teaching, example and 

influence were diametrically opposed to what most Europeans 

considered to be thei·r best interest. ln ali too many cases, 

however, they were dead wrong, and missionaries were earnest 

handmaidens of colonialism in its worst aspects. 

ln Angola ( perhaps more than in any other colony), the 

fear of missionaries and their message, on the part of white 

robbers and rulers, has been deep and bitter. 

Since the outbreak of an African rebellion in the north of 

Angola in 1961, this mish·ust and antipathy of the whites 

towards the missionmy "teachers," as all Protestant mission-

aries, whatever their profession, have been called, have "jelled" 
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and restrictions of various kinds have been placed upon the 

goings, comings and fw1ctioning of these missionaries. 

The situation is well expressed in an article in The N ew 

York Times of September 15, 1967. This article, headed 

CHURCHES LOSING GROUND IN ANGOLA. PROTESTANT GROUPS ARE 

DOWN 75% IN LAST 6 YEARS, states: 

Nova Lisboa, Angola-Protestant missions are gradually facing 
extinction in Portgual's western African possession of Angola. 
The number of Protestant missionaries in Angola has dwindled 
to about 65 today from over 250 in 1961, at the time of the 
nationalist uprising. 
The Council of Evangelical Churches of Central Angola, a 
community of some 130,000 persons, has not been authorized 
by the Portuguese to bring in any new missionaries since early 
1964. Nor are the council's missionaries -largely from The 
United Cl}urch of Canada-permitted to return after they leave 
the counh'y. 

Pmtestants Blamed 

The Baptist Missionary Society and four other mission groups, 
which operated a total of 10 mission stations in northern 
Angola prior to 1961, have no missionary personnel in the area. 
Methodist and Brethren mission activity has also diminished 
considerably for shortage of missionaries. 
Portuguese authorities in Angola hold the Protestant missions 
largely responsible for the nationalist insurrection, which has 
been waged in limited areas, particularly in the north, for the 
last six years. 
"Protestants -not ali, but many-are deliberately working 
for the denationalization of the population in this Portuguese 
province," Angola's Governar-General, Lieut. Cal. Camilo 
Rebocho Vaz asserts. "Most of the terrorist chiefs are Protes-
tants," he adds. 
One of the main charges against Protestant missions is their 
widespread use of African languages rather than Portuguese. 
Also, a number of missionaries who have left Angola are said 
to have given public lectures and written books and articles 
"violently criticai" of Portuguese policy in Angola. 

The article goes on to state the rebuttal of the Protestant 

missionaries to these charges: They say they have had no 

politicai bias in their instruction. They use African languages 
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because they are necessary for religious services and vocational 

courses for villagers. In ali school instruction, the Portuguese 

language is used and the government curriculum is followed. 

They say that many Angolan nationalists have attended 

mission schools. This is natural, for Protestant missions have 

been a leading force in education in Angola since the end of 

the last century. 

The Portuguese authorities point out that they are only 

against "bad" missionaries. 

There is one point that I wish to make very clear. The 

Protestant missionaries are quoted as saying that many 

Angolan nationalists were educated in mission schools. This 

is true. Even more true, however, is the fact that most of the 

outstanding Africans, active in efforts to gain freedom for 

Angola, are members of Protestant churches and are Christian 

men and women in the best sense of the term! 

Ten years ago, as I travelled through the Canadian churches, 

I h·ied to explain the  feelings of the Portuguese towards us 

and, at the same time, to make it clear that many informed 

and alert Africans, the products of our missions schools and 

churches, were beginning to see us more and more as instru-

ments and allies of the colonizers. I asserted that, to many of 

them, this was the situation: we had brought and taught them 

the Bible but, ali the while, we knew that the Portuguese were 

stealing the earth from under their feet. 

Can both white anel African views be right? If we have 

been lifting the African up, is it fair to accuse us of knocking 

him down? 

In this chapter I  shall attempt to give a partia! answer to 

this question. I  sh all confess the ways in which I have known 

for years that we were bolstering up the colonial power and 

playing ball with the white oppressors. 

The sooner ali mission boards and missionaries realize and 

admit our true role in this matter, the  better for the future of 
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the Christian church in Angola anel the  other die-hard colonies 

of southern Africa. 

ln the following chapter, however,  I shall express my con-

victions about the instrumentality of Protestant missions as 

enemies of colonialism anel therefore, apparently, of colonizing 

powers; although actually their colonial philosophy anel action 

have  been cancers in the social, national anel religious life of 

these sarne racist white  peoples. 

Like most missionaries, I have become an expert at closing 

the ears of my soul to much that I have known, seen, heard 

anel felt during long years of striving to do good anel to b e 

good. A hard part of the "b eing good," of course, is to not 

thwart, flaunt, disobey or criticize the Portuguese authorities 

whose tolerance, if not good will, is so essential to us. 

'iVhen you've worked all night in a windowless wattle-and-

daub hut to save a woman in labour, it's  easy to put off for 

another day the questions that gnaw at your conscience. It 

seems that every time you sit dovvn in your study, a knock at 

the door comes to call you back to the  hospital. The  backlog 

of mgent business-jobs that cry out to be clone,  neglected 

professional study-mounts anel overshadows you from one fur-

lough to  the next. Urgent busy-ness with so many h"ees makes 

you almost forget that there is a woods to think about. 

Nevertheless, in the mind anel heart of even the busiest of 

us, disgust grows at colonial policies anel politics, the rape 

of ali human rights, anel the  hypocrisy of official policy anel 

practice. There are few missionaries who have not at some 

time boiled over anel challenged an obnoxious local official, a 

cruel district o.fficer, or even supercilious higher "brass." I  had 

such an experience in 1965. 

The governar-general was visiting the little town near our 

mission. The visit began with the usual formal  reception in 

the wee "town hall" of the administration building. I arrived 

just as the "solemn session," as it was called was to begin.  I 

was ushered to the front of the room, close to the platform. 
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The chairs were all filled, so I had to stand. There were the 

usual fulsome hyperpatriotic speeches by local officials. Then 

the governor-general rose to speak. After he had called upon 

them all to carry on the "holy war" against the rebels, 

harangued them on the glorious history of the sword and the 

cross in Portuguese hands, of the virtues of the Portuguese 

dictator, Antonio Oliveira Salazar, et cetera, he turned to me. 

There I was, right under his nose, the only foreigner in the 

packed hall. "We Portuguese," he bellowed, "are recognized 

in all the world for our sterling virtues. But often our virtues 

become our weaknesses and we suffer because of them. Here 

in this vila you have foreigners. You have been too kind to 

them. Your hospitality has not been appreciated. You must 

be on your guard against them! 

Of course I could not reply. If I had been able to, the 

words were waiting on the tip of my tangue. So we were the 

outsiders! Our mission,  a mile and a half away, had been 

founded many years before there was a Portuguese soldier, 

settler, town or flag in all this great area of Africa! ln any 

case, this was Africa, not Portugal, and the people who had 

the right to be hospitable to us were the Africans, not the 

Portuguese interlopers and colonizers! 

However, that sarne day my time came to talk. The admin-

istrator of the circumscription had invited my wife and myself 

to a buffet supper at his home that evening. At this supper, 

the governor-general was to be the guest of honour, and ali 

the military, civilian, professional and ecclesiastical dignitaries 

would be present. 

I suppose there were some forty people in the large dining-

sitting-room complex. The meal was going fine. My wife and 

I were chatting with the local health officer, the only other 

doctor besides myself to serve more than a hundred thousand 

people. The governor-general had been walking about, talk-

ing to individuais and groups in the room. Suddenly he 

walked d:irectly over to me. I stood up. 
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"Well, what do you think of things in Africa?" he asked. 

"Or do you know what is taking place?" 

"Oh yes!" I assured him. "I keep myself very well informed 

ou what goes on all over this continent. I particularly lament 

what is taking place in South Africa and Rhodesia." 

The man tumed livid. He drew himself up to his full height 

and shouted, so that everyone in the room must have heard 

him, "I did not ask you to comment on South Africa or 
Rhodesia!" 

"But you asked me what I thought of affairs in Aflica," 

I protested, "and I am glad to comment on them. I listen to 

many radio news programmes from all over this continent and 

follow the principal commentaries by experts on African 

affairs. My son, who is a missionary in Zambia, keeps me 

posted on that nation and its neighbours." 

Still the picture of hostility, he scowled and said, "Yes, and 

you have another son in the Congo!" 

"Of course I have," I retumed. "He is working among 

refugees. Unfortunately I do not hear from him directly." 

"Well then," he blared, "what do you think of the Congo?" 

"You know, sir," I answered, "we doctors have many sad 

experiences. One of them is to expect a fine healthy baby, and 

to have it bom prematurely." 

I cannot explain what followed except tl1at His Excellency 

considered it the vilest transgression for any white man to 

hope that the Congo should become a strong, healthy, in-

dependent African nation. Although, of course, the Portuguese 

proclaim tl1emselves to be nomacists! The govemor drew back 

his right arm as if to bit me. I stood ready to receive the 

blow. My wife, behind me, was saying something and the 

Portuguese doctor was tugging at my coattail. 

Suddenly the governar turned his head and began to walk 

away, muttming, "I don't want to talk any more with you!" 

I stopped him. "I want to talk with you," I said. "ln your 

address at the town hall this morning, you said that to you 
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tl1is country was 'Holy Angola.' It is esta santa term de 

Angola to me too. I have given my life to this land. Two of 

our children are buried in its soil. It is as precious to me as 

it can ever be to you. I am not young any more and I will 

have to return to my native land before long, but I shall always 

lave Angola and pray for the welfare of all its people." And 
there the conversation ended although later in the evening he 

invited me to come to visit him in the capital if I should have 

business there. Since I wrote these words I have received a 

letter from a Portuguese friend of professional rank stating 

tl1at this sarne ( now ex-) governar-general has calied me the 

11wst dangerous man in Angola. If this is really so, then there 

is not much hope for that unfortunate cou11try! 

Such outbursts of honest feeling, however, have been rare. 

Those of us who could not keep a close curb 011 our speech, 

have been refused permission to carry on our work or have 

been refused re-entry after furlough. However bad things 

have been, we have managed to console ourselves with such 

excuses as these: "This is not 1ny responsibility. It's a matter 

for the home churches. After ali I have told church leaders 

at home exactly what goes 011 in this colony. Church digni-

taries from Canada and the U.S.A. have been here on many 

occasions. They know how things are." 

I used to say to myself, "Remember that letter you had from 

your immediate superior in Canada, saying, 'Sid, I expect you 

to get along \vith the Portuguese.' If I write or say anything 

criticai the Portuguese will throw me out. Who then willlook 

after my patients or carry on my programme of folk better-

ment in the villages? Who then will teach the African nurses, 

midwives, medical aides and health educators to serve the 

people in the bush ?" 

Yet  I have known i11 my banes that, for ali of us, Christian 

workers i11 perhaps the worst colonial situation in the world, 

silence does give consent. As I look back on ali those difficult 

years, I can draw but slight consolation from the fact that I 
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was not always co1npletely silent, or from the universal mis-

sionary self-assurance that "the Africans have understood our 

delicate situation." 

