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de The Complete Last*ReaHiggv

https:/vimeo.com/261115617  (1992)

DE:

[Aus den Untertiteln:] Audre
Lordes letzte Lesung in Berlin
fand im September 1992, zwei
Monate vor ihrem Tod, in der
Wohnung von Dagmar Schultz
und lka Higel-Marshall statt.
Einige Freundinnen und Kol-
leginnen vom Orlanda Verlag
waren anwesend.

Audre widmete die Lesung
den Frauen in Soweto, Sid-
afrika, mit denen sie eng ver-
bunden war. Wir schickten ih-
nen eine Aufnahme.

Ich bin sehr glicklich dariber,
dieses Gedicht heute mit euch
zu teilen. Ich kann mir keine
Gruppe von Frauen vorstellen,
fir die ich lieber lesen wir-
de. Und ich bin auch sehr froh
dariiber, dass diese Lesung
an Ellen Kuzwayo und Joyce
Serote und die anderen Frau-
en Sid-Afrikas geschickt wird.
Denn dies sind Gedichte, die
fir mich ganz besondere sind,
und fir sie auch.

Echos... Die Gedichte, die ich
gleich vortragen werde, stam-
men alle aus meinem neuen
Buch “Die wunderbare Arith-
metik der Distanz”. Und alle

EN:

[In subtitles:] Audre Lorde’s
last reading took place

in September 1992, two
months before her death,

in the apartment of Dagmar
Schultz and lka Hiigel-Mar-
shall. A few friends and col-
leagues from Orlanda pub-
lishing house were present.

Audre dedicated the reading
to the women in Soweto,
South Africa with whom she
was closely connected. We
sent them a video tape of
the reading.

I’'m really happy to be
sharing these poems with
you this afternoon. | can’t
think of a group of women
who I'd prefer to be reading
to, and I’'m also so happy to
know that this is going to
Ellen Kuzwayo and to Joyce
Serote and to the other
women in South Africa,
because there are poems
here that are particular and
special, for me and for them
also.

Echoes... You know, all of
these poems that I’'m about
to read are from my new
book, The Marvellous
Arithmetics of Distance and

| |




Gedichte in diesem Buch be-
schéftigen sich mit den ver-
schiedenen Weisen wie wir
Dinge sehen, abhéngig davon,
wo wir stehen. Wie Distanz
unsere Wahrnehmung so ra-
dikal verdndert. Der Titel des
ersten Gedichts ist “Echos”.
Dies ist das Gedicht von dem
ich Dir erzdhlt habe.

Es gibt ein Timbre der Stim-
me, das entsteht,

wenn du nicht gehdort wirst
Und weifdt daR du nicht
gehdrt wirst

Bemerkt nur von anderen
(berhdrt aus dem selben Grund.

Der Geschmack der Mitter-
nachtsfrucht
Zunge
ruft deinen
dunkies Licht
durchbohrt die Verlockungen
der Sicherheit
zerreisst das Glitzern des
Schweigens das dich umgibt
blende mich mit Farbe
und vielleicht bemerke ich nicht
bevor du gegangen bist
deinen Geruch nach heissem
Korn
eingebrannt in jedes neue
Gedicht
widerhallend jenseits der Flucht.

Korper durch

Lausche ich in diesem Grenz-
gebiet

zwischen Verlangen und Ewigkeit
der Grabesstille vor der Wahl.

this book, really all of the
poems in it deal with the
different ways that we hav
of seeing things depending
on where we're standing.
How distance alters our pel
ception so radically, and the
title of the first is “Echoes”
and this is the poem that |
was speaking to you aboul

[Clears throat]

There is a timbre of voice
that comes

from not being heard and
knowing

you are not being heard
which is noticed only by
others

not being heard

for the same reason

The flavor of midnight fruit
tongue

calling your body through
dark light

piercing the allure of safety

ripping the glitter of silence

around vou

dazzle me with color

and perhaps | won’t notice
tili after you're gone

and your

hot grain smell tattoed
into each new poem
resonant

beyond escape.

| am listening
in that fine sbace

between desire and always
the grave stillness
before choice.

Da meine Zunge sich lost

in welchem Abgrund

Wird der Schrei hdngen unge-
sungen

oder zittern

wie Spitzen an den Randern
des Niemals

niederschreiben

welche Traume heilen
welcher Traum t6ten kann
einen Mann erdolchen

und seinen Koérper verbren-
nen zur Tarnung

entdeckt werden im Liebes-
akt mit einer Frau

die ich nicht kenne.

Die nachsten beiden Gedichte
sind aus der Zeit, die Gloria
und ich im Siden von Frank-
reich mit den Frauen aus
Siidafrika verbracht haben.
Das erste hat den Titel ,Party
Time”

lch muss euch etwas Uber
einen Begriff erkldren. Ich
spreche von zerbrochenen
Tonscherben. Und in West
Afrika werden zerbrochene
Tonscherben an der Feuerstel-
le einer Frau liegen gelassen
als ein Zeichen daflr, dass
ihr einer ihrer S8hne ein Inita-
tionsritual nicht Gberlebt hat
und somit nicht zuriickkehren
wird. Und Eleanor Bumpers ist
der Name einer Frau, die in ih-
rem Haus umgebracht wurde,
eine 67-Jahre alte Schwarze
Grofmutter, die vor ein paar
jahren in der Bronx erschossen
wurde, weil sie sich weigerte,

As my tongue unravels
in what pitch

will the scream hang unsung
or shiver

like lace on the borders
of never recording
which dreams heal
which dreams can kill
stabbing a man

and burning his body
for cover

being caught

making love to a woman
I do not know.

[Sound of papers rustling]

The next two poems are
poems that came out of
the time that Gloria and
| spent in the South of
France with the women
from South Africa. And
the first one is called
“Party Time.”

| need to explain a little to
you about one reference in
here. | speak of broken pot
shards, and in West Africa,
broken pot shards are left
on a woman’s hearth stone
as a sign that one of her
son’s did not survive an ini-
tiation ritual and therefore
that he will not return. And
Eleanor Bumpers is the
name of a woman who was

killed in her house, a 67
year old Black grandmoth-
er who was shot down in
the Bronx a few years ago,
because she refused to




Personen in ihr Haus zu lassen.
Von der Polizei erschossen.
Also der Titel dieses Gedichts
ist ,Party Time”.

et peopls come into hes
house, by the police. So
the m:!e: of this is “Party
Time”.

Newspapers prlnted in sec‘r t,
report =

bent needles - - )
‘under the child’s ﬁngernall
barbed stitches
through the bleedmg scalp

. ‘the grandchlldren

‘playing hide and seek.

_riddles with bullets .
behmd a sdk-cotton tree

Two more funerals
in Soweto ! »
behind the small ¢
Lillian’s son-in-lay
_drags his feet:
achilles tendons: -
shredded by police do




Brief an den Vater {1919)

Liebster Vater,

Du hast mich letzthin ein-
mal gefragt, warum ich
behaupte, ich hitte Furcht
vor Dir. Ich wullte Dir, wie
gewdhnlich, nichts zu ant-
worten, zum Teil eben aus
der Furcht, die ich vor Dir
habe, zum Teil deshalb,
weil zur Begriindung die-
ser Furcht zu viele Einzel-
heiten gehoren, als dal
ich sie im Reden halbwegs
zusammenhalten konnte.
Und wenn ich hier versu-
che, Dir schriftlich zu ant-
worten, so wird es doch
nur sehr unvolistandig
sein, weil auch im Schrei-
ben die Furcht und ihre
Folgen mich Dir gegen-
tiber behindern und weil
die GroRe des Stoffs Gber
mein Gedachtnis und mei-
nen Verstand weit hinaus-
geht.

Dir hat sich die Sache immer
sehr einfach dargestellt, we-
nigstens soweit Du vor mir
und, ohne Auswahl, vor vie-
len andern davon gesprochen
hast. Es schien Dir etwa so zu
sein: Du hast Dein ganzes Le-
ben lang schwer gearbeitet,
alies fir Deine Kinder,
vor allem fir mich geop-

Translated by Ernst Kaiser & Eithne Williams

()

Letter to his Father (1966)

Dearest Father,

You asked me recently why
I maintain that [ am afraid
of you. As usual, I was un-
able to think of any answer
to your question, partly for
the very reason that [ am
afraid of you, and partly
because an explanation of
the grounds for this fear
would mean going into far
more details than I could
even approximately keep
in mind while talking. And
if I now try to give you an
answer in writing, it will
still be very incomplete,
because, even in writing,
this fear and its conse-
quences hamper me in rela-
tion to you and because the
magnitude of the subject
goes far beyond the scope
of my memory and power
of reasoning.

To you the matter always
seemed very simple, at least
in so far as you talked about it
in front of me, and indiscrim-
inately in front of many other
people. It looked to you more
or less as follows: you have
worked hard all your life, have
sacrificed everything for your
children, above all for
me, consequently I have




fert, ich habe infolgedessen
»in Saus und Braus« gelebt,
habe vollstandige Freiheit ge-
habt zu lernen was ich wollte,
habe keinen AnlaR zu Nah-
rungssorgen, also zu Sorgen
Uberhaupt gehabt; Du hast
daflir keine Dankbarkeit ver-
fangt, Du kennst »die Dank-
barkeit der Kinder«, aber doch
wenigstens irgendein Entge-
genkommen, Zeichen eines
Mitgefiihls; statt dessen habe
ich mich seit jeher vor Dir ver-
krochen, in mein Zimmer, zu
BlGchern, zu verriickten Freun-
den, zu Uberspannten ldeen;
offen gesprochen habe ich mit
Dir niemals, in den Tempel bin
ich nicht zu Dir gekommen,
in Franzensbad habe ich Dich
nie besucht, auch sonst nie
Familiensinn gehabt, um das
Geschaft und Deine sonsti-
gen Angelegenheiten habe
ich mich nicht gekiimmert, die
Fabrik habe ich Dir aufgehalst
und Dich dann verlassen, Ott-
la habe ich in ihrem Eigensinn
unterstiitzt und wiahrend ich
fir Dich keinen Finger rihre
{nicht einmal eine Theaterkar-
te bringe ich Dir), tue ich fur
Freunde alles. FalRt Du Dein
Urteil Gber mich zusammen,
so ergibt sich, dafl Du mir zwar
etwas geradezu Unanstandi-
ges oder Bdses nicht vorwirfst
{mit Ausnahme vielleicht mei-
ner letzten Heiratsabsicht),
aber Kilte, Fremdheit, Un-
dankbarkeit. Und zwar wirfst
Du es mir so vor, als wire es
meine Schuld, als hétte ich
etwa mit einer Steuerdre-

hung das Ganze anders @

lived high and handsome, havi
been completely at liberty 1o
learn whatever | wanted, and
have had no cause for materinl
worries, which means worricy
of any kind at all. You have
not expected any gratitude

for this, knowing what “chil
dren’s gratitude” is like, bul
have expected at least some¢
sort of obligingness, some sig
of sympathy. Instead I have
always hidden from you, in
my room, among my books.
with crazy friends, or with
extravagant ideas. I have nevei
talked to you frankly; I have
never come to you when you
were in the synagogue, nevel
visited you at Franzensbad,
nor indeed ever shown any
family feeling; I have never
taken any interest in the busi
ness or your other concerns; |
left the factory on your hands
and walked off; I encouraged
Ottla in her obstinacy, and
never lifted a finger for you
(never even got you a theater
ticket), while I do everything
for my friends. If you sum up
your judgment of me, the resull
you get is that, although you
don’t charge me with anything
downright improper or wicked
(with the exception perhaps ol
my latest marriage plan). you
do charge me with coldness,
estrangement, and ingratitudc
And, what is more, you chargc
me with it in such a way as

to make it seem my fault, as
though I might have been
able, with something like o

einrichten kénnen, wahrend
Du nicht die geringste Schuld
daran hast, es ware denn die,
daR Du zu gut zu mir gewesen
bist.

