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Emily Goes


In the Cutting of a Drink

I say, my uncles, if you are going to Accra and anyone tells
you that the best place for you to drop down is at the Circle,
then he has done you good, but . .. Hm ... I even do not
know how to describe it. . . .

‘Are all these beings that are passing this way and that way
human? Did men buy all these cars with money . . .7’

But my elders, I do not want to waste your time. I looked
round and did not find my bag. I just fixed my eyes on the
ground and walked on. . .. Do not ask me why. Each time I
tried to raise my eyes, I was dizzy from the number of cars
which were passing. And I could not stand still. If I did, I felt
as if the whole world was made up of cars in motion. There is
something somewhere, my uncles. Not desiring to deafen you
with too long a story . . .

I stopped walking just before I stepped into the Circle
itself. I stood there for a long time. Then a lorry came along
and I beckoned to the driver to stop. Not that it really stopped.

‘“Where are you going?’ he asked me.

‘I am going to Mamprobi,’ I replied. ‘Jump in,” he said, and
he started to drive away. Hm . . . I nearly fell down climbing
in. As we went round the thing which was like a big bowl on
a very huge stump of wood, I had it in mind to have 2 good
look at it, and later Duayaw told me that it shoots water in the
air . . . but the driver was talking to me, so I could not look
at it properly. He told me he himself was not going to Ma-
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mprobi but he was going to the station where I could take a
lorry which would be going there. . ..

Yes, my uncle, he did not deceive me. Immediately we
arrived at the station I found the driver of a lorry shouting
‘Mamprobi, Mamprobi’. Finally when the clock struck about
two-thirty, I was knocking on the door of Duayaw. I did not
knock for long when the door opened. Ah, I say, he was fast
asleep, fast asleep I say, on a Saturday afternoon.

‘How can folks find time to sleep on Saturday afternoons?’
I asked myself. We hailed each other heartily. My uncles,
Duayaw has done well for himself. His mother Nsedua is a
very lucky woman.

How is it some people are lucky with school and others are
not? Did not Mansa go to school with Duayaw here in this
very school which I can see for myself? What have we done
that Mansa should have wanted to stop going to school?

But I must continue with my tale. . . . Yes, Duayaw has
done well for himself. His room has fine furniture. Only it is
too small. I asked him why and he told me he was even lucky
to have got that narrow place that looks like a box. It is very
hard to find a place to sleep in the city. . . .

He asked me about the purpose of my journey. I told him
everything. How, as he himself knew, my sister Mansa had
refused to go to school after ‘Klase Tri’ and how my mother
had tried to persuade her to go . . .

My mother, do not inferrupt me, everyone present here
knows you tried to do what you could by your daughter.

Yes, I told him how, after she had refused to go, we finally
took her to this woman who promised to teach her to keep
house and to work with the sewing machine . . . and how she
came home the first Christmas after the woman took her but
has never been home again, these twelve years.

Duayaw asked me whether it was my intention then to look
for my sister in the city. I told him yes. He laughed saying,
‘You are funny. Do you think you can find a woman in this
place? You do not know where she is staying. You do not even
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know whether she is married or not. Where can we find her
if someone big has married her and she is now living in one
of those big bungalows which are some ten miles from the
city?’

Do you cry ‘My Lord’, mother? You are surprised about
what I said about the marriage? Do not be. I was surprised
too, when he talked that way. I too cried ‘My Lord’ ... Yes, I
too did, mother. But you and I have forgotten that Mansa
was born a girl and girls do not take much time to grow. We
are thinking of her as we last saw her when she was ten years
old. But mother, that is twelve years ago. . . .

Yes, Duayaw told me that she is by now old enough to
marry and to do something more than merely marry. [ asked
him whether he knew where she was and if he knew whether
she had any children - ‘Children?’ he cried, and he started
laughing, a certain laugh. . ..

I was looking at him all the time he was talking. He told
me he was not just discouraging me but he wanted me to see
how big and difficult it was, what I proposed to do. I replied
that it did not matter. What was necessary was that even if
Mansa was dead, her ghost would know that we had not for-
gotten her entirely. That we had not let her wander in other
people’s towns and that we had tried to bring her home. . . .