On the other hand,  I ask myself, tossed and tortured on 

the horns of the common missionary dilemma: "W as  even 

the little  I said, now and then, too much? Should I  p erhaps 

have tried to persuade these Africans, over  whom  I had 

perhaps some moral influence, that the thirteenth chapter of 

Romans0 is a priority chapter for African Christians in Angola? 

Might some of the innocent young lives so brutally extin-

guished by the Portuguese have been spared?" ( I am not 

writing of the north where the  rebellion  began in 1961,  and 

continues, or of the east where it is just getting under way now. 

I am writing of a quiet and "safe" area, hundred of miles from 

the scene of fighting, yet where the use of violence, intimida-

tion and brutality was like to that which one might expect of 

whites in a  b attle  area.) I  ask myself, "Might a  total  of some 

two hundred and fifty years of imprisonment already served  by 

teachers, male nm·ses, ministers-and others who were my 

friends, my intimates, my fellow workers-have  been avoided?" 

The quandary in which the missionary is placed in a colonial 

situation such as that in Angola  is  a classical example of 

"damned if you do and damned if you don't." It is far more 

wearing, trying, and exhausting than anyone who has not 

been through it can imagine. It is none the  less amazing 

that an overwhelming  majority of missionaries have managed 

to "keep their noses clean,'' to see naked brutality habitually 

used against the Africans all around them  and yet  to muzzle 

themselves  and never  say "a mumblin' word" against the 

oppressor. 

We  have taught what the  Portuguese authorities told us 

0Romans 13: 1-3: (Phillips, The New Testament in Modem EngUsh 
[London:  Geoffrey Bles Ltd., 1960]) : 
Every Christian ought to obey the civil authorities, for  all legitimate 
authority is  derived from  God s  authority, and the existing  authority  is 
appointed under  God. To  oppose authority then is  to oppose God, and 
such  opposition is bound  to be punished. 
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to teach. vVe have produced enorrnous numbers of graduates 
of · our schools, far more fluent in the Portuguese language 

than the products of mission schools in ex-British colonies 

are in English. W e have tried desperately to convince the 

youth of Angola that they are "Portuguese" even when only 

a very few could ever hope to attain the pseudo-Portuguese 
citizenship that was open ( grudgingly and uncertainly open) 

to the elite of our schools and churches. Suddenly in 1961 the 
Africans were told that they were all Portuguese citizens, but 
what a rnysterious and casuistic citizenship it is only those 

who have lived arnong these "citizens" and who have seen 

the kind of b.'eatment handed out to thern can know! 

We have followed the Portuguese line by encouraging the 

Africans to forget or despise many of the highest values in 

their own culture. We have seen, through the long years, 

injustice, exploitation, discrirnination and sadisrn. We have 

heard cries of anguish and despair. And we have remained 

silent. We have shuttled back and forth across the Atlantic, 

telling in our homelands and home churches of the birth and 

growth of indigenous African churches, the healing of the 

sick, the extension of rnarvellously improved methods of 

agriculture, the teaching of the people so avidly eager for the 

greatest of all "charrns" and "rnedicines"-Zeaming! 

We have said a lot. But we have left more unsaid. On 

matters of politics, hurnan rights, econornics, higher education 

and social justice our silence has been complete, cold and 

granite! As I now look back on our many years in Angola, it 

seerns incredible that any group of "Christian" people could 

bend, and keep on bending so far backwards, in order not to 

o:ffend the Portuguese overlords. As far as I know, only one 

missionary from Canada or the United States has written a 

criticai or derogatory book about Portuguese colonialism in 

Angola, although we have been working Ín that country since 

1880! 

So it is that, although very few Protestant missionaries are 
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allowed to return to Angola if they go home on furlough, and 

p.ew ones are 1;10t being allowed to come to the field, 0 the 

dwindling number left on the mission stations are allowed to 

carry on. There are serious restrictions upon their travei and 

they are constantly reminded that they are being watched. 

They are tired. Some have been hard at work for ten years 

without furlough. The average age of these expah·iate workers 

must now be in the vicinity of fifty years. Most of them feel 

that their presence offers some protection to the African people 

and to th~ young churches. Almost all are ready to remain 

at their posts until senility or death removes them. 

Despite the paucity of missionaries and the increasingly 

frigid government attitude towards Protestant missions, the 

numbers of pupils in our village,  mission and central schools 

continue to grow. Surely we continue to do much good to the 

Africans rather than to tl1e colonizers by this African church-

directed education, based on the small solid core of missionary 

effort? Africans are being prepared by the thousands for 
modem commerce, industry, agriculture and administration. 

ln Angola, poke your nose into any plantation office, climb 

aboard any train, see who is behind the desks and typewriters 

in the administrative posts, ask who are the medical aides in 

the hospitais and first-aid units, visit the workshops and fac-

tories and you will find that the majority of the skilled workers 

have been h·ained in mission schools, hospitais and institutions. 

Surely ali tllis is on the credit side for us! 

I wonder. 

Suddenly, in the last ten years, it has dawned upon tl1e 

African masses of Angola and Mozambique that their skills, 

their sweat, their cheap labour, their amazingly low-priced 

technical service in. cities, mines, factories, fisheries  and plan-

tations are providing the ever-increasing number of white 

people in "Portuguese" Africa \vith a way of life that is easier, 

"A number of rrlissionaries who have made laudatory statements about 
Portuguese colonial policy have recently been  allowed to return to 
Angola. 
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richer  and fatter than these same white people  have ever 

known in continental  Portugal. The  better  educated Africans 

have also come to tmderstand that it is their cheap corn and 

beans, their coffee, their mineral wealth, that are swelling the 

coffers of Lisbon and bolstering the Portuguese economy so 

that it may continue to  keep the Portuguese "overseas posses-

sions" full of white troops and conscripted African high-school 

students and graduates. 

Af1ican eyes have suddenly opened to see the plunder of 

their most precious natural  resources for the  benefit of the 

white man: their diamonds, iron, forests, fish and-most tragic 

of all-their topsoil. 

The educated Africans, too, have come to understand some-

thing of America's role in supporting Portuguese policy. They 

are fully aware of the relationship, financial and otherwise, be-

tween Britain and her oldest ally, Portugal. 

The missionary, b eloved though  he may be  by his African 

colleagues, pupils and friends, cannot dissociate himself from 

this rape of the African's homeland, especially when mission-

aries have lived in the midst of it for more than  eighty years! 

The missionary in so many ways is associated with the "pro-

gress'' that Portugal has brought to her African wards! 

There is another tremendously important factor that has 

become salient in the last few years. 

I have referred to  the first  few verses of the thirteenth 

chapter of Romans. ln certain missions, from 1961 until now, 

missionaries have laid great stress on the  teaching of the 

believer's religious duty of obedience to civil authorities. They 

have not begun to  realize the real reaction of their African 

fellow Christians to this teaching. 

It was not unconsidered  advice that Protestant missionaries 

in the interior of Angola were reported to have  received from 

the British consul a few months ago. H e urged them to leave 

Angola at once, it is said. 

I have talked with many African  refugee pah·iots in the 
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Congo, in Zambia and in the United States, and their indict-

ment of certain missionaries is bitter indeed. 

A  few months ago I talked with a missionary who, despite 

the generally closed doors to missionary return, had re-entered 

Angola after furlough in his home country. He stayed only a 

few weeks and carne back to Canada. "Why," he said to me, 

"it's not safe there any more for me. Our African tribes are 

simple and obedient, but smart Africans, from other parts, too 

big for their boots, have come in, talking politics and stirring 

up trouble. Some of them  are from your mission schools." 

Canadian and American home churches and missionary 

societies should believe that young African churches are quite 

sincere when they say to our remnant, our thin red line of 

veteran missionaries, "Stay on.  W e want you. We need you." 

However, they must also realize that even now ( and it will 

be much more so in the next  few years), the accusing finger 

of the still-colonized African peoples is pointed in condemna-

tion at the churches, and servants of the churches, who have 

lived and worked silently for so many years in colonial situa-

tions, doing tremendous good, but lending inestimable aid  to 

the colonizers. 
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·:· Christian M issions: 

Enemies of C olonialism? 

In a colonial situation, missionaries have always had to walk 

a tight1'0pe. Perhaps it was inevitable that some should have 

leaned in sympathy and compassion towards the side of the 

colonized. The fact is that not a few have inclined that way. 

In my own home, a few years ago, I receiveel a lecture and 

a clear-cut exposition of the Portuguese govemment's ap-

pmisal of P1'0testant missions and thei1· work "Good" anel 

"bael" missionaries were clearly defined. Incidentally, I have 

been told that my visitar is now very high up in the Portu-

guese hiemrchy. 

Missionaries, as pumeyors and propagandísts of the Bible, 

could not fail to give colonized peoples new concepts of the 

w01th of the individual, huma·n equality in the sight of Goel, 

social justice, anel man's duty to himself and his fellows to live 

in freedom anel dignity. 

All the mcent political revolutions wem preceeled by a 

mu.ch more fundamental ferment in the 1nincls anel hearts of 

men as they were movecl by new concepts of man anel God, 

anel as they were fillecl with new hopes, aspimtions and expec-

tations! 

There is no lack of eviclence that the Portugu.ese govem-

ment anel planters, tmclers, anel colonists in general, have 

realizecl this. They have put their fingm· on the source of 

"trou.ble." Church leaclers anel educateel Africans in all Angola 

have alreacly paicl a terrible price. The church in northern 

Angola has been forceel completely unclergrounel. F arther 
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south, theTe is still a  M ethodist bishop ( who happens to be a 

Norwegian) and one otheT missionaTy family left; and the 

oTganized Protestant Church is abovegTOund in Luanda, the 

capital of Angola, and upcountTy at Malange and some othe1· 

points. H oweveT, it is inevitable that the chuTch must be 

laTgely undeTg1·ound in the "Methodist" aTea of Angola as a 
whole. 

As fo1· central west Angola, since not even meetings of the 

small executive committee of the chuTch council have been 

allowed foT the last two years, the church cannot be considered 

to be operating noTmally. 

ln another chapteT I shall list some of the official obstruc-

tions and harassments that the chuTch meets as it attempts to 

carry on. 

I have tried to outline the role of missions in bolstering up the 

colonizing powers in Africa. Perhaps I should say "in Angola." 

However, much of what I have wTitten does apply to other 

parts of southern Africa, at least. 

There is another side to the coin, and it is no more than 

fair to the thousands of us who have given much, or most, of 

our lives, health and hearts to AfTica that the reverse aspect of 

the case should be presented. 

However, before I go on to list some of the ways in which 

Christian missions have thwa1ted the oppressor and inspired 

the oppressed by the communication to them of "big new 

ideas," I must make it very clear that I am not unsaying any 

of the things that I have already said. That Christian missions 

favour and support the continuing colonial powers is a much 

more popular accusation in ali of Africa than church members 

and church leaders in the Western world have begun to 

realize. Even beloved missionaries, long integrated in the 

life of ce1tain leveis of African society, only receive filtered 

impressions of the real feelings of many of the people among 

whom they work. 
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Many Bantu students who received their early instruction 

in mission schools, who were aided by missionary funds ( and 

in some cases even delivered by missionary doctors), and who 

have now escaped from Angola to study abroad, are quick to 

point out the "paracolonizing" action of missions and mission-

aries. 