Diese Deine iibliche Darstel-
lung halte ich nur so weit fir
richtig, daR auch ich glaube,
Du seist ganzlich schuldlos an
unserer Entfremdung. Aber
ebenso ganzlich schuldlos
bin auch ich. Kénnte ich Dich
dazu bringen, daf8 Du das an-
erkennst, dann wiare — nicht
etwa ein neues lLeben mog-
lich, dazu sind wir beide viel
zu alt, aber doch eine Art Frie-
de, kein Aufthéren, aber doch
ein Mildern Deiner unaufhorli-
chen Vorwiirfe.

Irgendeine Ahnung dessen,
was ich sagen will, hast Du
merkwirdigerweise. So hast
Du mir zum Beispiel vor kur-
zem gesagt: »ich habe Dich
immer gern gehabt, wenn ich
auch duBerlich nicht so zu Dir
war wie andere Vater zu sein
pflegen, eben deshalb weil ich
mich nicht verstellen kann wie
andere«. Nun habe ich, Vater,
im ganzen niemals an Deiner
Gate mir gegeniber gezwei-
felt, aber diese Bemerkung
halte ich fir unrichtig. Du
kannst Dich nicht verstellen,
das ist richtig, aber nur aus
diesem Grunde behaupten
wollen, daR die andern Vater
sich verstellen, ist entweder
bloRe, nicht weiter diskutier-
bare Rechthaberei oder aber
- und das ist es meiner

Meinung nach wirklich —

touch on the steering wheel, to
make everything quite differ-
ent, while you aren’t in the
slightest to blame, unless it be
for having been too good to
me.

This, your usual way of repre-
senting it, I regard as accurate
only in so far as I too believe
you are entirely blameless in
the matter of our estrange-
ment. But [ am equally entirely
blameless. If I could get you
to acknowledge this, then what
would be possible is—not, 1
think, a new life, we are both
much too old for that—but
still, a kind of peace; no cessa-
tion, but still, a diminution of
your unceasing reproaches.

Oddly enough you have some
sort of notion of what I mean.
For instance, a short time ago
you said to me: “I have always
been fond of you, even though
outwardly I didn’t act toward
you as other fathers generally
do, and this precisely because
[ can’t pretend as other peo-
ple can.” Now, Father, on the
whole I have never doubted
your goodness toward me, but
this remark I consider wrong.
You can’t pretend, that is true,
but merely for that reason to
maintain that other fathers
pretend is either mere opinion-
atedness, and as such beyond
discussion, or on the other
hand—and this in my view is
what it really is—a veiled
expression of the fact that




der verhillte Ausdruck dafiir,
dafd zwischen uns etwas nicht
in Ordnung ist und daR Du es
mitverursacht hast, aber ohne
Schuld. Meinst Du das wirk-
lich, dann sind wir einig.

Ich sage ja natiirlich nicht, daR
ich das, was ich bin, nur durch
Deine Einwirkung geworden
bin. Das wére sehr tbertrie-
ben (und ich neige sogar zu
dieser Ubertreibung). Es ist
sehr leicht méglich, daR ich,
selbst wenn ich ganz frei von
Deinem EinfluB aufgewachsen
ware, doch kein Mensch nach
Deinem Herzen hatte werden
kénnen. Ich wire wahrschein-
lich doch ein schwichlicher,
angstlicher, zégernder, unru-
higer Mensch geworden, we-
der Robert Kafka noch Karl
Hermann, aber doch ganz an-
ders, als ich wirklich bin, und
wir hatten uns ausgezeichnet
miteinander vertragen kon-
nen. lch wire glicklich gewe-
sen, Dich als Freund, als Chef,
als Onkel, als GroRvater, ja
selbst (wenn auch schon z6-
gernder) als Schwiegervater
zu haben. Nur eben als Vater
warst Du zu stark fiir mich, be-
sonders da meine Briider klein
starben, die Schwestern erst
lange nachher kamen, ich also
den ersten StoR ganz allein
aushalten muBte, dazu war ich
viel zu schwach.

Vergleich uns beide: ich, um
es sehr abgekirzt auszudri-
cken, ein Lowy mit einem ge-
wissen Kafkaschen Fond, der

aber eben nicht durch

something is wrong in our
relationship and that you have
played your part in causing il
to be so, but without its being
your fault. If you really mean
that, then we are in agreement.

I’'m not going to say, of coursc,
that I have become what I am
only as a result of your influ-
ence. That would be very much
exaggerated (and [ am indeed
inclined to this exaggeration).
It is indeed quite possible that
even if [ had grown up entire-
ly free from your influence |
still could not have become a
person after your own heart. |
should probably have still be-
come a weakly, timid, hesitant,
restless person, neither Roberl
Kafka nor Karl Hermann, but
vet quite different from what |
really am, and we might have
got on with each other ex-
cellently. I should have been
happy to have you as a friend.,
as a boss, an uncle, a grandfa-
ther, even (though rather morc
hesitantly) as a father-in-law.
Only as a father you have been
too strong for me, particularly
since my brothers died when
they were small and my sisters
only came along much later,
so that [ alone had to bear the
brunt of it—and for that I was
much too weak.

Compare the two of us: I, to
put it in a very much abbrevial
ed form, a Léwy with a certain
basis of Kafka, which,
however, is not set in mo-




weicher Mensch (das Folgen-
de wird dem nicht widerspre-
chen, ich rede ja nur von der
Erscheinung, in der Du auf das
Kind wirktest), aber nicht je-
des Kind hat die Ausdauer und
Unerschrockenheit, so lange
zu suchen, bis es zu der Gite
kommt. Du kannst ein Kind nur
so behandeln, wie Du eben
selbst geschaffen bist, mit
Kraft, Larm und Jdhzorn, und
in diesem Falle schien Dir das
auch noch lberdies deshalb
sehr gut geeignet, weil Du ei-
nen kraftigen mutigen Jungen
in mir aufziehen wolltest.

Deine Erziehungsmittel in den
allerersten Jahren kann ich
heute natlrlich nicht unmit-
telbar beschreiben, aber ich
kann sie mir etwa vorstellen
durch Rickschlul aus den
spateren Jahren und aus Dei-
ner Behandlung des Felix.
Hiebei kommt verscharfend
in Betracht, da Du damals
junger, daher frischer, wilder,
urspriinglicher, noch unbe-
kiimmerter warst als heute
und dafl Du aufBerdem ganz an
das Geschift gebunden warst,
kaum einmal des Tages Dich
mir zeigen konntest und des-
halb einen um so tieferen Ein-
druck auf mich machtest, der
sich kaum je zur Gewdhnung
verflachte.

Direkt erinnere ich mich nur
an einen VYorfall aus den ers-
ten Jahren. Du erinnerst Dich
vielleicht auch daran. lch
winselte einmal in der Nacht
immerfort um Wasser,

gewif nicht aus Durst,

you are, after all, at bottom

a kindly and softhearted per-
son (what follows will not be
in contradiction to this, I am
speaking only of the impres-
sion you made on the child),
but not every child has the en-
durance and fearlessness to go
on searching until it comes to
the kindliness that lies beneath
the surface. You can only treat
a child in the way you yourself
are constituted, with vigor,
noise, and hot temper, and in
this case this seemed to you,
into the bargain, extremely
suitable, because you wanted
to bring me up to be a strong
brave boy.

Your educational methods in
the very early years I can’t, of
course, directly describe today,
but I can more or less imagine
them by drawing retrospec-
tive conclusions from the later
years and from your treatment
of Felix. What must be consid-
ered as heightening the effect
is that you were then young-
er and hence more energetic,
wilder, more untrammeled, and
still more reckless than you
are today and that you were,
besides, completely tied to the
business, scarcely able to be
with me even once a day, and
therefore made all the more
profound an impression on me,
never really leveling out into
the flatness of habit.

There is only one episode
in the early years of which




sondern wahrscheinlich teils
um zu drgern, teils um mich
zu unterhalten. Nachdem ei-
nige starke Drohungen nicht
geholfen hatten, nahmst Du
mich aus dem Bett, trugst
mich auf die Pawlatsche und
lieRest mich dort allein vor der
geschlossenen Tir ein Weil-
chen im Hemd stehn. Ich will
nicht sagen, daR das unrichtig
war, vielleicht war damals die
Nachtruhe auf andere Weise
wirklich nicht zu verschaffen,
ich will aber damit Deine Er-
ziehungsmittel und ihre Wir-
kung auf mich charakterisie-
ren. lch war damals nachher
wohl schon folgsam, aber ich
hatte einen inneren Schaden
davon. Das fir mich Selbst-
verstandliche des sinnlosen
Ums-Wasser-Bittens und das
aullerordentlich Schreckliche
des Hinausgetragenwerdens
konnte ich meiner Natur nach
niemals in die richtige Ver-
bindung bringen. Noch nach
Jahren litt ich unter der qua-
lenden Vorstellung, daR der
riesige  Mann, mein Vater,
die letzte Instanz, fast ohne
Grund kommen und mich in
der Nacht aus dem Bett auf
die Pawlatsche tragen konnte
und daR ich also ein solches
Nichts fir ithn war.

