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“The poet speaks not for himself only but for his fellowmen.  

His cry is their cry, which only he can utter. That is what  

gives it its depth. But if he is to speak for them, he must  

suffer with them, rejoice with them, work with them,  

fight with them.” George Thomson (Marxism and Poetry.  

New York: International Publishers, 1946, p.65) 

 

It was the Hungarian theoretician, Georg Lukacs, who, in the previous century, revived the full 

thrust of the Aristotelian concept of mimesis according to which the literary artifact is regarded 

as pushing beyond the world of surface appearances to capture, crystallize and reflect “the 

essence of things.” 

 

The aesthetic sphere is regarded as a particular type of knowledge, working via devices of 

typification so as to yield anthropomorphic, poetically concrete representation of the dynamic 

tendencies of historical development. 

 

The literary critic must take into consideration the historical forces operative in the construction 

of Kangsen Feka Wakai’s collection (2006); an anthology of verse that is distinguished by its 

luminous clarity and simplicity. 

 

The crucial question, then, would be a reference not to the precise ways in which, in the light of 

their architectural hegemonies, his poetic beacon periscopes reality but rather to the extent of 

their correspondence to it.  

 

Enough then for theory. Let us return closer home to the compass of the discourse. 
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THE GHOST STILL LINGERS 

Cameroon’s troubled history has provided Feka Wakai with the content of several of the poems 

in this first, outstanding collection. These poems couched in the authentic rhetoric of social and 

political protest, hymn the desperate orchestrations of the poet of exile with sardonic impassivity. 

The poems are highly assertive, combative and partisan. 

 

The Cameroonian poems can therefore be fully understood only if placed in the context of the 

economic, social and political relationships in which they were written. “Abakwa Calling” 

[p.19], for instance, is in the vein of revolutionary literature that aim to reflect historical 

contradictions without conjuring them away through an excess of revolutionary optimism. 

 

The poem could be read alongside “Moods of May” “[p.20 of 23]” A lesson for Bobe “(p.15) or 

“Voiceless Agony” [p.11]. 

 

The poems reveal the perspective on which the young author conceives of the complex nature of  

“the epicenter of dissent during the so-called wind of democracy” as well as the individual’s 

confrontation with the contradictory experiences in “Babylon… where certainty hides in the 

murkiness of shadows [p.9 of 23]. 

 

It is in this same vein that the poet invokes the tragic experience that gave monstrous birth to his 

exile. 

 The little window stares piercingly 

 Making mocking faces and lewd gestures 

 Clanging steel doors push me to the fringes 

 of despair. 

 I erased a vice called fear 

 Sustained by the conviction that brought 

 Me here (“Inside the Fence” [p.11 of 23]) 
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The rise and sudden decay of the SDF can therefore be understood only to what it has mimicked, 

most hideously, from the CPDM. Tribalism became a pronounced political structure through the 



first breed of CNU-CPDM politicians but has now become a malignant octopus through the 

policies, programmes and pronouncements of the command system of the “new” Deal. 

 

This cancer has now reached a terrible height under “Great Ambitions”, where appointments are 

made according to tribe and regional groupings and masonic affiliations. 

The SDF’s close-knit tendencies, its exclusiveness that makes outsiders of those who are 

different in any way is in every sense a grotesque borrowing from the CPDM ideal of national 

integration. 

 

The passion with which Feka Wakai then portrays the evils of political incarceration puts him in 

line with Dennis Brutus and Alexander Solzhenitsyn.  

 

The title poem depicts historical, social and political themes arising mostly from the contact 

between Lord Lugard’s British Cameroon and Charles De Gaulle’s’ gulag French Cameroun. 

  I have known morally sedated 

  Ghosts who wear red berets 

  Standing expressionless like guard dogs 

  Ready to execute orders from the boss 

  (“The Ghost still Lingers”, (For Papa) p.16 of 23) 

 

The poem is one of the finest pieces in the collection. It is marked by incisive intelligence and 

seriousness; imbued with raw energy and talent. 