Also I must reiterate that there are missionaries and mis-

sionaries. All too many individuais and groups have leaned 

ali too farto the side of the white colonialists. Inevitably, the 

many who have not done so must suffer unjust African con-

demnation because of the not-so-many. 

It has not always been realized by missionary societies and 

their expatriate workers that here there has been a classical 

case of the need to avoid "even the appearance of evil." ln 

recent years, perhaps the colonialists themselves have been 

more just in making a clear-cut distinction between "good" 

and "bad" missionaries and missions. 

I was urgently called from my work at the mission hospital 

one afternoon a couple of years ago. ln the parlour of our 

seventy-eight-year-old adobe cottage, I found awaiting me a 

monocled Pmtuguese officer-a brigadier, I think-accompa-

nied by the commander of the local garrison. The brigadier 

lost no time in telling me the nature of his visit. He had been 

to many of the mission stations of at least four missionai")' 

societies in a very wide area of Angola. He was charged, it 

would seem, with the duty of classifying us all as to our 

degree of co-operation witl1 Portuguese colonial policy and 

practice. His vocabulary and somewhat rude tone belied his 

Sandhurst appearance. Yet I felt that he must have spent some 

time at Britain's posh military college. So many Portuguese 

officers have studied there, and this gentleman wore bis 

monocle with such a very British air! 

The brigadier asked me many questions, including some 

about tl1e nature of my religious beliefs. This was really un-

necessary, for he had come armed with all the data he needed 
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to know. Where had he acquired it? Probably, and unfortu-

nately, from feliow missionmies, the ones who are "good" 

because they do not like the World Council of Churches; 

who are "safe" because they never talk to Africans about 

human rights, economics or politics; who are "loyal" because 

they have declared themselves to be in favour of the dictator, 

his regime and Portuguese colonial policy. 

My good friend, the commander of the garrison, was em-

barrassed and ill at ease, but I was glad to have his company 

as we listened to the dreary harangue on what it is to be  a 

"good" missionary. The medical work, our visitar said, was 

ali right, but our first duty was to teach religion and to "make" 

Christians. 

This was the kind of Christian patriot who could have waxed 

eloquent,  I am sure, if he were to speak about that sacred 

stone chair still standing-or sitting!-I believe, in an historie 

cove on Angola's west coast, where tens, if not hundreds, of 

thousands of Mrican slaves were baptized before they were 

packed tightly into slavers' vessels and shipped to  the Nev.' 

World. 

We, the missions, he said simply, rnust avoid ali social action. 

I had never before met a Pmtuguese with such a distaste for 

the word "social." For many years, of course, it has not been 

safe to speak of "community betterment" or "community ef-

fort," et cetera. It seems that "community" sounds too much 

like "communism!" That reminds me that just before we left 

Angola I was given  a  lecture by the local adrninistrative 

secretary-about to proceed to Lisbon for higher training-

on the fact that the Portuguese government did not want 

"co-operatives." They had studied the evils of such things 

and had decided to base their nation's economic life on "cor-

porations" rather than "co-operatives"! 

I suppose the brigadier had heard of the Folk Betterment 

work to which Al Knight and many others, including myself, 

had given so much of our time and energy for some years. Of 
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course, he was also criticai of our strong emphasis on educa-

tion. I am sure that he knew of the substantial numbers of 

African students that our "bad" missions had sent to the uni-

versities of Pmtugal before 1961, and who were now scattered 

upon the face of the earth; and lucky to have made their 

escape from the Portuguese Gestapo, PIDE, that was closing 

in upon them. 

This was the first time I had ever heard a Portuguese official 

categorize the Protestant missions in Angola. He went right · 

down the list, naming names and giving reasons. So there are 

and have always been missionaries and missionaries, differing 

wideiy in their outiook, theoiogy, short and long range objec-

tives, and feelings about the African peopie among whom 

they work. 

Now I believe that the brigadier, sent to spy upon us and 

assess our in:fluence and action, was very nai:ve indeed. Nobody 

is happier than I to have had a pmt in community betterment 

schemes, co-operative village ventures for better heaith, better 

nub:ition and economic progress. Nor couid anyone be more 

gratefui than I am for ali that we have done for the education 

of many thousands of African children and aduits. 

But our chief contribution to African independence, now 

drawing very near for southem Mrica, has been in the trans-

Iation, distribution and exposition of the scriptures. No one 

has put it better than the Reverend Clifford Parsons, one of 

the Baptist missionaries in northern Angola ( all of whom had 

to leave the country). 

British and Canadian missionaries were accused of having 

fostered politicai ambitions among the indigenous peoples of 

Angolan Congo. Parsons' repiy, in essence, was this: "If teach-

ing men and women that they are precious, thinking human 

beings, made in the image of God and free to stand upon 

their own feet in their own land, is to do evil, then we are 

sureiy guilty." 

The Bibie is politicai dynamite when translated into the 
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vernacular of a suppressed, despised and exploited people. 

Nobody, repeat nobody, did more to smite the status quo in 
Africa than the ''harmless" and humble missionaries who pain-

fully acquired the "gift of tongues" and brought to the eyes 

and ears of the sons of slaves, themselves the victims of 

colonial "neo-slavery," the flaming words of the prophets, the 

crystal-clear truths about human relationships told by the Man 

of Nazareth, and the message of the great upsetters-the 

apostles of the early Christian Chmch. 

Amazingly inept Chinese Communist envoys come to new 

African nations and proclaim, "Africa is ripe for revolution!" 

Their hosts, deeply shocked, reply, "But we have had our 
revolution. We have just achieved om independence by pain-

less and largely bloodless revolution." 

What is too often forgotten by both Africa's new leaders 

and the Western world is that there was an earlier revolution, 

and that it was initiated by the missionaries of the Christian 

Church, although not one out of ten of them realized what a 

force he was involved in releasing. Yes, long before African 

leaders-to-be began their apprenticeship by harsh imprison-

ment in British, French, Belgian and Portuguese jails, tl1e 

revolution had begun under green shade trees, in humble 

grass huts, in mud-walled schools and churches, where mis-

sionary preachers pomed into the souls of Africa's peoples 

the truths, prophecies, parables and visions that constitute the 

very ferment of new, rising and multiplying aspirations and 

expectations. 

It is my conviction that, on the whole, Protestant missions in 

Angola have done more in preparing the way for decoloniza-

tion than tl1ey have done to bolster up or play partners with 

the colonial regime. 

Ce1tainly tl1e Portuguese government seems to see it that 

way. ln 1961, when the Baptist missions were accused of 

fomenting the rise of the Kikongo people against their Portu-

guese masters, the Protestant church was wiped out; or rather, 
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it went underground. The missionaries had to leave. Farther 

south, in the  heart oÍ the capital city of Luanda, the historie 

Methodist Church building was wrecked by an angry mob 

which was undoubtedly encouraged  by the authorities. Many 

of the Mrican Methodist ministers were killed while others 

escaped to the Congo. Ali over Angola innocent Africans, 

especially Protestants with complete primary schooling or 

some high-school education, were h arassed, beaten, imprisoned 

or killed. Any African who dared to carry a briefcase was 

almost sure to b e  b eaten. 

ln one of our pastoral centres in the area where I was 

working, the church was eliminated. Many of the elders and 

teachers were horribly tortured, and a number, including the 

minister of the pastorate, were killed. ln another pastoral 

centre, the church leaders were rounded up. The minister was 

despatched to a high er authority where he was so terribly 

beaten that his wife sent me a  messenger  with a letter asking 

me to do something to have the  beatings stopped or her 

husband would never be  able  to  use his hands again. He was 

later condemned to four years in a prison camp. Those who 

were not sent to the administrator were packed into a small 

storehouse. Here the word spread from mouth to mouth that 

they were all to b e killed. When they were paraded outside 

their prison, ali but one  made  a break for it and ran for their 

lives. Most of them  were shot. One, however, stood his 

ground. H e was a Seventh-Day Adventist catechist. "What?" 

asked the traders, suddenly transformed into militia and over-

night armed with what were  reported to be NATO weapons, 

"You are not scared? You won't run away?" The young man 

clasped bis Bible to his breast and replied, "No, I am not 

afraid. My God is with me." So they shot him dead through 

the Bible on his chest. 

I write of people  I know, whites and Africans. A few days 

before  I  had  been there on a Public Health project. This 

was hundreds of miles away from the scene of reb ellion and 
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fighting. Very few of the Africans imprisoned and killed had 

the faintest idea what it was all about. Surely there could be 

no more potent proof of the fear in the  hearts of the Portu-

guese overlords that educated Protestant Africans are a threat 

to the security of the Portuguese colonial position. 

Since those days and weeks of beating and killing, inter-

rogation, accusation and intimidation, every whipstitch there 

have been sporadic outbreaks of white violence, but always 

on a small scale. Just enough to keep the pot boiling. Gradu-

ally the screws have been tightened on the Protestant mis-

sions. After a missionary visit to a pastoral centre there are 

official interrogations of leaders, innuendos threats and accusa-

tions. Ali Protestant missionaries have to make application to 

PIDE if they wish to visit a town, another mission station or 

any point outside of their actual areas of work. Many times 

there is no reply to these  requests. Often the reply comes so 

late that the visit cannot b e made. 

ln recent years no Protestant missionaries have been put out 

of Angola by the Portuguese authorities. With very few 

exceptions, however, missionaries who do go home on fur-

lough are not allowed to return. One or two nevv missionaries 

have been allowed to enter Angola. One feels it unnecessary 

to list the reasons for these exceptions. 

Surely the violent reaction of Portugal to Protestant Afri-

cans, especially those  with some education, and its policy 

of enforcing the slow atrophy of Protestant missions, con-

stitute the b est proof of the  decolonizing action and influence 

of Protestant missionaries in Angola. 
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·:· NutTitional Pmblems in Angola 

There is a great challenge in Africa to combat preventable 

diseases. The immense possibilities for the improved w elfare 

of mankind in that continent do not seem to move even the 

venturesome youth of the W estem world. 

As a physician who has had a g1·eat cleal to do with both 

the cure and prevention of disease in Africa, the problem of 

human nutrition seems to me to be of pammount importance. 

Deficiency of good protein is an important element in the 

intricate complex of disease, lassitude and despair. 

A typical case of kwashiorkor is presented as one of the encl 

results of a diet lacking certain essential amino acids. 

Problems such as these cannot be isolated and t1·eated as 

separate entities. They form pmt of a complex involving 

economic, social and political factors. The solution of these 

immense problems must be found in an integmted approach 

by diverse kinds of specialists, intimately linked in devoted 

and concerned teams. 
ln the meantime, fo1· the last eighty years, Christian missions 

have been at close grips with at least some aspects of the total 

problem. 

ln the field of ag1·icultural and nutritional betterment, the 

"sent ones'' of W estem churches have made m:uch g1·eater con-

tributions to African welfare than has been realized. N ot only 

in recent days, and with modern technical "know-how," but in 

simpler ways since the very beginning of the profection of 

compassionate Christian shm·ing into the life of Africa. 