Das war damals ein kleiner
Anfang nur, aber dieses mich
oft beherrschende Gefiihl der
Nichtigkeit {(ein in anderer
Hinsicht allerdings auch ed-
les und fruchtbares Ge-

fihl) stammt vielfach von

[ have a direct memory. You
may remember it, too. One
night I kept on whimpering foi
water, not, I am certain, be-
cause I was thirsty, but prob
ably partly to be annoying,
partly to amuse myself. After
several vigorous threats had
failed to have any effect, you
took me out of bed, carried mc
out onto the pavlatche, and lel
me there alone for a while in
my nightshirt, outside the shut
door. I am not going to say
that this was wrong—perhaps
there was really no other way
of getting peace and quiet thal
night—but I mention it as typi

cal of your methods of bringing

up a child and their effect on
me. | dare say [ was quite obe-
dient afterwards at that period
but it did me inner harm. What
was for me a matter of course,
that senseless asking for water.
and the extraordinary terror
of being carried outside were
two things that I, my nature
being what it was, could never
properly connect with each
other. Even years afterwards |
suffered from the tormenting
fancy that the huge man, my
father, the ultimate authori-

ty, would come almost for no
reason at all and take me out ol
bed in the night and carry me
out onto the pavlatche, and thal
meant | was a mere nothing foi
him.

That was only a small begin-

ning, but this sense of nothing
ness that often dominates
me (a feeling that is in an

Deinem EinfluR. Ich hatte ein
wenig Aufmunterung, ein we-
nig Freundlichkeit, ein wenig
Offenhalten meines Wegs ge-
braucht, statt dessen verstell-
test Du mir ihn, in der guten
Absicht freilich, daB ich einen
anderen Weg gehen sollte.
Aber dazu taugte ich nicht.
Du muntertest mich zum Bei-
spiel auf, wenn ich gut salu-
tierte und marschierte, aber
ich war kein kinftiger Soldat,
oder Du muntertest mich auf,
wenn ich kraftig essen oder
sogar Bier dazu trinken konn-
te, oder wenn ich unverstan-
dene Lieder nachsingen oder
Deine Lieblingsredensarten
Dir nachplappern konnte,
aber nichts davon gehdrte zu
meiner Zukunft. Und es ist be-
zeichnend, dafk Du selbst heu-
te mich nur dann eigentlich in
etwas aufmunterst, wenn Du
selbst in Mitleidenschaft ge-
zogen bist, wenn es sich um
Dein Selbstgefiinl handelt,
das ich verletze (zum Beispiel
durch meine Heiratsabsicht)
oder das in mir verletzt wird
(wenn zum Beispiel Pepa mich
beschimpft). Dann werde
ich aufgemuntert, an meinen
Wert erinnert, auf die Parti-
en hingewiesen, die ich zu
machen berechtigt wére und
Pepa wird vollstindig verur-
teilt. Aber abgesehen davon,
daR ich fir Aufmunterung in
meinem jetzigen Alter schon
fast unzugénglich bin, was
wiirde sie mir auch helfen,
wenn sie nur dann eintritt, wo
es nicht in erster Reihe um
mich geht.

R .

other respect, admittedly, also
a noble and fruitful one) comes
largely from your influence.
What T would have needed was
a little encouragement, a little
friendliness, a little keeping
open of my road, instead of
which you blocked it for me,
though of course with the good
intention of making me go an-
other road. But I was not fit for
that. You encouraged me, for
instance, when I saluted and
marched smartly, but I was no
future soldier, or you encour-
aged me when I was able to eat
heartily or even drink beer with
my meals, or when I was able
to repeat songs, singing what I
had not understood, or prattle
to you using your own favorite
expressions, imitating you, but
nothing of this had anything
to do with my future. And it is
characteristic that even today
you really only encourage me
in anything when you yourself
are involved in it, when what
is at stake is your own sense
of self-importance, which I
damage (for instance by my
intended marriage) or which is
damaged in me (for instance
when Pepa is abusive to me).
Then I receive encouragement,
I am reminded of my worth,
the matches | would be enti-
tled to make are pointed out
to me, and Pepa is condemned
utterly. But apart from the

fact that at my age I am now
almost quite unsusceptible to
encouragement, what help
could it be to me anyway,




Damals und damals (berall
hatte ich die Aufmunterung
gebraucht. Ich war ja schon
niedergedriickt durch Deine
bloe Kérperlichkeit. Ich erin-
nere mich zum Beispiel daran,
wie wir uns &fters zusammen
in einer Kabine auszogen. Ich
mager, schwach, schmal, Du
stark, groR, breit. Schon in der
Kabine kam ich mir jammer-
lich vor, und zwar nicht nur vor
Dir, sondern vor der ganzen
Welt, denn Du warst fir mich
das MaR aller Dinge. Traten
wir dann aber aus der Kabi-
ne vor die Leute hinaus, ich
an Deiner Hand, ein kleines
Gerippe, unsicher, bloRfiiRig
auf den Planken, in Angst vor
dem Wasser, unfahig Deine
Schwimmbewegungen nach-
zumachen, die Du mir in gu-
ter Absicht, aber tatsichlich
zu meiner tiefen Beschiamung
immerfort vormachtest, dann
war ich sehr verzweifelt und
alle meine schlimmen Erfah-
rungen auf allen Gebieten
stimmten in solchen Augen-
blicken groRartig zusammen.
Am wohlsten war mir noch,
wenn Du Dich manchmal zuerst
auszogst und ich allein in der
Kabine bleiben und die Schan-
de des 6ffentlichen Auftretens
so lange hinauszogern konnte,
bis Du endlich nachschauen
kamst und mich aus der Kabine
triebst. Dankbar war ich Dir da-
fur, daR Du meine Not nicht zu
bemerken schienest, auch war
ich stolz auf den Kérper mei-
nes Vaters. Ubrigens besteht
zwischen uns dieser Unter-

if it only comes when it isn't
primarily a matter of mysell ul
all?

At that time, and at that time
in every way, 1 would have
needed encouragement. | was,
after all, weighed down by
your mere physical presence.
I remember, for instance, how
we often undressed in the samc
bathing hut. There was I, skin-
ny, weakly, slight; you strong.
tall, broad. Even inside the hut
I felt a miserable specimen,
and what’s more, not only in
your eyes but in the eyes of the
whole world, for you were for
me the measure of all things.
But then when we stepped out
of the bathing hut before the
people, you holding me by my
hand, a little skeleton, un-
steady, barefoot on the boards.
frightened of the water, incapa-
ble of copying your swimming
strokes, which you, with the
best of intentions, but actually
to my profound humiliation, al-
ways kept on showing me, then
['was frantic with desperation
and at such moments all my
bad experiences in all spheres
fitted magnificently together. |
felt best when you sometimes
undressed first and I was ablc
to stay behind in the hut alone
and put off the disgrace of
showing myself in public until
at last you came to see what |
was doing and drove me out of
the hut. I was grateful to you
for not seeming to notice

schied heute noch dhnlich. my anguish, and besides, |




What is your name? [ owe my life to you, I do.”

“You already said that, but you don’t,” said G.

, “Then what do T owe it to? Luck, the subway coming at the right mo-
- ment, I don’t know.”

She didn’t look in his direction the better to analyze the mystery of the

event, and its loneliness. What stunned her was the sensation of having

~ been there at all, of having nothing to do with it, of blacking out, in a
sense, for those seconds of violence rebounding from her. The intelligent
and restrained self, her self, with whom she identified night and day, was

~ simply not present during that time. To be praised, then, for taking action
made no sense at all. No rational decision had been made; she had physi-

cally reacted in a way she was utterly unprepared for. [...]

On the streets in Harvard Square, they stood around, then headed for
~a brightly lighted cafeteria, where the few faces turned to watch them as
they passed. Inside they got tea, slopped onto a plastic tray, and sat at the
~ plateglass window.

“I come from southern Africa,” he told her, “from Durban, to be exact.
- I don’t know if you know anything about Africa.”

- “Not much. Only about Lumumba.”

“Well, I was schooled by Episcopalians, which is why I speak Eng-

~ lish, you know?”

- “Yes, ] wondered.”

“Here I’m studying international law, actually.”

“Really,” she murmured, hanging over the heat of her cup.

' “Do you want to give me your name?” G went ahead and gave it to

~ him, her whole name, finding nothing to fear in someone who came from
- so far away and with whom she could laugh so easily.

He, meantime, thought she was a person of color, meeting her that

~ night with her August tan high on her arms, legs, and face, and her kinky
~ hair flying.

 “You must be West Indian. Or Cape Verdean maybe?”

“Why do you say that?”
“Well, your skin tone, you know. You must be of mixed blood?”

G looked down at her arm lying on the formica table top. It was café
~ au lait, the same to the tip of her fingers, and she wondered at this fact,

~ saw it as a surprise, and looking up at his smile, she couldn’t resist the

~ lie: a small reward, or gift, to herself, from her future.

“My mother is West Indian,” she said with a big joking

smile. “She lives in-um-Barbados.”
~ “And your father?” @




“Here! I live with him.”

“He must be of English extraction?”

“That’s right.”

“Can I walk you home, Gemma,” he asked then.

“No, no, it’s nearby, don’t bother.”

“Well, I"d really like to see you again, to take you somewhere a bit
nicer than this, you know?”

They went, that Saturday night, to a French restaurant on Beacon il
There was a small courtyard for outside eating, with white wrought-iron
tables and birch trees studded with Christmas lights. For a while 1116y
talked the usual, about Cuba, Kennedy, Communism, poverty in Boston.
slumlords, the Welfare system and the domino theory: and meantime G
was being affected by the lie she had told him. Deception made her pity
Augustine as a victim, hers, and the pity in turn made her feel more at '
ease with him than she did with most people. Pity made her empathize
with him, wholeheartedly, while being herself—if only at surface—a
person of color made her distant from but likable to herself. When the
subject turned to race, she was almost ready for it.

“Did your mother and father have difficulty, as a mixed couple, in thi
country?” asked Augustine.

“Uh, yes, of course! They lived a pretty isolated existence without
many friends between them. His family wouldn’t speak to him again afici
he married her. They were horrifiied.”

“His family? What about hers?” asked Augustine, as if suprised that
she would only register the reaction of the white family.

“Oh well, I don’t really know. They were off in the West Indies, whal
was left of them.”

“I see. And for you? The child, or children?”

“Children. My brother and I. We were proud of it, our heritage.”

“No one teased or was cruel to you?

“Only sometimes,” she said quickly and sought to change the subject
“It’s hard to talk about.” »

He asked if she had ever been in love.
“Once, yes,” she admitted and her eyes flashed at the thought of the
man.
“What happened?”
“He went back to his wife and children.”

“Ah. That’s bad. Loving someone married, I mean. Espe-
cially if you’re not married too. | always heard a married man

should only have affairs with married women, and vice versa. This way
each person has love to return to, when that one ends.”

“That’s very cynical,” she said.