These are useless tears you have started to weep, my
mother. Have I said anything to show that she was dead?

Duayaw and I decided on the little things we would do the
following day as the beginning of our search. Then he gave me
water for my bath and brought me food. He sat by me while I
ate and asked me for news of home. I told him that his father
has married another woman and of how last year the akatse
spoiled all our cocoa. We know about that already. When I
finished eating, Duayaw asked me to stretch out my bones on
the bed and I did. I think I slept fine because when I opened
my eyes it was dark. He had switched on his light and there
was a woman in the room. He showed me her as a friend but I
think she is the girl he wants to marry against the wishes of
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his people. She is as beautiful as sunrise, but she does not come
from our parts. . . .

When Duayaw saw that I was properly awake, he told
me it had struck eight o’clock in the evening and his friend
had brought some food. The three of us ate together.

Do not say ‘Ei’, uncle, it seems as if people do this thing
in the city. A woman prepares a meal for a man and eats it
with him. Yes, they do so often.

My mouth could not manage the food. It was prepared from
cassava and corn dough, but it was strange food all the same.
I tried to do my best. After the meal, Duayaw told me we
were going for a night out. It was then I remembered my bag.
I told him that as matters stood, I could not change my cloth
and I could not go out with them. He would not hear of it.
‘It would certainly be a crime to come to this city and not go
out on a Saturday night.” He warned me though that there
might not be many people, or anybody at all, where we were
going who would also be in cloth but I should not worry
about that.

Cut me a drink, for my throat is very dry, my uncle. . . .

When we were on the street, I could not believe my eyes.
The whole place was as clear as the sky. Some of these lights
are very beautiful indeed. Everyone should see them . . . and
there are so many of them! ‘Who is paying for all these lights?
I asked myself. I could not say that aloud for fear Duayaw
would laugh.

We walked through many streets until we came to a big
building where a band was playing. Duayaw went to buy tickets
for the three of us.

You all know that I had not been to anywhere like that
before. You must allow me to say that I was amazed. ‘Ei, are
all these people children of human beings? And where are
they going? And what do they want?’

Before I went in, I thought the building was big, but when
I went in, I realised the crowd in it was bigger. Some were
in front of a counter buying drinks, others were dancing . . .
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Yes, that was the case, uncle, we had gone to a place where
they had given a dance, but I did not know.

Some people were sitting on iron chairs around iron tables.
Duayaw told some people to bring us a table and chairs and
they did. As soon as we sat down, Duayaw asked us what we
would drink. As for me, I told him lamlale but his woman
asked for ‘Beer’ . . .

Do not be surprised, uncles.

Yes, I remember very well, she asked for beer. It was not
long before Duayaw brought them. I was too surprised to
drink mine. I sat with my mouth open and watched the
daughter of a woman cut beer like a man. The band had
stopped playing for some time and scon they started again.
Duayaw and his woman went to dance. I sat there and drank
my lamlale. 1 cannot describe how they danced.

After some time, the band stopped playing and Duayaw and
his woman came to sit down. I was feeling cold and I told
Duayaw. He said, ‘And this is no wonder, have you not been
drinking this women'’s drink all the time?’

‘Does it make one cold?’ I asked him.

‘Yes,” he replied. ‘Did you not know that? You must drink
beer.’

‘Yes,” I replied. So he bought me beer. When I was drink-
ing the beer, he told me I would be warm if I danced.

“‘You know I cannot dance the way you people dance,’” |
told him.

‘And how do we dance?’ he asked me.

‘I think you all dance like white men and as I do not know
how that is done, people would laugh at me,” I said. Duayaw
started laughing. He could not contain himself. He laughed
so much his woman asked him what it was all about. He said
something in the white man’s language and they started laugh-
ing again. Duayaw then told me that if people were dancing,
they would be so busy that they would not have time to watch
others dance. And also, in the city, no one cares if you dance
well or not . . .
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Yes, I danced too, my uncles. I did not know anyone, that
is true. My uncle, do not say that instead of concerning
myself with the business for which I had gone to the city, I
went dancing. Oh, if you only knew what happened at this
place, you would not be saying this. I would not like to stop
somewhere and tell you the end . . . I would rather like to put
a rod under the story, as it were, clear off every little creeper
in the bush . ..