Examples are gi-ven of specific missionary etJo1·ts. 
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The initial experiments, scientifically controlled by labora-

tory analyses, in the use of soybeans to treat kwashiorkor, are 
described. A little of the exciting story of the extension work 
in nutrition th1'0ugh the recmitment of teache1·s, fanners, 
ministers and other community leaders is told. 

As is the case with all other advances in commun#y devel-
opment and betterment, the intimate pmtnership between 
1níss·ionaries and indigenous ChTistian chu1·ches has been a sine 
qua non. 

ln this book there is not space to write about the many fas-

cinating and appealing aspects of preventive and curative 

medicine in Angola and other African countries. 

However, as a medical missionary, I feel called to take up at 

least a little of the available space with a few comments on 

one basic facet of the enormous and complex problem of 

health in Mrica. 

Leprosy, tuberculosis ( the incidence of which is rising more 

rapidly in many parts of Mrica than it has  declined in the 

Western world in the last generation), malaria, dysentery, 

measles ( one of the great killers), filariasis ( especially oncho-

cerciasis, and many other diseases, present problems of im-

mense complexity and size to those who would heal their 

fellow men. They constitute an even greater challenge to 

those who would stop disease before it gets started, or keep 

disease which does not need to happen any more from ever 

happening! 

Yet somehow the pathos and the challenge of Africa's bur-

den of subhealth does not seem to get through to the venture-

some youth of the W estern world. 

Among ali the heartcalls of many millions of our fellow 

creatures that have not become vocal in this modern world, 

surely one of the most urgent is that for aid in the fields of 

agriculture and nutrition. 
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Like most m1sswnary doctors, I have been a jack-of-all-

trades and master of nane, involved night and day in the 

patching-up and alleviative aspects of medicine, surgery and 

obsteh·ics, and finding little time for the more positive and 

productive task of prevention, education and environmental 

contrai. 

As is the case with perhaps ali missionary doctors, the mass 

of people ah·eady ill has prevented me from doing much to 

help those not yet very ill to keep their health. 

It would be hard to say what is the greatest need ar where 

lies the point of first attack on the interwoven complex of 

ignorance, disease, hunger and despair. 

However, the problem of human nutrition, so intimately 

bound up with agricultura!, economic, politicai and social fac-

tors, seems to me to cry as loudly as any for solution. 

This chapter presents in a simple way some of the aspects 

of nuh·itional ills and may serve, perhaps, to indicate the inter-

relationship of problems of disease with many other unsolved 

questions of human rights, welfare and instruction. 

Dr. George Kimble of Indiana University, in his important 

work on tropical Africa, writes: 

Lacking a balanced diet and adequate protection against cold 
and damp, living in ignorance of the elementary principies of 
sanitation, and out of reach of hospitais, doctors and drug-
stores, the average Mrican lives in thraldom to sickness. For 
him it is the norm. It starts at birth or even before, and con-
tinues until death. And he is a very lucky African who is not 
sick of more than one thing. 

This jibes with my professional experience. If my patient 

has a broken leg, he may suffer from hookworm and anaemia 

too. If she has malaria, she may quite well have a tropical ulcer 

at the sarne time. If they have liver  damage, they possibly 

are hosts also to roundworms, filaria or some other parasite. 

Kimble goes on to say: 

We cannot hope to understand very much about the African 
until we have sensed something of the hopelessness, to say 
nothing of the p ain, of living in a world of habitual sickness. 
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Part of that "world of habitual sickness" is constituted by 

the mental lassitude, the emotional drag, and the organic dam-

age caused by nutritional deficiencies, and particularly by  a 

lack of essential amino acids which is often called "protein 

deficiency." Actually it should be called "deficiency of the 

right kinds of proteins." 

W orking in the consulting room of a mission hospital, with 

a stàck of case-histmy cha1ts before me on the desk, I talk, 

listen, examine patients, and wdte prescriptions against a 

background symphony-or cacophony!-of sounds in the long 

corridor that serves as waiting room. Cries, calls, conversa-

tion, rattles and all sorts of extraneous noises. Suddenly one 

notes a new undertone or "other" tone. Evmy bush doctor 

knows what it is and feels a sadness in his heart at the sound 

of it, no matter how preoccupied or busy he may be. 

It is a monotonous, bitter, inconsolable, continuing whine. 

When I hear it,  I know that, if I thumb down through the 

mountain of case charts on my desk, I shall come to one per-

taining to a child of from hvo to five years of age. I  know that 

on this chart there will be the record of a mother who has had 

another baby since the patient whose name is on the chart 

was born. Maybe two or three babies. Or perhaps she is now 

expecting another baby. 

It is very likely that the case history will tell me that the 

father is a long distance away, working on the coffee or sisai 

plantation of some Emopean company, and not necessarily  a 

Portuguese enterprise. 

He may have been contracted ( although in official language 

"contracted" is now taboo and has been  replaced  by "volun-

tary"), to work in one of the cities,  or in tl1e fisheries. And 

the chances are excellent that, if he has some education,  he 

may be  a conscript ( there  is no claim about "voluntary" in 

this case) in the army of Africans, officered by whites, that 

Portugal has raised in Angola to fight against fellow Africans. 

It is almost certain that the child has come from a village 
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where there is much soil erosion and no effective agricultura! 

or nutritional demonstration work going on. There is probably 

a high incidence of hookworm, malaria and other parasites in 

the area, and very often it is the case that there has been a 

surge of some endemic disease,  or an epidemie of some infec-

tion such as measles, whooping cough or dysenteq. 

When, in a few minutes, the patient and mother are ushered 

into the consulting room, I know what we shall see: 

The mother will be thin, poorly dressed, and obviously tired. 

On her back the new baby will be slung and the patient will 

be in her arms. If there is no new baby, the sick child will 

be on the mother' s back. 

The child's body will be swollen, especially about the feet, 

legs, face and abdomen. Its hair will have lost its normal 

kink and it will completely lack the lovely lustre of healthy 

African hair. The child's skin will have little pigment but 

there will be darlc d1y scales on the buttocks, the lower legs, 

the feet and the backs of the arms. 

If we try to make friends with this little one, he or she 

will protest bitterly. Pathetic as is the physical state of 

lcwashiorkor patients, even more lamentable is their emotional 

condition. These are little "Job" children whose every whine 

and breath seem a protest against life (Job 3: 11,  12, 13): 

Why died I not from the womb? Why did I not give up the 
ghost when I carne out of the belly? Why did the lcnees 
prevent me? Or why the breasts that I should suck? For now 
should I have lain still and been quiet. I should have slept; 
then had I been at rest. 

We do the clinical examination and, as we examine the 

child, om minds picture the pathology inside the sad body 

under our fingers. The fatty degeneration of the liver and 

pancreas, the extreme deficiency of essential enzymes due to 

the damaged vital cells that should produce them, the blood 

serum so pitifully poor in proteins; and ali the other things 

tl1at happen as the result of the denial to a growing child of 
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eggs, meat, fish, milk, peanuts, soybeans-any one of these; or 

simply any good mixed diet. 

Kwashiorkor, with which millions of children in this affiuent 

world are affiicted, is but one manifestation of widespread 

malnutrition in hvo-thirds of the globe that is our human 

habitat. 

Most of the cases that reach us can be saved. Of course 

when Protestant missions in Angola are finally forced out by 

hastening attrition there is no hope that government medical 

services can begin to meet the problem. They lack the right 

kind of personnel, the necessary rapport with the village and 

perimban people, and the experience. Missions have not been 

able to tackle adequately more than a fraction of the total 

volume of ill health due to dietary deficiencies in combination 

with infectious diseases. Far greater numbers of children with 

kwashiorkor die in their villages than reach a hospital, health 

post or mission station. 

It is not through city or bush hospitais, know-how of treat-

ment or tender loving care that kwashiorkor is to be elimi-

nated. Of com·se, the sarne thing might be said of almost any 

of the plagues of disease that lie like a great weight upon the 

peoples of Mrica. At noted above, many cases simply cannot 

get to centres where they might be h·eated. The basic prob-

lem is not one of cure at ali. It is a question of prevention. 

This means education, improved agriculture and a radical 

change in food habits. 

Kwashiorkor and other nutritional diseases are not isolated 

entities, each one to be  dealt with by itself. Rather they are 

manifestations of an intricate complex of interwoven and inter-

related problems of disease, ignorance, economic evil and 

error, exploitation of subjected peoples and lack of a world 

conscience. Essentially these nutritional problems are com-

parable to ali the other major ills of mankind. They are 

lamentable but they are preventable. Yet there is no hope 
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of effective  control or prevention until an integrated and con-

cerned approach is made upon them by scientists, economists, 

teachers, doctors, lawyers, politicians and religious leaders. 

That either the Portuguese rulers or the Mricans themselves, 

alone and unaided, can achieve in a generation effective reso-

lution of nutritional or infectious disease problems in Angola 
is a vain hope. 

This is one world and the sooner we all realize our oneness, 

and begin to share adequately our skills, resources and scien-

tific knowledge, the better for us all, whether we be "de-

veloped" or "developing" peoples. 

ln the meantime, Christian missions in Angola, as in many 

other parts of the world, have dane more to alleviate mass 

suffering and to find partial solutions to problems of ill health 

than have any other forces or factors. 

Specifically, what have we dane about kwashiorkor and 

allied nutritional diseases? What have we dane to show the 

African what he can do for himself now, just where he is and 

without outside aid? 

Much more than is generally realized. Very much more. 

I remember exciting days twenty years ago when Allen T. 

Knight, Ph.D., agricultura! engineer, linguist, a working Chris-

tian with a flaming passion for the bettennent of underprivi-

leged communities, on many occasions left bis flocks and fields, 

his tractors and African students of agriculture, to come to 

the hospital where I was stationed. There he teamed with 

Miss Frances Botham (now Mrs. Frodsham), laboratmy tech-

nician, in analyzing the blood sera of children suffering from 

kwashiorkor. VVe did not have sufficient milk for our patients, 

but Dr. Knight was  growing soybeans. We began to treat the 

children with meal made from toasted soybeans. The results 

were dramatic. Clinical improvement was more rapid than 

we had dared to hope. Allen and Frankie continued their 

analyses and found that the protein content of the blood sera 
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of these patients climbed steadily, right back to normal, even 

in cases of advanced kwashiorkor. 

For long years before this experiment, devoted missionaries 

such as Dr. Kenneth Prior, and his wife, Dr. Pearl Prior, of 

Victoria, British Columbia, had been working sacrificially in 

the field of Nutritional Betterment. They, too, had used soy-

beans in their village health progranm1es. ln the introduction 

of improved breeds of poultry and dairy cattle, in the demon-

stration of soil-erosion control, in the revelation to African 

villagers of what drainage could do to the bottom-lands along 

the rivers, in the cultivation of better varieties of corn and 

rice, in the distribution of much better types of sweet peta-

toes and in scores of other ways a great many missionaries 

( male and female), as well as the Priors, had played their part 

in improving the economy and nutrition of Angolan villagers. 