“I don’t think so at all... Ideally, however, one should not have any
affairs, with or without a married person.”

“All T know is, | was happy when we were together, and [ can’t im-
agine it would ever repeat with anyone else.”

“Was he black or white?”

She told him white and now he paid particular attention ot the shape
of his fork. He turned it up and around the light, examining the notches
and grooves in its flat fake silver.

After dinner, they walked for several lonely blocks, in the warm sum-
mer air, to the combat zone where there was a nightclub called Slade’s
Paradise. It was a sleazy spot with a long bar down one side, and tables
and a stage on the other. Primarily a black club, frequented by the occa-
sional white sailor or student out on a lark, it was not unsafe for whites
to go there, in 1962, because the division was too complete to cross with
even the contact of violence.

G and Augustine danced in the style of the times, not touching, but
circling close, bending at the knees and lifting up again; and then they
watched a female group sing and gesticulate in gold lamé dresses, hair
straightened and bobbed. The club was hot and filled with those fore-
sexual smells of alcohol, sweat and smoke. G observed Augustine less
intelligently now, and with more the desire of a twentyish woman who
is ready to be filled with love and children, a little desperate at the nerve
ends, but still selective, cautious. His small, tense frame in a herringbone
suit and slow-moivng hands made her eyes spark and moisten, like her
mother’s years before, so she leaned in close to this man waiting for him
to touch her. He didn’t. Not there, not on the streets and not even when
she dropped him at his building, before driving back to hers. He just
thanked her for the evening and promised to call. When she went inside,
she breathed the air as if it were a liquor that could pass into her body,
and give it a rush of emotion. For something, in her, was missing, only to
be replaced by something lesser and lighter. [...]

The first time she went to his apartment it was with the flushed antici-
pation of physical love. Sex with him would affirm the lie that she was a
person of color, and would then set her on a fresh course, a liberation she
longed for. She had no doubt of his desire for her, and her internal organs
felt as red and fresh as roses shaking in drops of rain and sun. Warmth
traveled the stem of her spine. She breathed from her abdomen, knocking
on his scraped and cracked door. When she saw him, she was

both hot and shy. Immediately she sank onto his sofa, waiting -
for the rest to follow. He handed her a cup of tea on a saucer. Q
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“It’s wonderful to see you,” he told her.

“You too.”
_ She imagined herself with her soft brown skin and black curls pulled
into a pony tail like someone from some old Southern novel. She smilcd
in a way that would be called demure, and tilted in his direction. He wor
his shirt sleeves rolled above his elbows, and smoked a small cigarillo
He talked about his home and said:

“I'm engaged to a woman who is now living in Geneva. We will be
married as soon as [’ve finished school.”

“What’s her name? Tell me about her,” said G and he told her whilc
her temples and throat throbbed less with disapointemnt than with em
barrassement. After this day she entered the rest of the season with his
friendship central to the system of her time, her work, her new image.
Her lie about her race made her see the world fresh the way you do on the
first Ocober day which is clear and blue. Each green leaf sustained the
shadow of another green leaf - a black cut-out. The pavemenet littered
with mica unnoticed before, and squirrels ate nuts with focused relish.
Grains of sugar seemed larger than ever; cream was sweeter; and the
smell of the air anywhere was human and familiar. It was being in love
with the new person that she now was. )

Love, which excitely insists that one individual is an exception to all
the others, can be exhuasted by this very excitement. Dieter drank too
much, and G did too, and every time they were together, they became
drunk, and consequently they suffered the following day. Dieter dealt
with the suffering by working all the more intensely on his book, locked
up in his home with six-packs of beer, while G, who couldn’t afford the
cure of alcohol beame tremuluous, fearful and subject to those harsh
waves of anxiety that once lifted her up and over like efforts on the part
Qf pure spirit, locked into substance, efforts that seemed liberating in
intention.

It was late fall when Dieter’s book was nearly complete that he got in
the mood for change, again. He felt stultified by Boston and figured he
should move to New York to ensure the success of his manuscript. He
was not happy with himself, or the habits that sustained him over thosc
months. And he decided to switch from cigareettes to a pipe, from scotch
to wine, and from his relationship to G to some X, Y, or Z who would nol
be time-consuming. He set a date, February first, for the delivery of his

manuscript and himself. &
Meanwhile he feared telling G of his new program. He didn’|
want to cause a scene and tried, frantically. to think up a way

of leaving her which would make her believe that she had brought it on
herself. He lavished her with the loving kindness of one who is leaving.
He pitied her for not knowing what was coming. He dropped hints of his
restlessness and of his obsession with success.

Everyone but G suspected Dieter of planning to depart. Augustine,
among others, felt that Dieeter was unable to commit himself to her be-
cause of her racial backgound. [...]

“Are you bothered by Gemma’s background?” Augustine asked after
a while.

“Why would I be? You couldn’t get much better,” said Dieter with a
conspirational smile. “Blue blood is supposed to be the clearest in this
couritry.”

“Blue blood?” Augustine asked, curious. “I never heard that expres-
sion.”

“I can’t believe you lived in Boston this long, and havent heard it.”

“Ah well. You know this city is as bad as the Deep South in many
ways. I never met her father, but Gemma’s mother most have left becasue
it was intollerable here.”

“I suppose he was intolerable. He’s pompous.” said Dieter.

“And racist t00?” [...]

Augustine scrutinized Dieter carefully, seeing how deftly he was
avoiding a direct response to his question. The avoidance in this case
was the response he expected, but something more was troubling too. He
waited for Dieter this time to speak.

“Does Gemma talk to you about her family background?” Dieter asked.
“Sometimes, but not much.”

“How would you describe her racial type?”

“Well, mulatto, I guess. And you?”

“I don’t know the word for it, I guess.” [...]

Now they both stared off into a distant space and forgot eachother
and the necessity for conversation. Dieter knew at that moment he could
utterly humiliate G by giving away her lie. But he drew back becasue it
was more strange than he could ever imagine.

The next evening he went directly to G’s apartment, after completing
his quota of work for the day. The twilight lay blue on the rocky streets,
and from down there, the light in her window, coming through bamboo
and chintz, looked as innocent as a child’s hair. Dieter went through the
usual moves of opening drinks and smokes before confronting her direct-
Iy with the knowledge he now had.

“What do you think your doing about this race issue?”” he asked,
his voice all outrage. “You aren’t any more black than I am!”

“I can’t explain it. Just leave it alone!” [...]




It was clear to everyone who knew her that, when Dieter left her, (i
was effectively destroyed. That she came from some priveledged and
ucated background, black or white, was obvious to her friends but it was
now irrevelant in the face of her excessive drinking and her attraction (o
anonymity to the point of self-annihiliaton. She scraped bits of money
together, just managing to pay her rent and eat meager food and drink
chemically infected wines. She became and remained pale.

In the following summer, Augustine left to return to South Africa and
then to move to Geneva and his fiancée, permanently. Before his depa
ture, he and others agreed that G was not black at all. They wondered i
she had ties to the CIA, if she had, for all that time, been spying on them
It was not so much her lie that made them suspicious as her to tie to Dicl
er, who seemed, in retrospect and with his growing success in New York
to be suspect. Augustine left without saying any of this to G, and her

other friends left too, heading south, or to New York, away from Boston.

which they said was hell for any peprson of color, and none of them said
anything to her either. It was a way of forgetting her.
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In 1972, Marigold Linton undertook a singular memory experiment. Like
Hermann von Ebbinghaus, who had founded the classic psychology of
memory about a century earlier, she was her own subject. Every day she
recorded at least two events from her life; every month she tested her abil-
iy to remember; order. and date a sample of the events she had previously
recorded. Linton has presented the basic resulls of the study elsewhere;
here she reflects on some of its implications. How can we understand the
¢lfects of “emotionality” and “importance” on memory? What are the
long-run consequences of repetition? What kinds of events will be remem-
bered best? The answers are often surprising. Particularly intriguing is
Linton's very un-Ebbinghausian forgetting curve; it is linear with a slope
of 5 percent a year. How can we reconcile such a pattern of forgetting

With the existence of memories more than twenty years old? Linton’s own
explanation, based on the diminishing effectiveness of the original cues,
that a different forgetting function might be observed with different forms of
cueing. Perhaps she is right, perhaps, on the other hand, most of our oldest
memories are the product of repeated rehearsal and reconstruction. So far,
these are the only systematic data we have.

Some years ago, my curiosity about how memory functions in a naturalistic
setting led me to an investigation of my own memory. During the course of
this six-year study I developed event items based on my own experiences,
and later attempted to reconstruct the probable dates of the events occur-
rences. (Dating may seem a rather restricted, perhaps even uninteresting
hehaviowr, but its quantifiability continues to appeal to me). Performing a
prolonged study on personal life events has, I believe, provided me with a
unique perspective on memory functioning, perhaps some of these insights,
as well as well as a description of the unforeseen difficulties in consiructing
this research may be informative to others. [...]

I'he stimuli for this long-term study were brief descriptions of events from
my life written each day throughout the study’s six-year duration. At first it
seemed there might be a simple set of heuristics for describing events, but
rather shortly I abandoned the search for simple regularities. So wide a range
ol content and presentation styles may be employed to specify events that
(he elements necessary or sufficient to describe “an event” have continued to
¢lude me. To avoid unnecessary narrowness in my event pool I accepted all

brief unique descriptions. (No description exceed 180 letters,

and when it was written every item was discernible from all

other events then accessible to memory). These criteria were
dictated by my major dependent variables: dating accuracy
29 (only unique items can be uniquely dated) and response speed

(reading times must be brief/uniform enough not to differen-
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tially contribute to memory-search response times). Each newly written item
was rated for salience on a number of dimensions. I return to emotionality
ratings in a later section.

Memory tests proceeded as follows: Once a month items were drawn
semi-randomly from the accumulated event pool. After reading a pair of
randomly paired event descriptions, I estimated their chronological order
and attempted to reconstruct each item’s date. Next I briefly classified my
memory search (for example, I might “count backwards™ through a series of
similar events, as school quarters, Psychonomic Society meetings, and the
like) and reevaluated each item’s salience. After six years the experiment had
reached imposing dimensions. | had written more than 5,500 items (a mini-
mum of two times each day) and tested (or retested) 11,000 items (about 150
items each month). Item generation required only a few minutes each day
but the monthly test was extremely laborious, lasting 6-12 hours. The time
required for individual memory searches varied widely from month to month
as well as from item to item in the course of a single day.