 

“The Ghost Still Lingers” abounds with unusual images, pathos, and striking rhythms. It is an 

unusual tribute to a father whom the poet adores: 

  Your name is engraved on prison walls 

  Bequeathing tales of a righteous cause 

  Your conscientious shield cannot withstand bullets 

  But your story will inspire those who dare 

  to be brave [“The Ghost Still Lingers” 
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(For Papa) p.16 of 23] 



This piece is indeed a masterpiece of meticulous craftsmanship. 

 

WEARY BLUES 

“Inherited Bondage” (p.21 of 23) on the other hand establishes the theme of man’s frustrated 

search for happiness and the human frailty which prevents him achieving it; 

  Our souls are held captive by Nordic myths 

  We search for a flat nose deity whose 

  Origin eludes the grasp of memory 

  A deity that outdates the oldest mummy 

  Our flawed spirituality keeps us contented 

  in mediocrity 

  The imagination can never be exhausted 

  Roman scriptures sever the chord linking 

  us to our ancestors 

  ………………………………………………. 

  Our souls have been convicted spiritually 

  Robbed of the crafted archetypes were revered, 

  We wonder why our plight never ends 

  We eagerly defile the gods of our dead 

  As a consequence our tears can’t 

  Nourish this earth (“Inherited Bondage” p.21 of 23) 

 

Such poetry is valued for its insights into the structure of society and its movements towards an 

Afro-Centric vision. “Inherited Bondage” like most of the poems in this collection stands quite 

clearly and quite firmly on the side of the poet using his amazing and varied gifts to call things 

by their names.   

 

The sad role played by “celibate priests” draws his withering scorn (p.21 of 23). 

The idea is to break the confining chain which limits the liberty of the black brainwashed, 

culturally or otherwise. 
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POETIC AFRICANITY 

Feka Wakai is committed to redressing political and socio-economic injustice, his verse presents 

the evils of oppression with artistic sensitivity. On the whole, the African poems rail against 

scavengers and Western fantasies, inheritors of “Charles De Gaulle’s legacy: 

 

  My backyard is a slaughterhouse 

  Neighbors blindfold themselves with French-bred hate 

  And unleash an inherited barrage 

of rage on each other 

  A man slit the throat of his best friend’s daughter 

  Limbless children in Freetown frown 

  And a gun-totting kid in Liberia laughs 

  as a generation drowns 

  ………………………………. 

  The children of Rwanda are calling 

  my name 

  The children of Rwanda are calling 

  my name 

  we are namesakes who went astray 

  And tragedy has held us in a final 

  Embrace (“Morning Time in Kigali” [p.14 of 23]) 

 

Progress is about the forces of retrogression and the forces of reaffirmation. In times of crisis, the 

conflict is usually sharp. 

 

Creative writing is therefore a way of sensitizing and challenging the people to respond to 

happenings around them. It equips the young African poet to play his role as a social 

commentator a messenger for his people and mirror of his continent. 
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The struggle is a historical necessity inherent in the contradictions within the neo-colonial 

relations of production where the black people in search of their Africanity, are exploited and 



degraded by the tiny but dominant mongrels of war. These poems carry strong messages of 

social and political protest; and depict historical, social and political themes, arising mostly from 

the contact between Anglophone and francophone Cameroon: 

 

  We stand on our tireless feet 

  Dancing to makossa and soukous……. 

  Soundtracks to post-independence euphoria 

  Misguided merry-making 

  That hides the true face of the neocolonial denial   

  (“Unlikely Origin” Pg.4 of 23, 24) 

 

Poetic success depends on a combination of nature and art. The creative itinerary is perceived as 

being in the service of the African people and concern with making good art is at the forefront of 

Feka Wakai’s poetic agenda.  

 

Arts is crucial to the continental weltanschauung for a young poet of revolutionary inclinations, 

it provides a new handle to reality. 

 

In short, the poetic canvas is not merely art for pleasure but art to awaken a slumbering, 

maltreated people, unaware of their potentialities. 

 

ANTHEM FROM A TEXAN PRAIRIE 

Wakai, it would appear, writes for poets and other orphean artisans: a whole work of detection of 

influences, of reminiscences, of the tricks of the business, is possible in his opalescent oeuvre. 

The originality of his love poems and visionary nature of his artistic realm should have a lasting 

impact on bards of this inclination. 