One can never forget the author of Pmacher With a Plow, 

the late Rev. Sam Coles, a native of Selma, Alabama. Sweating 

in his forge, making ploughs and teaching Africans to make 

them, breaking oxen in the river gardens, travelling on foot 

cotmtless miles to visit primitive villages, Sam Coles lived  a 

life of unreserved sacrifice. When he was working on his book, 

he said to me one day, "I think I should call it Why I Can't 

Sleep." And well he might have given his life story that title! 

I have been a guest in the Coles home and I know that before 

the break of day this good man was often out in the fields or 

toiling in the forge. 

The drama in wards and laboratory in 1947/48 sent us ali 

out to work harder. Since tl1en hundreds, yes thousands, of 

ministers, midwives, medical aides, teachers, missionaries, and, 

above ali farmers and their wives, have been preaching the 

gospel of nutritional betterment, sharing seeds from their own 

fields and gardens with their neighbours, passing on the good 

news of the worth of precious peanuts, soybeans and other 

protective foods. 

A few months before we left Angola, I was talking with 
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a Portuguese trader in a remate area of the bush. He asked 

me if I had heard the cunent name for soybeans. I said that 

I had only heard the usual term, "soja." He chuckled as he 

told me, "W ell everyone out this way calls them 'Protestant 
beans'!" Surely a vmy much deserved name. 

Some time ago I was in a village, fifty or sixty miles distant 

from our hospital, examining great numbers of children in the 

school which also served as a church. There were, as always, 

many cases of obvious malnutrition. One of them, a child of 

perhaps three years of age, was particularly bad. I said to the 

mother ( it might have been the grandmother; it is sometimes 

hard to tell), "You just give this child ali the fish that h e will 

eat. Give him fish first; corn-meal mush afterwards." She pro-

tested, "Oh, but he might choke on the banes!" I took a long 

look at the lady and asked-I hope it was said as tenderly as it 

should have been-"Now, you know that you can  pick the 

bones out of the fish. What is your real reason?" There were 

tears in her eyes as she replied, "Doctor, if I give him fish 

he'lllearn to like it. Then he'll cry for it every day, and I-
I have no money to buy fish!" 

We were not talking about what you mean when you say 

"fish." We were speaking of plain, dry, stinking, leathery, 

repugnant baled fish from the coast, of which I can only force, 

when obliged to do so, the smallest possible p01tion down my 

choosey gullet! But the child with  protein deficiency would 
love it, and cry for it! 

ln that village there is still little money and little fish, and 

there will continue to be little of either until great politicai 

and economic changes sweep across Angola. But today, in 

that village, there are fields and gardens of soybeans. Why? 

Because an African medical aide who was with me on the 

occasion that I have described, cultivated large f:lelds of soy-

beans, and carried quantities of them on his bicycle a great 

many miles to this village to share them with his fellow 
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Mricans as seed so that they might begin the production of 

this protective legume. 

Similar incidents have been repeated many hundreds of 

times. And this in a very large area of central and western 

Angola. 

We missionaries have wrought no miracles. We have solved 

no basic problems of human rights or human welfare. But for 

well over eighty years we have contributed to the economic 

and nutritional development of the peoples of Angola. We 

have been instruments in reducing the horrible decimation 

inflicted upon the Bantu by malaria, tuberculosis, dysentery 

anda host of other endemic and epidemie diseases. We have 

lessened remarkably, in many areas of the land, infant mor-

tality, perinatal mother and child loss and the shocking burden 

of suffering related to pregnancy and motherhood. 

As missions we have been successful in making available to 

great masses of the people a rudimentary education. The 

majority of skilled workers in railways, ports, cities, industries 

and plantations are products of our schools. Above ali, we 

have been used of God in the birth and amazing growth of 

a self-supporting indigenous Christian church. This church 

will weather any storm that may beat upon the fabric of 

human society in Angola, however cruel or prolonged that 

storm may be. 

Nor would missions or missionaries have accomplished any-

thing of note or worth, were it not for the rapport and partner-

ship from the earliest days between the "teachers," as Protes-

tant missionaries have always been called, and the Africans 

who, although mildly interested in our culture, have shown 

themselves even more receptive than the people of our home-

lands to the Person of Jesus Christ and the Message that he 

taught. 
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·:· M issionaries 

and Thei?' H ame Governments 

Contacts between Canadian and American missionaries and 

their consuls o1· other govemment mpresentatives are not 

frequent. 
My own impression has always been that most of them 

don't really believe that we know what it is all about! 

W e Canadians have been served, through the years, by the 

nearest B1·itish consul, although of late Canadian officials in 

ex-Belgian Congo have looked after the renewal of our pass-

ports. 
ln recent years I have been shoclced to find a distinct anti-

1nissionary anel pro-Portuguese bias by some of our American 

anel British consular representatives in Angola. 

ln 1962, I was so thomughly disgusted with the brutality of 

Portuguese PIDE officials that I nwde a hwrried trip to 

Luanda to inform the British consul of what was happening 

anel to annmmce my intention of leaving Angola so that I might 

raise my voice against the criminal injustices to which Africans 

were being subfected in this prison colony. I also protested to 

the consul about the lies being circulated by the pol-ice in 

regard to the hospital which the African congregat·ions were 

building on our rn-ission station. 
The consul assured me that he would use his ·influence to see 

that the violence anel injustices should cease. H e also stated 

very emphatically that he felt it better for me to remain at my 

post. 
I decided to conti·nue wUh my work as a medical missionary. 

W e  kept on for another three anel a half years. I question 
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our wisdom. ln fact, I doubt the rightness of our action as 

missionaries and supporting bom·ds in our lack of any all-out 

effort to inform our home churches and our home peoples of 

the inhumanities practised against helpless Africans in Angola. 

W e had an enlighteni·ng and saddening experience a shoJt 

ti1ne before leaving Angola when two American consular 

officials visited ow· 1nissio'l'l. station. One of the·m "let the 
cat out of the bag" when he openly declared that Africans 

should be respectful and subse1'Vient to whites no matter what 

indignities they might suffer. 

Through the years, American and Canadian m1sswnaries, 

working together in central Angola, have had infrequent con-

tacts with their respective consuls and other home government 

representatives. 
The capital, Luanda, is a long piece away and we have 

never had funds for unnecessary travei. Such contacts as there 

have been, especially since the outbreak of war in northern 

Angola in 1961, have not been altogether happy. 

It is only in recent years that Canadians have had contact 

with their nearest government representative, in Kinshasa 

( Leopoldville), for renewal of passports. Previously our in-

frequent business involving our citizenship has been dane 

with British consuls or vice-consuls. 

I recall one delightful visit from an elderly British consul 

of Irish extraction, some thirty years ago. He was tremend-

ously interested in the Africans which is more than one can 

say for many of the others I have met. He wanted to see  a 

capital village, so we took him on a long jaunt and stiff climb 

to the old paramount chief's village of "calling-together." ln 

a circular palaver house, seated on low stools of cowhide about 

the fire that never goes out, we sat and chatted with the 

elderly chief, one of a long line of regai rulers which every 

young African, in those days, could trace back for fifteen 

or twenty generations. 
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Again and again the consul turned to us, exclairning, "But 

this African chief has the head of Gladstone! Look at hirn! 

See that profilel What dignity, what intelligence, what a regai 

face! Never before have I  seen a head so like that of our 
Gladstone!" 

I also recall how the sarne consul, shortly before the out-

break of the Second World War in 1939, brokenheartedly told 

us of how he had been "dernoted" in an o:fficial governrnent 

dinner in Luanda. The British consul had always had the 

position of honour at the table when such functions were held. 

Now he had to cede bis place to Gerrnan and Italian officials. 

Of cours~ there w~s nothing surprising about the open friend-

ship betwee~ Portugal, Italy and Gerrnany. After all, they 

were fascist states. What rnost people in the Western world 

forget is that Portugal rernains an ultrafascist state. 

Of com·se, Portugal did not go the whole hog with the other 

two. The Portuguese dictator, Salazar, is sornewhat of an 

econornist. He well knew the ''killing" that a neutral Portugal 

could rnake in the rnidst of a world war. Her geographical 

situation was superb. She rnade hay while the sun shone for 

six years. 

By and large, our chief contacts with our British consuls 

or vice-consuls were made when our children were bom and 

we wanted them registered as British citizens. The situation 

was the sarne for our American colleagues, who registered the 

birth of their offspring with the Am.erican consul in Luanda. 

N ow British and American consuls spend most of their 

time in the capital. They live a life of .complete isolation from 

the real Africans. Of course they have contacts with house-

boys, wash-women, shoe-blacks, et cetera. They learn s.ome-

thing of the Portuguese language although it is very rm:e to 

find one who speaks it well. I have never heard of one who 

took it upon himself to learn an African language, and I am 

sure that he would be more than frowned upon by the Portu-

guese authorities if he did. 
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There has always been open to them a source of reliable 

information as to what the Africans in the myriad villages of 

Angola think and feel. Every missionmy has  a wealth of 

knowledge as to the ambitions, longings and convictions of the 

thousands of the youth of the country who go through our 

schools. Each one of us has made one or more of the African 

languages his own. Most of us have spent countless hours 
I 

ou trek, in our own homes, in palaver houses and in daily 

contacts with Africans, hearing their point of view on many 

matters of paramount interest  to them. 

There may be exceptions, but as far as I know the repre-

sentatives of our governments in Angola couldn't care less 

about what the missionary knows, what he hears, what the 

African confides to him and what his own views are of Angolan 

problems. 

It is my impression that, with rare exceptions, our consular 

people, living in the big city, seeing for the most part de-

tribalized and uneducated Africans, and brain-washed by the 

Portuguese officials with whom they deal  ( most of whom 

speak English and are very charming neighbours), h ave very 

little iclea of what makes the African tick, what he carries in 

his heart and  how deep is his longing for freedom and justice. 

In 1961 and since then, missionaries have, I think, seen a 

little more of their nations· spokesmen in Angola. Neverthe-

less it smprised many of us to see how little interest was 

displayed by our consular staffs when from many mission 

stations the cream of our African youth was being carted 

away, when there was beating and torture and open genocide; 

and when missionaries were subjected to noisy night inspec-

tions, so that they could not sleep in peace in their own homes. 

I was profoundly shocked to find the bias against mission-

m·ies of the  Baptist and Methodist churches in the minds of 

British authorities in Angola. 

Long before there was a  rebellion in the north of Angola, 

all of us who knew him recognized the  Reverend Clifford 
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Parsons as one of the flnest men ever to devote his life to the 

welfare of the Angolan people. Obliged to withdraw from 

Angola when the whole area in which he worked was engulfed 

in the flames of terror and genocide, this missionary alerted 

the Baptists and other denominations in Britain to the facts 

of the situation in Angola which had been hid from the British 

people. From that time, the British churches have continually 

applied pressure upon their government to stand for human 

rights and justice in Angola. 

I was sad to hear a British consul condemn and denounce 

this noble Christian gentleman and missionary. 