But as we were talking about the dancing, something made
Duayaw turn to look behind him where four women were
sitting by the table. . . . Oh! he turned his eyes quickly,
screwed his face into something queer which I could not
understand and told me that if I wanted to dance, I could ask
one of those women to dance with me.

My uncles, 1 too was very surprised when T heard that. I
asked Duayaw if people who did not know me would dance
with me’ He said ‘Yes.” I lifted my eyes, my uncles, and looked
at those four young women sitting round a table alone. They
were sitting all alone, [ say. I got up.

I hope 1 am making myself clear, my uncles, but I was
trembling like water in a brass bowl.

Immediately one of them saw me, she jumped up and said
something in that kind of white man’s language which every-
one, even those who have not gone to school, speak in the
city. I shook my head. She said something else in the language
of the people of the place. I shook my head again. Then 1
heard her ask me in Fante whether I wanted to dance with her.
I replied ‘Yes.’

Ei! my little sister, are you asking me a question? Oh! you
want to know whether 1 found Mansa? I do not know. . . .
Our uncles have asked me to tell everything that happened
there, and you too! I am cooking the whole meal for you, why
do you want to lick the ladle now?

Yes, I went to dance with her. 1 kept looking at her so
much I think I was all the time stepping on her feet. I say, she
was as black as you and I, but her hair was very long and fell

35



No Sweetness Here

on her shoulders like that of a white woman. I did not touch
it but I saw it was very soft. Her lips with that red paint
looked like a fresh wound. There was no space between her
skin and her dress. Yes, I danced with her. When the music
ended, I went back to where I was sitting. I do not know what
she told her companions about me, but I heard them laugh.

It was this time that something made me realise that they
were all bad women of the city. Duayaw had told me I would
feel warm if I danced, yet after I had danced, I was colder
than before. You would think someone had poured water on
me. I was unhappy thinking about these women. ‘Have they
no homes?’ I asked myself. ‘Do not their mothers like them?
God, we are all toiling for our threepence to buy something
to eat . . . but oh! God! this is no work.’

When I thought of my own sister, who was lost, I became
a little happy because I felt that although I had not found
her, she was nevertheless married to a big man and all was
well with her.

When they started to play the band again, I went to the
women'’s table to ask the one with whom I had danced to dance
again. But someone had gone with her already. I got one of the
two who were still sitting there. She went with me. When we
were dancing she asked me whether it was true that I was a
Fante. I replied ‘Yes.” We did not speak again. When the
band stopped playing, she told me to take her to where they
sold things to buy her beer and cigarettes. I was wondering
whether I had the money. When we were where the lights
were shining brightly, samething told me to look at her face.
Something pulled at my heart.

“Young woman, is this the work you do?’ I asked her.

“Young man, what work do you mean?’ she too asked me.
I laughed.

‘Do you not know what work?’ I asked again.

‘And who are you to ask me such questions? I say, who are
you? Let me tell you that any kind of work is work. You
villager, you villager, who are you?’ she screamed.
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I was afraid. People around were looking at us. I laidd my
hands on her shoulders to calm her down and she hit them
away.

‘Mansa, Mansa,’ I said. ‘Do you not know me?’ She looked
at me for a long time and started laughing. She laughed,
laughed as if the laughter did not come from her stomach. Yes,
as if she was hungry.

‘I think you are my brother,’ she said. ‘Hm.’

Oh, my mother and my aunt, oh, little sister, are you all
weeping’? As for you women!

What is there to weep about? I was sent to find a lost child.
I found her a woman.

Cut me a drink . . .

Any kind of work is work. . . . This is what Mansa told me
with a mouth that looked like clotted blood. Any kind of
work is work . . . so do not weep. She will come home this
Christmas.

My brother, cut me another drink. Any form of work is
work . . . is work . . . is work!
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