 

In “Serene Nights” (p.2) “A sax blares from a nearly warehouse/ and melodic aphrodisiac for 

artificial lovers “tap their feet to the melodies of a rusty horn” (pg. 2). In the subliminal 

“Untitled” (pg. 1 of 23) where the poet-squires’ passion leads to the unleashing of the beast: 
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   ……… that hides beneath my skin 

   make a man of me and be the woman you can be 

   So we can slip into a dark but pleasurable abyss 

   Where reason takes a back seat [p. 1 of 23] 

 

From his motel balcony, in Tennessee, USA, where “Born again homosexuals scream 

obscenities/ At Neo-Nazi Jews/ for being thriftily philanthropic and anti-semitic” (“Paradox” p. 

16 of 23), Feka Wakai is seeking to find a way out of the hubris of exile by trying to connect the 

works of the imaginative ambience with the struggle of Leopold Sedar Senghor’s “happier 

races.” 

 

The young gadfly, in retrospect, frequents the intellectual and bohemian circles of pluralist 

America and participates in its renovation. For he turns frequently to promethean lives of blues 

and jazz performers and other artistic lighthouses of John Byrd’s landscape for inspiration and 

subject matter. References, allusions and tributes are paid to the galaxy of cultural icons: from 

Satchmo (Louis Armstrong) to Theolonious Monk; from Nina Simone, Bob Marley, John 

Lennon, Ella Fitzgerald, Gillepsie, The Duke (Ellington), Miles Davis, Malcom X, to Jabari 

Aziz-Ra, the Houston balladeer. 

 

Wakai, is without doubt, a fine craftsman. 

 

His pantheon is thus erudite showing an acquaintance with the most modern experimentation in 

form whose impact he can easily assess because of his journalistic and artistic education, and 

whose possibilities he has been able to integrate into his varied horizon. 

It is therefore not surprising that the setting and style of “Mes Memoirs de New Orleans” (My 

Memories of New Orleans) invokes Langston Hughes famous poem “The Negro Speaks of 

Rivers.” 

  In the hysteria of Bourbon Street 

  I am lost in a fantasy of gumbo and Zydeco 

  ……………. 
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  Today is a tribute to the Africa influence 



  A horn player and his drummer head to Congo Square 

  Brass bands have a minute of silence for 

  Louis Armstrong 

  I see a caramel version of a girl I used to love 

  Like a speechless scene from a Tarantino flick 

She smiles with familiarity as if we were acquaintances. 

  She looks like Dorothy! 

  Maybe she is Dorothy! 

  The drive from St. Bernard’s to Magnolia puts me 

  in a trance. 

  And I now understand why New Orleans suffers 

  from chronic insomnia (p. 22 of 23) 

 

This is my resume then of the direction in which Feka Wakai’s poetry is taking, so that it can 

serve as a useful basis for future research on his poetic pantheon. 

 

REJOICE 

Art proffers choices, allows a community to reach beyond itself, because it mitigates against 

inward-lookingness.  

 

Feka Wakai has demonstrated that natural ability has been supplemented by careful study and 

guided by discipline as Caius Longinus recommends in his treatise on the sublime.  

The state is the arena in which the conflicting interests of different classes are fought out. 

 

The poems condemn the sacrifice of human dignity on the altar of political survival. They attack 

megalomania and truncated visions. 

 

In this connection, truthful reflection of reality combines the whole essence of things: reflection, 

particularity, reality, typicality, individuality etc. 
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This conception of the social totality is deeply ingrained in Lukacian criticism which, at root, 

treats products of the creative ontology as privileged forms of consciousness which can be 

apprehended so as to reveal the essential contradiction of the historical period to which they 

refer. 

Feka Wakai’s poetic canon is a far cry from the neo classical style promoted by the Bernard 

Fonlon oligarchs in Cameroon Literature. 

At its best his poetic horizon, notwithstanding a tendency towards prolixity and artificiality, is 

marked by a depth of feeling and universality of sentiment.  

 

Wakai’s poetic pantheon reflects the universal struggle for a world which truly belongs to us all. 

  

© 2006 - Bate Besong    
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