Equally I was concerned to hear a similar verbal castigation 

of one of the great souls of the Portuguese Congo, the Rev-

erend David Grenfell, who to this day, on the Republic of the 

Congo side of the b01·der, labours to meet the needs of the 

thousands of Angolan refugees who continue to sh·eam across 

the frontier, seeking refuge from the Portuguese troops who 

have ferreted them out of their mountain and forest retreats. 

Ali of these unhappy people are ill-fed, many are sick, and 

always among them are the wounded who have been shot by 

the Portuguese. This h as gone on, and on, and on, since 1961! 

Our contacts with members of the American consular staff 

brought the conviction that the role of the U nited States, 

vis-à-vis the African's neo-slavery, and his desperate bid for 
freedom, was most hypocritical and two-faced. We observed 

how a young vice-consul could come to Angola, idealistic and 

eager for justice for ali men, and how, after some months in 

Luanda, this young man could become entirely changed. ln 

the atmosphere of lies, ignorance and affiuence in the city, 

he had learned the art of casuish·y and he had acquired a 

mental caricahu·e of the African and his character, culture, 

hopes and ambitions. 

One day, in the d1y season of 1962, the secretary-treasurer 

of the flfteen churches with which we were associated was 

sitting in the office of the director of the mission, an elderly 
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American m1sswnary, now deceased. Suddenly there was a 

cloud of dust on the road outside and in the midst of it sev-

era! jeeps filled with armed P01iuguese police. They rudely 

entered the home of the missionary and one of them kept a 

Tommy gun pointed at him. I shall never forget Dick Webb's 

words as be told me shortly afterwards about what had hap-

pened. Dick was a self-made, kindly minister of the Gospel. 

He was a sportsman of the first order, idealistic and coura-

geous and, at the time, he was facing beroically the onset of 

Parkinson's disease in his once lithe and athletic body. Inci-

dentally be bad many close friends among the Portuguese 

people. "Oh, Sid!" be said, "You lmow how bad it's been 

lately. I couldn't control it. There I was shaking in front of 

tbat man with the gun. Do you think they knew it was my 

disease tbat made me sbake? Oh, I bope tbey don't think I 

was afraid of tbem!" Dick Webb of Georgia, First World War 

veteran, engineer, preacher, bumanitarian, loved the African 

people. Perbaps there was no one he loved more tban the 

secretary-treasurer of the Bailundo family of churches with 

wbom he had worked for so many years. Yet he had to stand 

by helplessly and see bis old friend handcuffed and marcbed 

to a jeep to be taken to prison and torture. 

ln this case it was particularly brutal torture. Tbe secretary 

was not a young man. Several years before be had suffered 

a coronary thrombosis. He had given his life unstintingly and 

sacrilicially, first as teacher and then as principal of the Bai-

lundo School. Many of the more than five thousand graduates 

of this school had passed through his bands during his teach-

ing career. Later he carne to serve as the secretary and treas-

urer of the great Bailundo family of churches witl1 its fifteen 

far-flung pastorates. 

Upon arrival in the city, for a period of three days he was 

beaten mercilessly, with a whip and what seems to have been 

a type of spiked strap. Finally he signed a "confession." This 

"confession" probably saved bis life for the time being. He 
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died later from heart failme in prison camp. ln dire distress 

though he was, he might still have refused to put his hon-

omable signature to a lie, except for the fact that he was told 

time and time again by his torturers that they were going to 

raze bis mission to the ground. 

The accusations which the Portuguese gestapo, PIDE, had 

prepared, and which they kept hmling at him hom after bom 

as they beat him, were documented and he was forced to 

sign them. Again and again my name was shouted at the 

stricken man. "You collected money from the Bailundo con-

gregations," they said. "This money you gave to Dr. Gilchrist 

who sent it to the rebels in the Congo." 

At this time, the Bailundo churches were indeed sending to 

the mission contributions from their members for the erection 

of a hospital. The building, at the time, was under construc-

tion, and the Europeans in the area had been well informed by 

myself and others that this was an Mrican effort, as indeed it 

was. As a matter of fact, the Bailundo people had begun to 

raise funds for this purpose before my wife and I were ap-

pointed as workers to the area. We were glad to be able to 

add to the kitty by presenting to the Bailundo church farnily 

gifts from friends at home, and this became more necessary 

after the widespread intimidation of the Mrican congrega-

tions that followed the secretary-h·easurer's arrest. Neverthe-

less, despi te the many arrests (for many other church leaders 

were imprisoned at the sarne time as the secretary and lost 

three years of their lives in prison camp), the building was 

finished, the government administrator of om country took a 

leading part in the dedication of the building and great num-

bers of Portuguese from the local town and the capital city of 

the district attended the ceremonies. 

The building accounts and the lists of contributors with their 

respective gifts were all in order, and they were open for 

inspection, but we were never asked to show them to the 

authorities. Why? Because in their insane desire to maintain 
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the African "elite" as well as the masses of villagers in a state 

of intimidation, the gestapo seized upon this sorry excuse to 

add to the wounds of fear and hatred that they had already 

inflicted upon an amazingly pacific and co-operative people. 

We did not know what was happening to our church secre-

tary in the district capital until a messenger arrived at night-

fall four days after he had been taken from us. He was the 

bearer of a pathetic scribbled note in which our African friend 

bade us farewell. He had been so horribly beaten and wounded 

that he was convinced he could not recover. He confessed that 

he had signed a false document to say that he and others were 

in cahoots with me to send money to the Angolan rebels who 

had fled to Congo, and he begged my forgiveness. From the 

story that the messenger told, I am convinced that the tor-

tured man thought that by signing the false declarations he 

might save the mission from the destmction which the tortur-

ers had promised they would carry out if he did not confess. 

"He is lying on the floor of his cell, covered with blood," my 

messenger reported, "and he is about to die." Within a few 

hours, accompanied by a friend, I was on my way to the 

capital. We drove ali night. Just another of the many lost 

nights that a lone mission doctor must be prepared to face, 

although this one was not the usual kind that is spent in the 

operating room, or in the delivery room, or on the wards. 

ln Luanda we saw the British consul. He seemed sympa-

thetic. Indeed, not many months before he had worshipped 

with us in the mission church and the address to him, of wel-

come and Christian greetings, had been made by the secretary 

who now was suffering so terribly at the hands of PIDE. 

I reminded the consul of that which he already knew-the 

violence and intimidation that our Bailundo people had suf-

fered since the outbreak of h·ouble in the north. I declared 

my intention of leaving Angola at once. "No," he said, "you 

must stay. To go now would make it look as if you were 

guilty." He promised me that ali that I had to tell him would 

107 



140

be communicated to Ottawa immediately. I have never heard 

whether this was done or not. Certainly Ottawa displayed no 

sign of interest in the case. 

The consul also assured me that he would talk with Portu-

guese authorities in Luanda and that he felt that when he had 

done this there would be no further violence used against our 

church people in the Bailundo area. For some weeks after 

this fmther arrests were made and other innocents were sent 

to plison camp but there appeared to be less beating than 

in the case of tl1e secreta1;r. 

Whether any diplomatic pressure was put upon Portugal to 

cease her persecution of Protestants I do not know. My 

observations during the next three and a half years in Angola 

lead me to believe that if such pressure was, in fact, applied, 

it was singularly unsuccessful. 

As for our part as missionaries, it is my earnest conviction 

that we should have reported every injustice, eve1;r restric-

tion, and all irregularities and brutalities practised against the 

African people of whatever faith, and against ourselves, both 

to our consular authorities and to the home governments. It 

is too late now, for the missionary personnel left in Angola 

is so pitifully small tl1at not much can be hoped for as a 

result of protests and publicity. 

If instead of toadying to the Portuguese authorities, "yes-

yessing," and bending over backwards to help carry out their 

colonial policy, we had preached openly to them, "You make 

'justice' a bitter pill for the poor and oppressed. 'Righteous-

ness' and 'fair play' are  meaningless fictions to you! You 

trample the poor and steal their smallest crumb with all your 

taxes, fines and ursury; therefore you will never live in the 

beautiful stone houses you are building, nor drink the wine 

from the lush vineyards you are planting,"0 what would have 

happened?  We would have  been expelled from the country, 

0Amos 5: 7, 11, Kenneth N. Taylor, Living Prophecies (Wheaton, 
Illinois: Tyndale House 1965). 
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of course. vVould not that  have been better than the slow 

( well, not so slow, either) strangulation that Protestant mis-

sions are expe1iencing despite ali their co-operation, obedi-

ence and consent by silence; and regardless of their  enormous 

technical assistance to the economy, health and educational 

progress of Angola? 

Some time after we had visited Luanda and talked with 

Britain's consul-general there, I saw the head of PIDE in our 

dish·ict capital. I said to him, "You know, the accusations that 

I  heard were made against me to the effect that  I was raising 

money in Bailundo to send to one of the  rebel movements 

were quite ridiculous. Do you  realize how much more money 

I could raise in one month in Canada than I could manage 

to get in a year or two in Angola?" H e replied, "Oh, we realize 

that the accusations were ali false!" So the accusations were 

false, but the men accused of being involved were kept three 

years in jail and prison camp, and the finest Christian gentle-

man in the whole of our great family of churches, with its 

twenty thousand members, died  a prisoner in a distant deten-

tion area, where, by the way, he had again been subjected to 

great brutality! 

One of the most significant visits we had from consular 

people was not long before my wife and I  left Angola. Two 

American gentlemen spent a night with the administrator of 

our county. One was a vice-consul from Luanda, a Protestant, 

whose family had had considerable interest in Angolan mis-

sions. So much so tl1at the vice-consul knew a great deal about 

our mission history. The otl1er official was from Leopoldville, 

as it was then called. He was an expert in the field of agri-

culture, we learned. We were informed that in the adminis-

h·ator's home some mention was made of the fact that if the 

visitors were to go to the mission, they would hear  a rather 

different story than that communicated to them  by the ad-

ministrator himself.  I  believe that their reply was something 
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like this: "Oh, don't worry. We know about Gilchrist and the 

ideas that the missionaries havei" 

Anyway they carne to the mission and they spent the next 

night with us. We had a long conversation in which once more 

I was saddened by the lack of sympathy that these American 

o:fficials displayed for the Angolan Africans and their legiti-

mate rights and hopes. Of course, they were casuistic in their 

conversation, as all these American government representa-

tives seem to be, but the agriculturist let out one memorable 

blooper. 

We were talking about the everyday experiences of edu-

cated Africans who have no need to look hard or long to see 

behind the Portuguese facade of "equality" or "fraternity." 

The subject carne up of two African ministers of the Gospel 

who had to make a rather long journey from their respective 

pastoral cenh·es to the mission station. They had decided that 

they would meet at a convenient point on the main highway 

from Luanda and follow the usual practice of signalling a 

freight lorry and purchasing their passage to the point nearest 

their destination that it rnight happen to pass. 

A large truck carne from the nmth along the rnain road. 