The study of autobiographical memory is complicated by the modifications
and changes that any newly encoded information undergoes as the result of
interactions with information already in memory and through reinterpreta-
tions of existing data forced by the acquisition of subsequent knowledge.
I'm speaking therefore, not only of the role that semantic memory plays in
interpreting new information, but also of the progressive changes in interpre-
tation and evaluation that occur as the target information reacts with relevant
information, either existing or acquired later, in the knowledge base. In our
personal personal history, as in political or cultural histories, the importance
of a singular event may be interpreted in a variety of ways, from differing
historical perspectives, and may be reinterpreted repeatedly as its role in dif-
ferent contexts emerges. And in personal, as in many other histories, first or
carly events in sequences receive royal treatment, with better secondary and
associated recall.[...]

When I designed my study I had intended to include in my event pool each
day’s most salient experiences. As the preceding discussion suggests, it was
relatively simple to characterise the “first event” in some ongoing life se-
quence. A large number of cues suffice: “1 got o New York for the first time,”
<1 meet Clark Kerr for the first time.” In fact, “X for the first time” has un-
paralleled effectiveness as a cue. (My event writing strategy permitted any
particular item to sometimes include and sometimes omit this unique spec-
ification.) As any series of similar or related evenis in my life became long,
the length of the descriptions required to uniquely characterise particular
events also increased. Indeed, many events could not be adequately charac-
terised in the space permitted. Thus my file-—whose contents
are shaped by the requirements of brevity and uniqueness—is
silent on whole sets of activities that comprise the warp and
woof of my existence. One could scarcely know that I teach,
30 or spend many hours each day in academic activities. A perus-
al of the file hints only faintly at my passion for racquet sports,

my enjoyment of good food, or my pleasure in interacting with loved ones.
simply cannot adequately characterise the year’s two-hundredth hour in the
classroom, my three-hundredth racquet match, or the one-hundredth dinner
with friends. But some items do enter: I teach a new class or perform a novel
demonstration; I find a new racquet partner, or we find half a boysenberry
pie on the court surface; a new restaurant opens or a special friend makes a
rare visit to town. These minor variations permit a few such items to gleam
amongst their blurred and coalesced brethren.

I'iroughout the study I provided emotionality and importance ratings (among

others) for each event item, both when the event was written and each time
its recall was tested. Although analyses of these data are not complete, the
correlations between initial salience ratings and the recall measures will al-
most certainly remain small and unimpressive. (The relationship between
current salience ratings and recall is stronger but this correlation cannot easi-
ly interpreted.) What are some of the reasons that initial emotionality ratings
are not useful in predicting event recall? A number of variabiles complicate
elforts to deal with emotionality over time. Second, superficially similar
events do not receive similar ratings over time. Third, the emotionality of
angoing pieces of life, or of memories is inherently difficult to judge.

I'motionality of events may also be affected by changes in the cognitive
wirround. The first of these effects may be referred to as contrast. Level of
expectation may be raised by a single highly emotional event or by a number
ol moderately important or emotional events. After the “enrichment” of the
emotional environment, any particular event may look less emotional or im-
portant than it did before the change.

IBut other changes remotely or closely associated with the target item may
uffect the rated emotionality or importance of the target. Just as historians
must interpret and rewrite history as time passes, so we all rewrite our own
personal histories. Few of us are wise enough to predict at the time of their
occurrence how significant events will prove to be. A person inconspicu-
ously enters our life. He later becomes a friend, a lover, or an antagonist.
Others appear with grand flourish and then simply vanish. Thus, our sali-
ence judgements are erroneous for many events. We are offered a job. If we
accept a new job that involves permanent changes in our life; for example,
il it is accompanied by a move, and increased responsibility and status, the
events surrounding the job offer are likely to be perceived as important and
emotional. If exactly the same job is turned down, salience ratings are likely
{0 decrease over time. In general, events that initially are perceived as impor-
tant and highly emotional may be perceived as less emotional or important
later as the result of changes in the real world. Events may similarly increase
in importance or emotionality as our perspectives on them are
modified. If they come to be less important than anticipated
we may simply delete them from memory. If they become

more important, we link them to the later crucial events—we
31 rewrite this chapter of our lives.
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Ik Hugel-Marshall Daheim Unterwegs

Etwas in meinem Leben muf ich andern, geht mir durch den Kopf,
und ich hange meinen Mantel, den ich sonst immer achtlos Gber
einen Stuhl warf, an den Kleiderstander. Ich nehme die Zeitung, gehe
2u meiner Ledercouch und setze mich, obwohl ich weil, dafd ich zu
miide zum Lesen bin. Lustlos blattere ich dennoch in der Zeitung her-
um, und mein Blick bleibt an einer fettgedruckten Uberschrift haften:
TAEKWONDO FUR FRAUEN-MONTAG UND MITTWOCH VON 19 BIS 21 UHR.

Ein Kampfsport, nur fir Frauen, trainieren, Kontakte knupfen - all das
fasziniert mich. Gemeinsam mit fiinf anderen Frauen beginne ich
noch in derselben Woche mit dem Training.

Sunny ist mehr als meine Lehrerin, die mit mir und vielen anderen
Frauen dreimal wéchentlich trainiert. Sie heit mich vom ersten Au-
genblick an willkommen. lch kann nicht glauben, dafd mir ein weilder
Mensch, kaum da@ wir uns kennen, so viel Achtung und Respekt ent-
gegenbringt. Bisher hatte ich mich stets einer regelrechten Priifung
unterziehen miissen sie aber tut wie selbstverstandiich das, wonach
ich mich so lange gesehnt habe. Ich muR nicht beweisen, ebenso gut,
ebenso fahig, ebenso schwach, ebenso stark, ebenso liebenswert zu
sein wie meine weillen Schwestern. im Training verlangt sie von mir
das AuRerste, fordert mich immer wieder energisch auf zu {rainieren,
mir selbst auferlegte Grenzen zu Uberschreiten, neue Energien zuzu-
lassen, nicht aufzugeben, mich zu konzentrieren, an mich und mein
Durchsetzungsvermdgen zu glauben.

Mittierweile trainieren 25 Frauen im Verein. Es herrscht eine auf-
geschlossene und freundliche Atmosphére im Training. Als einzige
Schwarze Frau im Verein fihle ich mich wahrend des Trainings
aufgehoben und muf mich weder mit subtilem noch offenem Rassis-
mus auseinandersetzen. Wie sich die einzelnen Frauen auRerhalb des
Trainings liber mich dulern, oder ob sie auller mir noch zu anderen
Schwarzen Menschen Kontakt haben, weifd ich nicht. Durch Sunnys
starke Personlichkeit und weil sie den Anspruch hat, daf im Training
weder Platz fir Rassismus, Sexismus noch Diskriminierungen jeglicher
Art ist, begegnen sich die Frauen mit Offenheit und Respekt, auch mir
gegeniiber. Der Verein ist zu dieser Zeit ein Ort fiir mich, an dem ich
ausschlieRlich etwas fiir mich tun kann - ich kann die Kunst des Taek-
wondo erlernen, ohne mich permanent mit rassistischen Strukturen
auseinandersetzen zu missen.

ich bin duRerst froh, in diesem Verein zu trainieren, und noch gliickli-
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cher dartiber, Sunny als Trainerin zu haben. Auch wenn ich innerlich
limmer wieder rebelliere, wiitend werde und Sunny Riicksichtslosig-
kait und ibertriebene Harte mir gegeniiber vorwerfe: Sie kennt meine
(irenzen besser als ich. In jedem Training holt sie ein Stiick mehr
Willenskraft und Durchhaltevermdgen aus mir heraus. Sie lehrt mich,
mein Wissen iber mich selbst, meine Kraft, meine Kérpersprache,
meine Korperhaltung wichtiger zu nehmen als alles, was man mir
hisher zugeschrieben hat. Von Tag zu Tag verandert Taekwondo mein
| aben. Ich ferne nicht nur, mich im Training als adaquate Gegnerin
und Mitstreiterin ernst zu nehmen oder Respekt fir mich einzufor-
dern, sondern auch auRerhalb des Trainings, in meinem Leben.

Mit der Zeit verbindet Sunny und mich eine innige Freundschaft.

I ines Abends nach dem Training driickt sie mir einen Zeitungsaus-
schnitt in die Hand; es ist ein Artikel Gber Afrodeutsche, die sich

dus erste Mal bundesweit, und zwar hier in der N3he von Frankfurt,
treffen wollen. Afrodeutsche - was fiir ein Wort? Was geht mich das
an, denke ich und werfe den Zeitungsausschnitt in den Papierkorb.
Was um alles in der Welt will ich mit »meinesgleichen«? Nein, ich

will auf keinen Fall zu diesem Treffen. Ich bin nicht bereit, aus meiner
Anonymitat herauszutreten, mich womdglich sichtbar zu machen, fur
wen? Nein, ich will nicht in andere afrodeutsche Gesichter sehen und
meinem Schmerz begegnen. Meine Angst ist zu groR, zu grof3, um all
dem Erlebten, das ich versuche hinter mir zu lassen, erneut zu be-
gegnen. Der HaR auf meine Hautfarbe ist viel groer als der Wunsch,
andere afrodeutsche Frauen und Manner kennenzulernen.

loh habe mich an dieses Leben gewdhnt, an die Ausgrenzungen und
dus Anderssein, an meine Wut und an mein Dasein, das den meisten
weien Menschen nicht paf3t. Mein Wissen um Ungerechtigkeit hat
liis zu diesem Tag meinem Uberleben gedient. Ich bin nicht bereit -
noch nicht -, in eine Gemeinschaft von Afrodeutschen einzutreten.
loh will nicht héren, was sie zu sagen haben, will mich ihrem Schmerz,
der aller Wahrscheinlichkeit nach auch meiner ist, nicht stellen.

Die Konfrontation mit weien Menschen ist mir vertraut und deshalb
waniger bedrohlich als eine magliche Konfrontation mit Schwarzen
F'rauen und Mannern. WeiRRe Menschen werden sich nie andern, und
dlus gibt mir Sicherheit.

I twa ein halbes Jahr spater erhalte ich vollig unerwartet einen Anruf
von einer afrodeutschen Frau, die mich freundlich und mit warmher-
slger Stimme zum néchsten afrodeutschen Treffen einladt. Ich ent-
scheide mich daraufhin, doch andere Afrodeutsche kennenzulernen.

I in wenig aufgeregt lege ich wie schon so oft meine Sachen zurecht, um
nnch einer Tasse Kaffee zu einer Verabredung, zum Training, zu einem
I'ust, zu einer Lesung zu gehen oder wie diesmal, um Afrodeutsche zu
treffen. Miktrauisch mir selbst gegeniiber, stelle ich mir die Frage, ob ich
disse Chance wahrnehmen will, mich dem Rassismus, dem Schwarzsein
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und dem Dialog dartiber mit Schwarzen Menschen zu stellen.

