
As Pierre Mesmer has revealed in his book, "Les Blancs s’en vont", Ngu Foncha showed up at 
Foumban in 1961,without a draft constitution …. And since the West Cameroonian delegation 
did not understand French, they spent the three days of the conference, trying to understand a 
poor French translation by Bernard Fonlon. Of course, "vin rouge" and Foumban prostitutes were
assigned to "take care" of the West Cameroonian delegates… the French backed protectorate of 
Cameroon, took advantage of its superior bargaining power to insert provisions that made the 
union overwhelmingly in favor of their new oversees territory.

The conditions subsequent, are evidence that no people in their right mine would accept 
"independence" under such conditions. Today, we have established the procedural and 
substantive unconscionably that brought us to this union, and we will never accept it. Younger 
generations have the ability to redeem the errors of the past. Why would Philimon Yang continue 
to accept insults from his French-speaking colleagues? Why would Yang accept the gross 
monstrosity that his position is a sinecure and that his French-speaking Secretary General must 
call the shots?. Why would his Beti Secretary General be the one to communicate to him what is 
happening at the Presidency?

Each English-speaking, so -called Prime Minister- (that is a misnomer- because Prime Ministers 
traditionally head parliamentary democracies) – from Simon Achidi Achu, through Peter 
Musonge Mafany, Ephriam Inoni and Philimon Yang, have all privately expressed a sense of 
frustration at being slighted by their nominal French-speaking inferiors. Who has ordained that it 
must always be this way, when young educated Southern Cameroonians now relish a political 
culture of participatory democracy in the West?

The Jews waited for 2,000 years for their homeland. Southern Cameroonians have waited for 
more than 40 years, and we are ready to wait a few more years. Yes, sooner than later, the French 
imposed potentate in Yaoundé, will be disposable. Paul Biya, alias Ali Baba and the thousand 
thieves, is at the end of his wits. Sakosky, his boss, has asked him to appoint a Vice President, but 
he’s too scared even to entertain the though that a successor may be lurking in the shadows. He is 
grooming the son he bore in an incestuous relationship with his late wife’s relative. But even his 
Bulu generals know that this is a recipe for disaster.

Right now, the Northerners are poised to grab power: Marafa Amidou Yaya is at the Ministry of 
Territorial Administration ready to fix elections; Amadou Ali is at the ministry of Justice ready to 
"certify" the results; and Cavaye will be interim president…

Since the murder of Um Nyobe, Cameroon’s compradore elite have been living a monumental 
hoax: that theirs is a country with leaders who take voluntarist decisions in the interest of their 
people. That hoax will soon implode. When Ze Meka’s tribal militia will swing into action.. 
When Akame Mfoumou will unleash his war chess and stake his claim for power. When the 
Northerners will take revenge for the 1984 ethnic cleansing. When the French will show their 
ineptitude as was the case in Cote d’Ivoire.

But, we can all wish it away. After all, "we Cameroonians are a peace loving people", we have 
seen what happened in Sierra Leone, Liberia, Rwanda, Congo-Brazzaville, Central African 
Republic, Congo and Cote D"Ivoire, we are more intelligent, we are more level headed…" Well, 
I wish that is the case, so we can all sing khumbaya My Lord …Khumbaya. But wishes are not 



horses, so beggars can’t ride. Each time my wife gave birth to one of our five children…. I could 
not stand the pain in her eyes as she contorted in labour pains…I could not stand the blood that 
accompanied the little bundles of joy…but that was the necessary pain that must accompany 
these God-ordained events.

Even the Bible say in Ecclesiastes 3:1-8

To everything there is a season, a time for every purpose under heaven: a time to be born, and a 
time to die; a time to plant, and a time to pluck what is planted; a time to kill, and a time to heal; 
a time to break down, and a time to build up; a time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to weep,
and a time laugh; a time to mourn, and a time dance; a time to cast away stones, and a time to 
gather stones; a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing; a time to gain, and a time 
to lose; a time to keep, and a time to throw away; a time to tear, and a time to sew; a time to keep 
silence, and a time to speak; a time to love, and a time to hate; a time of war, and a time of peace.

…Poor Zacharias Abendong who was killed at the Batie hill. He took the bullet for Foncha. The 
Bamilikes were frustrated that Foncha chickened out and would not challenge Ahidjo for the 
1961 Presidential elections. The culture of violence that the French and their foreign legion had 
imposed on the Sanaga-Maritime and the Bamilike grass field had engulfed the budding 
nation…. Even today, some parts of the country are still under a state of emergency. This must 
one day end…

Right now Paul Biya’s top civil servants have been deployed to their divisions of origin. They are 
in campaign mode, because he must take advantage of the World Soccer Cup to call for 
anticipated elections, which he must win. Paul Biya, faithful to the bunker mentality of all 
dictators is a prisoner in power. He must die in power; for fear that he will jail by revelations 
from the likes of Titus Edzoua, Atangana Mebara and Mendouga who would testify to 
incontrovertible instances of his colluding to steal state funds. Prison notes will soon be sneaking 
out,because some are determined not to die with the secrets they are privy to ….

To be continued