They signalled that they wished to ride. The driver stopped 

his vehicle, collected the money for the prospective passage 

that the men wished to rnake and told them to climb up on 

top of the load. The younger minister scrambled up, but his 

colleague, a man past middle age, said to the driver, "If you 

don't rnind, I'll ride in the cab with you. I :find it a little hard 

to ride on top of the cargo." The answer was swift and final: 

"You get up on top of that load, black man! Leave your brief-

case in the cab if you want to." Resignedly the rninister began 

to climb up the side of the  lorry and cargo, saying as he did 

so, "W ell, to some people a briefcase is of more value than 

a man!" 

ln the next white trading community, the lorry stopped. The 

driver got out. H e carne back with a small mob of Europeans. 
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They tied the two ministers up with ropes accusing them of 

being rebels, disrespectful to whites, "spoiled blacks," et cetera. 

The driver did not stop at the crossroads to which the min-

isters had paid their fare but went right on into the district 

capital, far beyond their destination. There he drove his 

lorry directly to the headquarters of PIDE where he turned 

over his "prisoners" with a great story about what dangerous 

characters they were. There followed the usual interrogation 

by the gestapo, accusations, threats, insinuations, outpourings 

against missions and education, et cetera. Finally the two 

African pastors were released. Now they had to find another 

tmck and pay more money to make their way back north to 

the mission where their colleagues from other pastorates were 

assembled for their ammal retreat. 

I finished telling about this incident, and the last word was 

hardly out of my mouth when the American agricultura} expert 

from Leopoldville blrnted out indignantly, "But-but-they 

shouldn't have talked that way to a white manl" 

Oh, America, Americal You have lost forever the confidence 

of two-thirds of the world's population in Asia and Africa. 

Firstly, your words have been proud and arrogant. Secondly, 

when you have spoken kindly and almost respectfully, you 

have had the wrong look in your eyes. Thirdly, ali the world 

knows about your continued evil attitude towards, and treat-

ment of, your own coloured peoplel 
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·:· The Tightening Noose 

From the beginning of Protestant missionary work in Angola, 

missionaries have faced frequent official injust-ices, obstacles 

and restrictions. 

Since 1961, the government policy has been to systematically 

throttle missionary effort. 

With few exceptions, missionaries m·e not permitted to 

re-enter Angola after normal home leave, new missionaries 

are not admitted and the indígenous churches have been con-

stantly intimídated and hamssed, even ín the southern half of 

Angola, where at no time has there been any serious threat of 

an African uprising. Of course, an exception must be made in 

the case of  the recent sabotage and rebel activities in tha 

southeast. 

ln this chapter, some of the new difficulties faced by mis-

sionaries are listeel. 

An outline is al.so given of typical "white" anel official acts 

anel attitudes that are designed to discoumge and dismay the 

young African churches. 

The "war" against hidden villages anel villagers continues 

in the north. lt is now six years old. Pockets of Angolan 

Africans hang on to thei1· home fielels, hieleouts, and moun-

tain retreats. 
Eelucation and Christian worship are miraculously main-

taineel. 

The loss of life among these hunted people is enormous. 

Disease, Portuguese army raids, and elesperate forced flights 

to refugee m·eas in free ex-Belgian Congo take a shocking toll. 
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The "war" in the south is very different but just as real. 
lt is one of con~tant arrests, intimidation and spying upon 
individuals and groups. 

lt is di1·ected primarily at the elite. One might say particu-
larly the Protestant elite. 

Th1·eats, rumours, and the mouth-to-ear-to-mouth-to-ear 

wireless telegraphic system of spreading lies and fear, are 
exploited to the full. 

Again I affirm my shaken, but yet living, hope that God may 

bless Angola and all its race~ with justice, peace and brother-
hood. 

Since 1961, the Portuguese government has been applying 

the technique of a slowly tightening noose to Protestant mis-

sions and indigenous Protestant churches in Angola. It is 

proving itself most effective in the strangulation of organized 

Christian fellowship and action. With the outbreak of the 

African revolt, six years ago, the Baptist missionaries and 

most of the Methodists were obliged to leave their posts in 

a matter of a few weeks. As a result, great publicity was 

given, throughout the United States and Great Britain, to the 

real causes of the trouble and the evils of Portuguese rule 

in Angola. The Portuguese authorities decided to use different 

tactics with the remaining missionaries in the rest of Angola 

to the south, farther removed from the scene of the fighting. 

Gradually the new pattern became clear. If missionaries 

returned to their homelands, on normal furlough, they were 

not to be granted visas for reent.ry into Angola. If new mis-

sionaries were appointed to replace others who had reached 

the age of retirement, or to begin new work, they were not to 

be admitted to Angola. 

There have been a few exceptions to these two roles. Some 

prospective missionaries have made signed declarations of 

their \villingness to support the Portuguese colonial policy, 
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and have been allowed to begin work in Angola. Severa! mis-

sionaries, particularly well regarded by Portuguese officials, 

have been permitted to return to their countries of origin, 

on shorter or longer leaves, and have been granted the right 

to come back to their work in Angola. It is doubtful that such 

special treatment has been dispensed to anyone who has not 

made sympathetic and laudatory statements about Portuguese 

colonial rule. 

Legislation was introduced severa! years ago, obliging ali 

non-Portuguese Protestant missionaries to apply for permission 

to travei, even to nearby towns or neighbouring mission sta-

tions. Applications for the privilege of travei have to be sub-

mitted to local authorities, who in turn must pass them on to 

the nearest PIDE post, from which they are forwarded to 

police headquarters in the capital. Delays are very often so 

great that the occasion that called for the particular journey 

may have passed when permission is finally received. ln many 

cases authorization is simply not granted, with no reason given 

for the refusal. 

ln one way and another missionaries are informed by the 

authorities of the kind of teaching, conduct and social atti-

tudes which the government considers to be "good." They are 

constantly pressured to be the "right kind" of missionaries. 

They always have been subtly counselled and, by and large, 

they-we-have conformed. Now it is more direct and with a 

more obvious "or else"! 

Any manifestation of interest in social justice or in matters 

pertaining to African rights is severely frowned upon. 

Here are some of tl1e tllings that I was openly cautioned by 

various Portuguese govemment authorities to eschew: 

ONE: The teaching of parliamentary procedure in the conduct 

of meetings. 

TWO: Any conversation with Africans about the social welfare 

of their own people or politicai topics apart from the teach-

ing that they ( the Africans) must be good Portuguese. 
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THREE: The organization of co-operatives for the purchase 

or sale of goods, or for community development of any kind. 

FOUR: The introduction into church work of any subjects apart 

from personal "religion" and good behaviour. 

FIVE: All talk with Africans about things that are happening 

in other parts of the continent, or about the world at large. 

sue The employment of African languages as media of teach-

ing or for the communication of religious or other knowledge. 

As to the African churches, the government policy has varied 

somewhat from one area to another. ln cases where the mis-

sionaries are known to be pro-Portuguese and in sympathy 

with the continuation of the colonial ("overseas province") 

stah1s for Angola, there sometimes has been less restriction 

of church activities. However, there have been some amaz-

ingly stupid exceptions to this rule. A recent one has just come 

to my knowledge. It concerns the brutal murder of a cate-

chist in a mission where the missionary in charge has been 

an ardent propagandist of Portuguese colonialism during his 

furloughs in Canada. 

For the most part, church meetings of any kind, apart 

from the  regular Sunday worship services, have been for-

bidden. There are regions, well down into the southern half 

of Angola where worship was officially forbidden or became 

so dangerous for those who took part that it was discontinued. 

There has been a constant campaign of attrition against 

church leaders by the local authorities. Intimidation of 

African teachers, ministers, nurses ( especially rural medical 

aides), never ends. It consists of sudden seizure of these 

workers, long interrogations, repeated outpourings of wrath 

against missionaries, foreigners and revolutionaries. Often 

these key persons in the community are released with instruc-

tions to be good-or else! Others simply disappear and their 
fate is unknown to the missionaries concerned or to their own 

loved ones. 
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The following incidents, all of which have occurred this 

year, demonstrate the policy of "the tightening noose." Re-

member that I am now writing about the "peaceful" part of 

Angola. Not the north or the east. 

Army patrols raid mission stations at night, enter students' 

dormitories, accuse the youngsters of making "politicai 

speeches," threaten them with drastic punishment if they 

are not "good blacks," say that they are going to kill the 

minister, et cetera. 

Guests are forbidden to enter any village, unless they are 

first presented by the village chief and the prospective host 

to the local government officer. This presentation may often 

involve twenty-five miles or more of travei on foot. 

Although Africans are now claimed to be Portuguese 

citizens by the Portuguese representative in the United 

Nations, and in all international deliberations on African 

affairs, yet in Angola only "natives" or "blacks" are obliged 

to secure travei permits for journeys, however short. It 

appears that there are various degrees of citizenship! The 

simple fact is, as every Portuguese in Angola knows, this 

whole business of "citizenship" for the African masses is a 

colossal lie. 

These hated travei restrictions apply even to those "citi-

zens" who have secured identity cards. Very often the 

African who wishes to travei must undertake a journey of 

one, two, three or more days to the nearest government post, 

then wait around for severa! more days before the official 

in charge finds time to attend to his request. Very frequently 

he doesn't have his request granted anyway, even after 

the journey and delayl 

Africans from mission stations, or pastoral centres per-

taining to missions, are accused of having too much money. 

Authorities and merchants are constantly applying this form 

of intirnidation: "Where did you get all this money? Did the 

missionaries give it to you?" (The simple fact usually is 
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that these Christian folk, although it is not much, do have 

a little money because they do not drink up every cent as 

the merchants are constantly tempting them to do). 

On the other hand, some traders habitually harass Afri-

cans in their areas with tlrreats like these: "Why don't you 

buy at my shop? What are you doing with your money any-

way? Sending it to the terrorists, eh? You'd better start 

spending money here or 1'11 tell the government officer that 

you are a 'bad black' I" 

Discrimination against African passengers on buses, open 

abuse by drivers, and obscene insults by them and by white 

passengers are common in the most "peaceful" regions of 
Angola. 

Classes for adults, even though the government curriculum 

has been followed faithfully in the past, have now been for-

bidden in some missions. Adult classes and tutoria! instruction 

for adults is permitted for whites but not for Africans. I am 

not writing about what tl1e laws are. I am stating that which 

is actually happening. 

Mrican women have been picked up on ridiculous h·umped-

up charges and beaten with a Portuguese instrument of tor-

ture called the pamat6rio. Some of these women have been 

leaders in health, mothercraft and betterment projects. 

The Protestant church has always laid great stress on re-

fresher courses for rural and village church lay leaders, called 

"catechists." Most of these men are hardworking farmers with 

little opportunity for study, but every few years they manage 

to come to their respective mission stations for Bible study, 

health lessons, some instruction in community development, 

et cetera. ln many parts of the country these courses are now 

forbidden by the authorities. 

Raids have been made by PIDE, tl1e army and local authori-

ties upon innocent villagers, particularly those who live at 

pastoral centres-that is, in villages where there are resident 
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ministers. During these raids, tax receipts and identity "citi-

zenship" cards are checked, women particularly are treated 

with the greatest disrespect, household effects are thrown out 

of the windows, an overall attempt is made to intimidate the 

people, and there is always much raving about  cutting the 

throats of "bad" Mricans. 