Ich mache mich auf den Weg und bleibe nirgendwo stehen, um nicht
in Versuchung zu geraten, etwa doch noch umzukehren. 20 Minuten
spéater betrete ich eine Wohnung, in der zwdlf andere afrodeutsche
Frauen und Minner bereits auf mich warten. Sie sind herzlich und
heien mich frohlich willkommen: »Wir freuen uns, daft du da bist.«
Eine Frau sagt sogar: »lch bin gliicklich, daR es dich gibt.« Und dann:
»Komm und setz dich zu uns, wir wollen gemeinsam essen und vonei-
nander horen, wie es uns geht.«

Ich bin sprachlos.

Ein Traum ist zu Ende
Reste meiner Tag- und Nachttraume steigen in meinem
Kérper hoch,
Traumtinze.
Esist wie ein Licht, das den Raum um mich erhelit.
Ich bin weder Schwarz noch weil3,
sondern durchlassig und transparent.
‘ Es erschreckt mich, weil ich annehme, alle kénnen mich
|| sehen.
. Erschépft lehne ich mich an eine Wand
‘ und lasse meinen Korper fallen.
Ich gliihe - und in dem Gefiihl des Willkommens und
Ankommens sehe ich in Gesichter, die meines widerspiegeln.
Ich schliee meine Augen und ermesse die Unendlichkeit
zwischen meiner Sehnsucht und meiner Einsamkeit.
Ich fiihle die Versuchung in mir und will zu thnen,
nur ein Stlick néher.
Meine Angst kriecht mir Gber den Riicken,
und ich schaue verzweifelt auf meine braunen Hénde.
Ich will allen zurufen:
»lch brauche Hande, eure braunen Hande.«
Doch die leiseste Beriihrung hatte meinen Kérper
zersplittern lassen.
Mein Atem wird langsamer.
Wir treffen uns dann jede Woche, telefonieren und sorgen uns um-
einander. Ich bin geriihrt und verstehe erst gar nicht, was mit mir
geschieht. Wie betrunken verlasse ich unsere Treffen und brauche
immer ein paar Tage, um wieder nilichtern zu werden. 39 Jahre in
volliger Isolation aufgewachsen zu sein, nur in mein eigenes Schwar-
zes Gesicht gesehen zu haben, kommt mir genauso unglaublich vor
wie die Tatsache, jetzt nicht langer allein zu sein. Mir wird kiar, da ich
mich bisher immer nur von WeiRen unterschieden habe, und die sind
in der Regel »besser« als ich. Sie sind mir in allem Gberlegen, werden
geachtet, bevorzugt, miissen sich nicht ihr Leben lang in Frage stellen.
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~ Ika Hiigel-Marshall Invisible Wor

Translated by Elizabeth Gaffney (1982)

I must change something about my life, I think, and for the first time in
ages I hang up my coat on the rack instead of tossing it over the back of a
chair. 1 pick up the newspaper and plop down on the couch, even though
['m too tired to read. 1 flip the pages distractedly and my eyes land on a bold
printed advertisement: TAE KWON DO FOR WOMEN, MONDAY'S AND WEDNES-
DAYS 7-9:00 PM.

It’s just want I needed right now: a martial arts class, working out, meet-
ing new people. Within the week I have begun training with five other new
women.

Sunny is more than just my Tae Kwon Do instructor. From the first in-
stant, she makes me feel welcome. I can hardly believe any white person,
but especially one I"ve just met, could offer me so much consideration and
respect. Until now, I've always had to prove myself to people. With Sunny,
| don’t feel the need to prove that I’'m just as good, just as capable, just as
weak or strong, or just as likeable as my white sisters. She demands the
utmost from me in class. She pushes me to train harder and overcome my
self-imposed limits to open myself to new energy, not to give up, to focus, to
believe in myself and my abilities.

There are twenty-five women in the training at the school, and the atmos-
phere is one of friendly open-mindedness. I am the only black woman, but
| encounter no racism, neither tacit nor overt. 1 don’t know what the other
women think of me or whether they know other blacks. The entire tone of the
place is set by Sunny’s personality and her insistence that there is no place
for racism, sexism, or discrimination of any sort in Tae Kwon Do training.
All the women treat one another—and even me—with tolerance and respect.
I'he school is an entirely positive place for me. I’'m learning the art of Tae
IKwon Do. Remarkably, I’'m doing it in an environment where racism is not
inherent.

I am overjoyed to be in training at this school and to have Sunny as a
(cacher, even if I sometimes rebel against the training, grow angry, and feel
that Sunny is too harsh. She knows my limits better than I do. Every class,
the extracts a little more will power or persistence from me. She teaches me
(hat self-knowledge—my own awareness of my strengths, the language of
my own body, and how I hold myself—is far more important than any other
(uality anyone has ever attributed me. Everyday, Tae Kwon Do changes my
life. I learn not only to take myself seriously as an opponent, a combatant,
but to demand respect while fighting. These are lessons I will carry with me

ihroughout the rest of my life.
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In time, Sunnny and I also become close friends. One night, after class,
she hands me a newspaper clipping, an article about the first-ever national
gathering of Afro-Germans, which will be taking place in the near future.
right here in Frankfurt. Afro-Germans? What kind of word is that? I tell my-
self ’m not interested and toss the paper in the trash can. Why would I want
anything to do with “people of my own kind?” There’s no way I'm going
to that meeting. I’m not prepared to give up my anonymity. Why should |
make myself visible all of a sudden, for whom? I don’t want to ook into
“Afro-German” faces and see more of my own pain. I'm far too afraid of
reliving all I’ve worked so hard to put behind me, and my hatred of the color
of my skin far outweighs any desire I might have to meet other Afro-German
men and women.

I’'m used to this life, to being excluded, to being different, to being angry.
to the fact that my very existence is considered improper by the majority of
Germans. My own understanding of injustice has thus far sufficed to ensurc
my survival. I’'m not ready—not yet—to join a community of people like
myself. I don’t want to hear what they have to say and I don’t want to deal
with their pain, which is all too likely the same pain | have experienced.

I'm used to being in conflict with whites, and therefore I find that state
of conflict less threatening than the possiblity that I might come info conflict
with other blacks. I know whites will never change, but atleast this provides
me with a certain security—I know what to expect.

Then about six months later, I recieve a completely unexpected phone
call from an Afro-German woman who invites me in a frinedly, warm voice
to another gathering of Afro-Germans. 1 decide on the basis of her call that
I’ll do it—T"1l go meet these Afro-Germans.

I'm getting my things together, getting ready to leave the apartment just as
I would any other day, having finished my coffee before going to a meeting,
to Tae Kwon Do, to a party, to a reading. But today I'm a little nervous—I"m
on my way to meet the Afro-German group. I don’t trust myself. I’'m not sure
that I really want to take up all the issues of racism and being black or to enter
into dialogue about them with other blacks.

I leave the house and don’t let myself stop moving the whole way there,
lest I lose my momentum and turn back around. Twenty minutes later, [ walk
into an apartment where there are already twelve other Afro-Germans. They
welcome me warmly.

“We’re so glad you came.”
One woman even tells me: “I’'m so glad you exist.”

And then, “Come on, let’s sit down and eat. We all want to hear how
things are going for everyone.”

I am speechless.

A Dream is Over

Scraps of dreams and daydreams rise

up in my body.

Dreamdances. As if there were a light brightening the space around me.

I am not black, not white,

I am permeable, transparent.

It startles me when I realize everyone can see me.

Fxhuasted, I lean back against a wall

and let my body collapse.

I’'m glowing—and through this sensation of welcome and

arrival, I look into faces that mirror my own.

| close my eyes and consider the eternity

that lies between my longing and my loneliness. [ am tempted and want
{0 po toward them,

Just a bit closer.

My fear creeps up over my shoulders,

and I look at my brown hands.

| want to call out,

“I need hands, your brown hands.”

But the merest touch would cause my body

fo shatter.

My breathing grows quiet.

We meet every week, talk on the phone, take care of each other. I am
moved by the expperience and at first T don’t really understand what is hap-
ppening to me. I leave each meeting intoxicated, and it takes half the week
lor me to come back down to Earth. I don’t know what’s more unbelieva-
ble—the thirty-nine years in which I lived in total isolation, never seeing a
black face that wasn’t my own, or the fact that now, suddenly I’m not alone
anymore. I now see that I've always compared myself to whites and have
almost uniformly judged them to be better, superior in every pursuit, worthi-
or of respect, preferable. Afterall, they hadn’t questioned themselves every
day of their lives. Now that I’ve met other Afro-Germans, { see for the first
time that differences can unite people, not just divide them. We acknowledge
each others’ strengths and weaknesses, and not just as a collective—each and
everyone of us does it him or herself, in his or her own way. The color of our
skin and our common struggle to survive create a bond between us that we
never felt among whites.

I’'m not all by myself at tthe edge of this world anymore. I belong to a
proup that wants me to belong. Our meetings are characterized by mutual re-
(pect and attentiveness. Survival is no longer a question of strength or pride;
il 15 a decision.

Step by step I begin to discover who I am. In the meetings with my broth-
vy and sisters, | am set free from the self-doubt and pain--some of which
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is on the surface, some of which has long been buried—that whites
created in me and ultimately trained me to feel, all the while accusing
me of hypersensitivity. I am able to believe in myself, to take myself
seriously and to unlearn much of what whites have taught me. I even
begin to love myself, my skin color, everything that | am——but slow-
ly, carefully. Every time I repossess a part of my heart or my body,
it hurts. And finally, T discover that | can love myself as well as my
brothers and sisters.

With my newly won self-assurance there also comes a sense of
indignation and outrage. [ am enraged with all those who have shirked
responsibility for what I’ve endured, with all those who did not want
me to survive. I should not have to strive to be acknowledged or want-
ed. Never again will I stand politely by while people look down on
me. I will no longer trust the type of person who, having just hurt me
with their words or attitudes, then bursts into tears because they can’t
take my pain or my anger at them. They caused that anger. I'm no
longer troubled by the possiblity that whites will distance themselves
from me if I don’t believe in a manner they expect. I’ve struggled long
enough without any support from those people, and I survived it, but
’m not going to fight against myself anymore.

As long as I don’t know what I want, others will decide for me. As
long as I don’t define myself, others will. As long as I don’t know who
I'am, others will try to tell me who I ought to be. My mother thought
Erika was a beautiful name, the most beautiful name she could give
me, and till now I’ve always liked it. But I decide that from here on
out [ will call myself Ika. Almost everyone else does, too.




tru all di learnin
di teachin
rizistin
an assistin
di lovin
di givin
organizin
an difyin

dat di kaizah a darkness

did kyapcha yu awt

dat di lass time mi si yu

would be di lass time mi si yu
dat you woz free

fallin scrcamin

terteen stanzahs doun

yu final poem in blood pan di groun
dat soh sudden dat soh soon
you wouda fly out

pon a wan way tickit to ghana
gaan ketch up wid you paas
mongst yu ancestaz

wi give tanks

fi dilife

yu share wid wi
wi give tanks

fi dilite

yu shine pon wi
wi give tanks

fi dilove

yu showah pon wi

wi give tanks
fi yu memabhri




Schwarz Afrika der Frauen (1989) |

One of the Others (1989)

1986 war ich drei Monate in
Ghana, dem Geburtsland
meines Vaters. Nachdem
ich bei deutschen Pflege-

In 1986 1 spent three
months in Ghana, my fa-
ther’s native country. Hav-
ing grown up with German

eltern aufgewachsen war,
sprach ich natlrlich kein
Wort Twi oder eine der
anderen Landessprachen,
war vielmehr froh, mich mit
meinen Englischkenntnissen
einigermafen kommunikati-
onsfahig zu fihlen.

Je naher der Tag der Ab-
reise rlickte, desto stirker
wurden meine Zweifel, ob
ich mich geniigend auf die
Reise vorbereitet hatte. Wie
viele Medikamente sollte ich

Translated by Anne V. Adams

foster parents, I, of course.
spoke not one word of Twi
or any of the other indig-
enous languages; in fact |
was glad I could communi-
cate with some competence
with my knowledge of
English.

The closer my departure
came, the stronger were
my doubts about how well
I had prepared myself for
the journey. How many

mitnehmen, warme Klei-
dungsstiicke, Geschenke,
Kontaktadressen?

ich war froh, als ich endlich am
Flughafen stand. Die Hin-und
Herliberlegerei hatte mich am
Ende dazu gebracht, nur ein Mi-
nimum von allem mitzunehmen
(was ich spiter auch nicht zu
bereuen hatte). Die Gepackwaa-
ge zeigte elf Kilogramm, inklusi-
ve Jugendherbergsschlafsack,
Moskitonetz und dem einzigen
warmen Pullover fir kithle
Stunden. In der Tat war es trotz
Regenzeit fast immer heiR. Auch
die wenigen Regenfille brachten
immer nur fiir kurze Zeit Abkiih-
lung.

Ich hatte mich fiir einen

medicines should I take,
any warm clothing, gifts,
contact addresses?

[ was glad to be finally stand-
ing at the airport. With all the
vacillating, trying to make up
my mind, I ended up taking
only a minimum of everything
(which I didn’t regret later).
The baggage scale showed
eleven kilos, including youth
hostel sleeping bag, mosquito
net, and the one warm sweater
in case it got cool. Actually, in
spite of the rainy season, it was
nearly always hot; even the
few rain showers cooled things
down for only brief periods.
For a part of the trip [ had

nationalen Workcamp-Orga-
nisation angeschlossen, die in
Verbindung mit einer ghanai-
schen Organisation Projekte

2ur Forderung der sozialen und
okonomischen Strukturen in
landlichen Gebieten durchfiihrt.
Nach einiger Zeit stellte ich fest,
dal viele der Projekte zwar in
(uter Absicht eingeleitet wur-
den, jedoch irgendwann unvol-
lendet brachlagen. So gab es
einige angefangene Schulbauten
und Anpfanzungen, um die sich
nach Workcamp-Ende niemand
mehr gekimmert hatte. Neben
der Knappheit von Rohstoffen,
Werkzeugen und Baumaterialien
Ist meine einzige Erklarung da-
ltir, daR die Dorfbewohner, also
die eigentlich gemeinten Nutz-
hieRer der Vorhaben, zu wenig in
die Planung einbezogen waren.
50 kamen viele der Projekte nur
in Absprache mit wenigen Ein-
geweihten und Verantwortlichen
In Gang und liefen so lange, wie
die unterstiitzenden Organisati-
onen von auflerhalb Workcam-
per und Geld schickten.

Natlirlich boten die Arbeits-
aufenthalte in verschiedenen
Dorfern fir die europaischen
Camper und auch fiir mich eine
vinzigartige Gelegenheit, mit
Ghanaern (iber gemeinsames
Arbeiten und Wohnen in in-
tensiven Kontakt zu kommen.
I-benso empfanden es auch viele
Ghanaer als positiv, Europdern
nicht nur im Voriibergehen und
als konsumierenden Touristen
\ begegnen. Trotzdem wire
0 Selbstbetrug zu behaupten,

gram that collaborated with a
Ghanaian organization carrying
out projects dealing with rural
social and economic struc-
tures. After a while I came to
the conclusion that many of
the projects, though initiated
with good intentions, ended

up at some point uncomplet-
ed. Consequently there were
school buildings and farm plots
started that no one bothered
with anymore after the end of
the work camp. Besides the
scarcity of raw materials, tools
and building materials, my
only explanation for it is that
the villagers, the actual bene-
ficiaries of the project, had not
been sufficiently included in
the planning. As a result many
projects went ahead in consul-
tation with only a few insiders
and supervisors and continued
only as long as the sponsoring
organizations sent work camp-
ers and money from outside.

Of course, the work tours in
different villages provided the
European campers, including
myself, a unique opportunity
for close contact with Ghana-
ians by working and living to-
gether. Likewise, many Ghana-
ians responded positively to
meeting Europeans other than
as travelers passing through
and as money-spending tour-
ists. Nevertheless we would be
deceiving ourselves to claim
that through our work we ac-
tually contributed to Ghana’s

signed up with an inter-

; durch unseren Arbeitsein-
national work camp pro-

stz der wirtschaftlichen

opment. All in all there is

]‘\’ Teil der Reise einer inter-
i
l

.E economic and social devel-




und sozialen Entwicklung
Ghanas dienlich gewesen zu
sein. Summa summarum bleibt
das Gefiihl, zumindest keinen
grofden Schaden angerichtet zu
haben, und die Erinnerung an
den guten Willen, den Urlaub
sinnvoll, nicht nur faulenzend,
gestaltet zu haben.

Flr mich stand nicht so sehr der
Arbeitseinsatz im Vordergrund.
Schon gar nicht war ich mit hel-
ferischen Absichten nach Ghana
gefahren oder mit dem Wunsch
nach Erholung und Abwechs-
fung. Vielmehr wollte ich die
Wurzeln meiner afrikanischen
Herkunft erkunden, das Leben
des Landes ersplren, in dem ich
ebenso wie in der Bundesrepu-
blik - vielleicht besser? - hitte
aufwachsen kbnnen.

Aber ich bin nicht in Ghana auf-
gewachsen. Und wenn ich mich
auch dulerlich unbeobachtet
und unhinterfragt im Straenbild
bewegen konnte - ein angeneh-
mer Kontrast zu meinem Alltag
in deutschen Stadten -, so war es
mit der Unbeschwertheit spates-
tens dann vorbei, wenn ich den
Mund zum Sprechen Sffnete:
eine schwarze Deutsche?! Eine
schwarze Frau, die in einer wei-
Ren Familie aufgewachsen istl?

In der Tat unterschieden sich die
Fragen, die mir immer wieder
gestelit wurden, nicht allzu sehr
vorn denen in Deutschiand. Aller-
dings gab es einen gravierenden
Unterschied: Zwar wurde ich
von vielen Ghanaern schnell sls
weifde Européerin betrachtet,
nicht selten sogar als White

still the feeling of at least not
having done any great harm,
along with the memory of
goodwill and of having spent
a meaningful vacation rather
than wasting it away.

For me the work project was
not so much a priority. By no
means had I gone to Ghana for
the purpose of helping or seek-
ing relaxation and a change

of scenery. Of far greater
importance was my desire to
know the roots of my African
background, to feel the life of
the country where I might just
as well—maybe even better—
have grown up as in the FRG.
But I didn’t grow up in Ghana.
And even if | was able to move
about the streets unnoticed

and unharrassed with ques-
tions—a pleasant contrast to
my everyday experience in
German cities—that carefree
feeling came to an end as soon
as | opened my mouth to speak:
a black German?! A black
woman who grew up in a white
family?

In fact the questions that [ was
asked over and over were not
so very different from those in
Germany. However, there was
one substantive difference:
Even though I was quickly
perceived by many Ghanaians
as a white European, and even
often referred to as White
Lady, no one ever considered
not accepting me as a Ghanaian
anyway. Not only that no

Lady bezeichnet, niemand one thought it necessary




lolge muB es in Europa einfach
(roRartig, ja nahezu paradie-
slsch sein. Wie kommt es sonst,
dal fast alle Europaer in Ghana
reich sind? Selbst arbeitslose
Weile kénnen es sich leisten, thr
lLand fir mehrere Wochen oder
gar Monate zu vertassen, umin
Ghana Urlaub zu machen.

ks ist der verstandliche Traum
von vielen Leuten in Ghana,

fiir einige Zeit nach Europa zu
gehen, um dort zu arbeiten, mit
dem verdienten Geld eine Exis-
tenz in Ghana aufzubauen und
die Familie zu unterstiitzen.

Ein Ghanaer, der zu Besuch
kommt und sagt, dafl es ihm
schlecht geht in Deutschiand,
dal er oder sie nicht in der Lage
ist, noch weitere Familienmit-
glieder nachzuholen, ihnen Aus-
bildung oder Lebensunterhalt in
Ghana zu finanzieren, erscheint
unglaubwiirdig. Er muR versagt
haben oder vielleicht durch die
Abwesenheit der Familie eigen-
nutzig geworden sein und nun
nur noch das eigene Wohl im
Auge haben.

Dabei ist zu bedenken, daR oft
die ganze Familie seine Ausreise
ermoglichte, denn mit einem
durchschnittlichen Gehalt kann
sich im Grunde niemand jemals
ein Ticket nach Europa leisten.

Wie schwer es ist, die Erwar-
tungen und damit verbundenen
Hoffnungen zu enttauschen,
habe ich bereits an dem Tag
erlebt, an dem ich die Familie
meines Vaters besuchte.

Ein im Grunde ungeplanter,
spontaner Besuch, der sich

auf dem Hintergrund ergab,

It is understandably the dream
of many in Ghana to go to
Europe for a while, to work,
use the money earned to build
a life in Ghana and support
the family. No one believes

a Ghanaian who comes for a
visit and says that things are
bad for them in Germany, that
he or she is not in the position
to send for more family mem-
bers, to finance their education
and living expenses in Ghana.
Surely, he must have failed or
has perhaps become selfish in
the absence of his family, with
only his own good in mind.

In that regard it bears empha-
sizing that often it was the
whole family that made the
journey abroad possible, for
virtually no one can afford a
ticket to Europe on the average
salary.