There have been too many reports of notorious cases of the 

rape of Mrican mothers and daughters to leave any doubt 

that discipline of white troops in many areas must be very, 

ve1·y bad indeed. 

Word now comes from inany villages and pastoral centres to 

certain of the few remaining missionaries, "Don't come to 

visit us for it will just mean more harassment and questioning 

for us here." No one but a missionary, who has known the 

joy and lave shown by Angolan villagers when "their" mis-

sionary comes to visit them, can appreciate how much it must 

cost African Christians to send these "Don't come" messages 

to their "teachers"! 

ln some  cases doctors have not been granted permission to 

travei to mission stations where they have assumed  extra 

responsibilities because of the retirement of colleagues who 

have been obliged to abandon the medical centres that they 

had directed. These visits perforce must be few and far be-

tween, due to the workload carried by the missionary physician 

at his own mission station and hospital. When requests for 

permission to make even these infrequent visits are not an-

swered or are refused, it means great disappointment and 

hardship for ali concerned on and about the doctorless mission 

station. 

The Methodist Belt 

It is difficult to leam just what the situation is in the wide 

west-east belt of Angola at the Luanda levei and to the north 

and south of it. American Methodism has a long and noble 

history of missionary effort in this zone. 
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ln this vast region, the slaughter of innocent Africans was 

particularly savage in 1961. A veq high proportion of the 

African ministers of the Gospel were killed or fled the country 

at that time. Some of the missionaries were expelled and others 

withdrew. 

At the present time, there remain a  N orwegian bishop of 

the Methodist Church, an American agriculturalist, and their 

wives and families. 

ln the capital, Luanda, the church is alive and functioning. 

This seems also to be true of the Malange area. 

The Baptist N orth 

It is repmted that there is some liberty of church action in 

the enclave of Cabinda, but in the north of Angola, the 

Bakongo countq, the church is almost completely under-

ground. It is a region of deep forests and high hills, many of 

them quite inaccessible to motor vehicles. Here many pockets 

of Africans have remained in their home areas despite orders 

to give themselves up and to come out and settle along the 

main roads. 

Clandestine schools and churches function in these retreats. 

The efforts of the Portuguese army to root the villagers out 

are constantly hampered by raids of African guerillas from 

over the border in free Congo. The freedom fighters are glad 

to have these remaining pockets of their own kinfolk to help 

them out from time to time with emergency food supplies and 

in otl1er ways. 

Feneting out these retreats of die-hard villagers is one of tl1e 

chief occupations of the amazingly large Portuguese army that 

has been tied down in this part of Angola for six years. 

When the hideouts are discovered, the occupants are shown 

no mercy by the Portuguese soldiers. 

Stories of unbelievable cruelty by the white troops are told 

by African conscripts who have been obliged to harass their 

fellow Africans in this vast region. A typical incident was 
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related to me by a young African soldier back from the "front" 

( It should be remembered that I have known many of these 

African conscripts intimately since they were little children) : 

We bivouaced after dark. Great care was taken to maintain 
night patrols for we expected that the "terrorists" were also 
present in this area. 
Early in the morning, at first light, our officer pointed out 
to us two African women across the river from us. We could 
see them but they could not see us. They seemed to be laugh-
ing and talking. Our officer picked up his rifle and shot them 
both dead. 

Month after month, and year after year, the British mis-

sionary, David Grenfeli, publishes his newsletter, listing the 

refugees who continue to pour out of Angola into his recep-

tion station just across the bm·der in ex-Belgian Congo. Names, 

ages and details of their flight are ali recorded. 

The service of this veteran missionary has surely been a 

"sweet saviour" to the Christ he represents. One wonders why 

he should be one of those missionaries condemned as "bad 

men" by a British consul in Luanda. One wonders very much! 

The factual reports of David Grenfell constitute an indict-

ment against Portugal's army and Portugal's rulers that must 

one day he read before some international court of justice. The 

lists of little children who have died during the flights, the 

great numbers of wounded women, old people and babies, the 

horrible total of those who, from machine gun and rifle fire 

on the ground, and bombs from the air, are slaughtered month 

after month-all these, one would think, might prod a world 

conscience or move to action a United Nations. But there is 

no sign of this. 

The foliowing is a typical entry, taken at random from 

Grenfeli's reports: 

Eight men, eleven women, and twenty-five children .  .  .  a 
month on the journey. They were five days from the frontier 
when the attack took place. Two planes attacked them. 
António João lost his wife and baby. Pedro da Costa killed 
by the sarne bomb. Many bombs were dropped-Domingos 
António, 15 years of age, wounded in the leg. No medicines. 
Tied up with peppers. Had to be carried ali the rest of the 
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way. A woman, Saurina Kimana, 45 years, wounded in the 
knee. Another, Rosa N gonga, received an arm wound. All 
taken to Kimpese hospital by a Roman Catholic priest. 

'Vord has just come to me of the recent detainment for 

questioning of three African gentlemen of the highest calibre, 

morally, mentally and spiritually. I have been told that their 

relatives have been assured that they are "all right," but the 

fact remains that their whereabouts are unknown to their 

wives and families. (Two months later: The whereabouts of 

these men is still unknown. It is feared that they have been 

tortured to death. ) Having knowledge of so many other good 

men who were taken away and never seen again, I can only 

hope and pray that the Portuguese gestapo has modified 

its methods of collecting information from prisoners. 

I am concerned about ali men or women who are illegally 

held for questioning, and when I write the word "illegally," I 

am thinking in terms of such internationallaw as exists. Pray 

God that it may become more universally defined, taught, 

and observed, and that it may soon be enforced by world 

courts of justice. 

No one would fault me, I think, for being particularly con-

cerned about these three men, for I had the honour of sharing 

comradeship in Christian service with them for many years. 

Two of them are highly trained medical aides and one is a 

minister, a graduate of a European theological school. 

It is my conviction that not one of these men has belonged 

to any politicai party or movement. They have been much 

too busy ministering to the physical and spiritual needs of 

their fellow Africans. Their misfortune may simply be that 

they were associated with me in the healing art, in the teach-

ing of health knowledge, and in the work of the Church 

of Christ. 

A basic element in the technical strategy of the gestapo-like 

politicai police seems to be tl1e fostering and dissemination 

of lies, calumnies and evil rumours. 

The Portuguese people and the indigenous African Angolans 

are alike in that they love to talk, and perhaps one might say 
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to indulge in some harmless gossip. But the malice of the 

new rumours, the wildness of them, and the ingenuity with 

which they seem to be conceived, make it appear probable 

that they are deliberately invented, launched and fostered by 

madmen who seek to achieve some ulterior purpose through 

this dissemination of suspicion, fear and falsehood. 

An example of such calumnies is this: we have undeniable 

information that, through a large area of Angola in mid-

February 1966, the rumour ran wild that I, or my wife and I, 

had burned a Portuguese plane and then escaped over the 

eastern border of Angola into Congo. Another version of this 

story, that circulated for weeks in Angola, was that we had 

blown up bridges or railway tracks as we  left the country by 

train. 

What could be the origin of such silly stories? It is hard to 

say. 

Two or three days before we left Angola, with several white 

men standing around, in front of the Post Office in Bela Vista, 

Angola, a Portuguese businessman whom I have known for 

many years, said to me, "W ell, when you get to Rhodesia, give 

my greetings to Ian Smith!" "Sorry," I replied, "we're not going 

to see him. We expect to go to Zambia, not Rhodesia. I am 

not likely to have the honour of greeting Kenneth Kaunda, 

the head of that nation." "What?" exclaimed my Portuguese 

friend, "that black! They'll eat you if you go there!" I am 

sure that the standers-by passed on some delightful interpreta-

tions of this conversation. 

Then, at the border, as our train was about to cross into 

Congo, although I had already presented our passports to the 

Portuguese official on duty there, a gentleman, apparently an 

agent of PIDE carne to our compartrnent on the train and 

asked for our passports. He was gone, with them, for a long 

time. The train was held up while, presumably, higher autho-

rities in Angola were contacted to make sure that we actually 

had a green light to leave that police state. I suppose that 
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near the telephone there were listening ears linked with fer-

tile imaginations, and exciting stories might have been con-

cocted on the spot! 

It seems likely to me that, somewhere, garbled gossip is 

shaped for politicai purposes and rumours are fed, fanned and 

given artificial impetus by those who spy upon the people of 

Angola, black and white, and catch the unwary who dare to 

talk about matters that may be construed, in any way, as 

"politicai." 

No inner security, harmony or peace can be hoped for until 

sanity and common sense blow like fresh winds over the bush 

and savannah of Angola, sweeping before them the smog of 

lies, intimidation and fear, and causing the heads and hearts 

of men and women of all races to be lifted up in mutual love, 

trust and understanding. 

As I said at the outset, this book was written because it had 

to be written. Silence, intimidation and falsehood have too 
long had their day. I know that what I have written may be 

quoted out of context, misunderstood and misread. 

I have no less love for the Portuguese than I have for the 

Africans. I sympathize with the indigenous Bantu of Angola 

because of the dictatorial European governn1ent under which 

they have suffered so much. My sympathy is no more for them 

than it is for Portuguese whites and coloureds who have borne 

the evils of fascist education, rule and regimentation for forty 

years. 

It is my fondest wish and my most earnest prayer that 

whites, Bantu, and Afro-Europeans may dwell and work to-

gether in their land of Angola which I love. Because of our 

toil in and for it, and mindful of those of our children who are 

buried in its soil, we cannot but feel that it is, at least a little 

bit, ou1· land, too. 

With an optimism which may, at times, seem to defy logic, 

I believe, even now, that there is some hope for a happy, non-

racial-or be it raceles&-socíety and state in the "Realm of the 

Blacksmith Prince." 
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Design on a typical club as used and 
corved by men of the V a Chokwe tribe 
in Angola. Four-sided at one end and 
cylindrical at the other, these clubs 
are used both for defence and for 
shifting heavy, shoulder-bome loads. 

ANGOLA A WAKE 

"This book is written because it has to be written," says author 
Sid Gilchrist. "The African church and the African people are in the 
tightening grip of a white govemment and gestapo-style police 
that make any protest, claim or expression of opinion by or from 
the people utterly impossible." 

From a man who has devoted his life to serving the people of 
Angola as doctor, teacher and missionary, comes this frank and 
absorbing report of a colony in turmoil and a people in despair. 
Exploring the history of tl1is troubled area, the author reveals the 
roots of its present problems. The partitioning of Africa in 
1884 which brought Angola into existence and the part p layed by the 
Christian Missions in its colonial development come under dose 
scrutiny. According to Dr. Gilchrist, among those who must share 
the blame for Angola's suffering are countries like Canada who 
have become carried away with "short-sighted attempts to get as 
much as possible out of southern Africa while there is time, instead of 
taking  a  !ong-range view to the Africa of tomorrow." 
This searching volume is sure to be of interest and importance to 
thinking Canadians of every denomination. 
"The warm and living testament of a life." Rev. Garth Legge, 
Board of World Mission, United Church of Canada. 
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