How difficult it is to dash the
expectations and the hopes
attached to them, I experi-
enced for myself on the day I
visited my father’s family. It
was basically an unplanned,
spontaneous visit, resulting
from the willingness of every-
one whom I told that my father
was Ghanaian to help me look
for my relatives. I wasn’t even
certain myself whether I even
wanted to make contact with
anyone in the family, consid-
ering that I hardly knew my
father and that it had been

so long since he had lived in
Ghana.

So, how would his family
react to me? Who among



daf fast alle, denen ich erzéhlte,
daR mein Vater aus Ghana ist,
sich erboten, mir bei der Suche
nach meinen Verwandten behilf-
lich zu sein. lch war mir keines-
wegs sicher, ob ich Gberhaupt
Kontakt zu einem der Famili-
enmitglieder wollte, zumal ich
doch meinen Vater kaum kannte
und er schon lange nicht mehr in
Ghana lebte.

Wie wiirde seine Familie also auf
mich reagieren? Wer von ihnen
wufdte Uberhaupt von meiner
Existenz?

Schiieflich bot mir jemand an,
unverbindlich ein paar Infor-
mationen (ber meine Familie
einzuholen, da sie nicht weit
von seinem Heimatort zu leben
schien. Als ich den Mann zwei
Wochen spater wiedertraf,
erzahhte er mir:

»ich habe meine Hausaufgabe
erledigt. Von einem Arbeitskolle-
gen weild ich, dald er aus der Ge-
gend kommt, aus der dein Vater
stammt. Und siehe da, als ich ihn
fragte, stellte sich im Gespréch
heraus, daf? er ein Onksl von dir
ist. leh fuhr mit ihm gleich zu
deinem Groldvater und kann dir
nun mit Stolz mitteilen, daf dich
dein Groflvater freudig erwar-
tet. Und nicht nur er und seine
Familie sind auf deinen Besuch
gespannt, sondern das ganze
Dorf trifft Vorbereitungen. Ich
habe angekiindigt, dal du am
nachsten Wochenende erschei-
nen wirst.«

ich weil3, daf? ich versuchte,
dankbar zu l5cheln, wihrend
mich gleichzeitig leises Ent-
setzen beschiich. Die
scheinbar harmilosen

them even knew of my exist-
ence?

Finally someone offered, with
no guarantee, to gather a few
pieces of information about my
family, since they apparently
lived not far from his home-
town. When I met the man two
weeks later, he told me:

“I’ve done my homework. |
learned from a co-worker that
he comes from the area that
your father comes from. And,
would you believe, when I was
questioning him, it so happens
that he is an uncle of yours. I
went with him right away to
your grandfather’s and | am
now proud to report to you that
your grandfather is happily ex-
pecting you. And not only are
he and his family excited about
your visit, but the whole vil-
lage is making preparations. |
told them that you would show
up there next weekend.”

I know [ tried to smile in
appreciation, while a quiet
feeling of horror crept up on
me. The seemingly harmless
announcements had snatched
all decision-making out of my
hands.

“They’ll surely slaughter a cow
or a goat for you.”

“They’1l all be so happy and
convince you on the spot to
stay there.”

“The Ewes are very skilled in
sorcery; their people are
known for it. They will

I rkundigungen hatten mir jede

I ntscheidungsmoglichkeit aus
der Hand genommen.

nGanz bestimmt werden sie eine
Kuh oder eine Ziege fiir dich
schlachten.«

Sie werden sich alle freuen und
dich gleich Gberreden, dazublei-
hen.«

»Die Ewes verfiigen liber sehr
viel Zauberkraft, dafiir ist ihr
Stamm bekannt. Sie werden
sicher versuchen, dich gleich
dazubehalten. AuBerdem
werden sie sehr stolz sein, dald
du aus Deutschland gekommen
bist, um deine Verwandtschaft
20 besuchen. Du wirst so viele
Geschwister, Cousinen und
Cousins, Tanten und Onkel
kennenlernen, da du nie mehr
Grund haben wirst, dich allein
z2u fihlen. Vielleicht findest du
sogar einen Mann dort.«

So und ahnlich kiangen die halb
ernst, halb scherzhaft gemeinten
Prophezeiungen, die mich auf
den Weg in die Volta-Region
begleiteten.

Ich erinnere mich, da ich
meinem Grofdvater, auf Bitten
meines Vaters, vor etwa zehn
Jahren ein Foto von mir zuge-
sandt hatte. Mein kurzer Brief
und das Bild l6sten eine Verwir-
rung aus, die sich erst Monate
spater beheben lie. Ich hatte
namlich meinem GroRRvater
eines der drei Fotos geschickt,
auf denen ich zusammen mit
meinem Vater abgebildet bin.
So erhielt er ein Bild, auf dem ich
drei Jahre alt war, was dazu

fuhrte, dafd er mich fortan @

definitely try to keep you right
there. Besides, they will be
very proud that you have come
from Germany to visit your
relatives. You’ll meet so many
siblings, cousins, aunts and
uncles, that you’ll never again
have any reason to feel alone.
Maybe you’ll even find a hus-
band there.”

These and similar predic-
tions, half serious, half joking,
accompanied me on the way

to the Volta Region. [ remem-
ber that about ten years ago,

at my father’s request, I had
sent a picture of myself to my
grandfather. My brief letter and
photo caused some confusion
that was only resolved months
later. The fact is that I had sent
my grandfather one of three
photos with my father and me
together. So my grandfather
had a picture from when I was
three years old, which caused
him from then on to think I was
a little sister of myself. Con-
sequently, in his reply letter
he said he had heard of the big
girl but not of me, the little
daughter. In any case he was
awaiting the day of our arrival
in his home with open arms.
So, there I stood, now, before
my grandfather. He was, by-
now, 80 years old and I, 26.
As 1 entered his house he came
toward me, just like the letter
said, with outspread arms and
embraced me like I was his
most beloved granddaughter.
What good fortune!

That day that I spent with



fiir eine kleine Schwester von
mir hielt. Dementsprechend hiel
es in seinem Antwortbrief, er
habe zwar von der grof2en, nicht
aber von mir, der kleinen Tochter
gehort. Wie auch immer, er halte
die Arme offen fiir den Tag unse-
rer Ankunft in seinem Haus.

Da stand ich nun also vor mei-
nem GroRvater. Er war inzwi-
schen achtzig Jahre alt, ich
sechsundzwanzig. Als ich sein
Haus betrat, kam er, wie damals
im Brief angekiindigt, mit aus-
gebreiteten Armen auf mich zu
und umarmte mich, als ware ich
eine seiner liebsten Enkelinnen.
Welch ein Glick!

Ich bekam ab dem Tag, denich
mit ihm zusammen verbrachte,
tatsachlich mehr Verwandte zu
sehen, als ich mir hatte trdumen
lassen. Die Alteste unter thnen
war weit Uber hundert Jahre alt
und die Mutter der verstorbenen
Groflmutter.

lch war tief beeindruckt, tiber
Nacht Mitglied meiner GroR-
familie geworden zu sein. Den
ganzen Tag war ich mit Begri-
Ben und Begriftwerden be-
schaftigt.

Nachdem ich die Reise zu
meinen Verwandten angetreten
hatte, versprachen nun einige
von ihnen, mich im Gegenzug in
Deutschland zu besuchen. Daran
konnte ich nur zum Teil mit Vor-
freude denken. In Ghana hatte
ich bei allen Lauten, die ich ken-
nenlernte, und erst recht bei den
Verwandten so lange wohnen
kdnnen, wie ich wollte, ohne daf}
irgendjemand Anstofd daran
genommen hatte. In Berlin

(=)

him I got to see more rela-
tives than I could ever have
dreamed of. The oldest among
them was way over a hundred
years old and the mother of the
deceased grandmother. [ was
deeply moved at becoming a
member of my extended fami-
Iy overnight. The whole day |
was occupied with greeting and
being greeted.

After | had made the journey
to my relatives, some of them
promised in return to visit me
in Germany, for which I could
only be partially enthusiastic.
In Ghana it would have been
possible for me to stay as long
as | wished with any of the
people I met, and especially
widi the relatives, and no one
would have been disturbed.

In Berlin [ wasn’t even living
legally in my apartment, and [
asked myself in all seriousness
what the neighbors would say
and do, particularly if Ghana-
ian relatives were going in an
out of my place for several
weeks. It was already annoy-
ing just thinking about how
people on the street react when
someone asks them for direc-
tions. Most likely my visitors
would also be confronted with
the usual “straight ahead, then
turn right, then left, and then
after you pass the traffic light,
ask again”; whereas in Ghana
someone always went with me
a part of the way. All of a sud-
den my German environment
seemed so cold and un-
communicative. But | kept

wohnte ich nichtmal in meiner
eigenen Wohnung legal, und ich
fragte mich ernsthaft, was die
Nachbarn sagen und vor allem
unternehmen wiirden, wenn fiir
mehrere Wochen ghanaische
Verwandte bei mir aus-und
eingingen. £s war mir schon un-
angenshm, mir vorzustellen, wie
die Leute auf der StrafZe reagie-
ren, wenn sie nhach dem Weg
gefragt werden. Wahrscheinlich
wirden auch meine Besucher in
einem solchen Falle mit dem (ib-
lichen »immer geradeaus, dann
rechts, dann links, und hinter
der Ampel fragen Sie noch mal«
konfrontiert werden, wahrend
ich in Ghana immer ein Stilck
des Weges begleitet worden
war. Pltzlich kam mir meine
deutsche Umgebung so lieblos
und unkommunikativ vor. Doch
ich behielt meine Gedanken fir
mich; ich wuftte ja nicht einmal,
wie ich sie versténdlich machen
konnte.

Als ich mich verabschiedete,
zwinkerte mir mein Groflvater

liebevoll zu und schaute zugleich

ernst und erwartungsvoll, als er
sagte, ich solie nicht soviel an
Deutschiand denken, lieber an
ihn, an Ghana und ein biichen
von dem Licht zurilick bringen,
das die WeilRen aus Afrika fort-
getragen haben.

Ich war und bin nicht sicher, was
sich von dem Glanz zurticktra-
gen 18R, und was sich daraus
machen liele, hier wie dort.

my thoughts to myself; [ didn’t
know if I could have made any-
one understand them anyway.

As I said my good-byes, my
grandfather gave me a lov-

ing wink. Looking at me with
earnest expectation, he told me
not to think about Germany

so much but rather about him,
about Ghana, and to bring back
a little of the light that the
whites had taken away from
Africa.

[ wasn’t and am still not sure
what of the gleam can be

brought back and what could
be done with it, here or there.
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