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Peace is an aspect of God’s activity, made manifest both in the creation of an orderly and harmonious universe… Alongside the ecology of nature, there exists what can be called a “human” ecology, which in turn demands a “social” ecology. All this means that humanity, if it truly desires peace, must be increasingly conscious of the links between natural ecology, or respect for nature, and human ecology. Experience shows that disregard for the environment always harms human coexistence, and vice-versa. It becomes more and more evident that there is an inseparable link between peace with creation and peace among men. 
Pope Benedict XVI’s Encyclical Letter: The Human Person, The Heart of Peace, December 8, 2006.


I will prefer the word “universe” to the word “world” for the topic of this lecture. The reason for this predilection is simple. “World” is Anglo-Saxon, while “universe” is Latinate. A mere glance at the morphological syntax of “universe” reveals how the world is built up. “World” on the contrary, does not easily yield that surgical dissection to our intellect. “Universe” looks like a phenomenological counter which neatly captures the diverse manifestations or constituents of our world, manifestations which sally forth from one single essence and are in-built into one corporate block.

I shall traverse the roads of the Humanities especially those of literary and linguistic studies so as to x-ray a kind of metaphysical knot which exists and ought to exist between the nature of the world and our basic human behaviours and propensities. Am I somewhat going back to Emile Zola’s school of naturalism and to Madame de Staël’s ecological theory which draws a nice distinction between the literature of the north and that of the middle belt of France and a nexus between nature’s idiosyncrasies and a writer’s creative consciousness? In a similar vein, am I pitching my tent with Jean-Paul Sartre’s Huis Clos, which, in a threnodic note,  showcases a psycho-ecological drama of existence in which the life and living of three characters: Garcin, lnès and Estelle correlate with the givens of their background, the first floor of a house? But unlike Sartre, I am neither a pessimist nor an atheist.

Going back to “universe” and its origin in particular, we shall say that it comes from the Latin word universum, which can be split into two morphemes; uni- and -versum. Versum is the past participle of the Latin infinitive verb, vertere which means “to turn”. In Latin, the conjugation goes as follows, verto/I turn; vertere/to turn, versi/I turned and past participle, versum/turned. 

The prefix uni- hails from the Latin adjective: unus, (masculine) una (feminine) and unum (neuter) whose substantified abstract noun connotes oneness, singleness, wholeness and harmony. That -versum is strongly prefixed by uni- heightens the concept of oneness and orderliness. Universum would suggest the idea of turning, twisting and rolling upon oneself or shooting out one’s various and diverse energies and manifestations from one’s single source. Similarly, the word could be likened to a mechanical contraption whose different parts work simultaneously and harmoniously together.

Moving from the analogy of mechanics to that of literary productions, we could approximate “universe” to a writer/speaker whose essence or personality, as well as outputs of his creative consciousness are purely self-reflexive. This is what Jean-Paul Sartre cumulatively calls génie1 or expressed differently, the universe of a writer/speaker. It therefore, follows that behaviour is self-manifestation or self-writing; just as writing, either sculptural, kinesic, scriptic or oral, is self-writing.

While referring to the creative productions of a poet, the French people play on the assonance (è) and jocularly say: il fait des vers avec des mots vulgaires sans en avoir l’air/ with ease does he write poems with down-to-earth words***. (emphasis, mine).
Definitely, I do not want to bother my listeners at this juncture with the polysemy of the French homonymy such as vers/towards, vert/green (colour, masculine) verre/drinking glass, and ver/worm. What I am trying to say is that the semantic and orthographical ancestor of “verse”, even in the Romance French language hails from the Latin word, versum. In our present  parlance, it could mean script, speech, feeling, expression, poem, object, creation, creature, act, and word, and a word, we all know, is the idea or the symbol of a signified, whether abstract or concrete. And so, the Anglo-Saxon William Shakespeare, the poet-playwright, goes Latinate in his idiom by  making Orlando express without ambivalence his deep love for Rosalind:

Orlando:
 Hang there my verse in witness of my love



…


O Rosalin these trees shall be my books



And in their barks my thoughts I’ll character

…

Run, run Orlando, carve on every tree

The fair, the chaste and the unexpressive she2
(emphasis, mine)


Verses we so make – diverse and innumerable - are therefore, linguistic communication/information concretions of our impressions and creative afflatus. They are also acts. Then, God who, in the Genesis, is known for his creative fiats and voicing authority or whose words are acts must have been engaged, like Shakespeare’s Orlando, in “hanging” multi-dimensional verses which now give shape to the universe we live in.


Thus, enraptured by the grandeur of divine verses, the psalmist in the Old Testament bursts forth with joy as he invites all aspects of creation, whether animate or inanimate, to roll out their voices of  alleluia to their creator:



Praise the LORD from the heavens;



give praise in the heights



Praise him all angels;



give praise, all you hosts



Praise him, sun and moon;



give praise, all shining stars.



Praise him, highest heavens,



you waters above the heavens.



Let them all praise the LORD’s name;



for the LORD commanded and they were created, 



Assigned them duties forever,



gave them tasks that will never change.3






(emphasis, mine)


Ovid equally confirms this statement of harmony brought about either by  “deus”/God with miniature gods serving under Him or by “melior… natura”/“kindlier Nature”. At the beginning, there is void/chaos from which subsequently springs up cosmos. The paganistic Italian poet reveals:

Ante mare et terras et quod tegit omnia caelum 

unus erat toto naturae vultus in orbe, 

quem dixere chaos: rudis indigestaque moles 

nec quicquam nisi pondus iners congestaque eodem

non bene iunctarum discordia semina rerum…

Hanc deus et melior litem natura diremit

nam caelo terras et terris abscidit undas

et liquidum spisso secrevit ab aere caulum.

Quae postquam evolvit caecoque exemit acervo,

dissociata locis concordi pace ligavit:4
(emphasis, mine)

Before the sea was, and the lands, and the sky that hangs over all, the face of Nature showed alike in her whole round, which state have men called chaos: a rough, unordered mass of things, nothing at all save lifeless bulk and warring seeds of ill-matched elements heaped in one… God----or kindlier Nature----composed this strife; for he rent asunder land from sky, and sea from land, and separated the ethereal heavens from the dense atmosphere. When thus he had released these elements and freed them from the blind heap of things he set them each in its own place and bound them fast in harmony.

(emphasis, mine)


“deus et melior…natura…concordi pace ligavit”/“God---or kindlier Nature…bound them fast in harmony”: concord in discord is the thrust of my present lecture.

Syntax and semiotic of human language and body

Over aeons of ages has the human language existed. What could it have been in the beginning? The most sensible conjecture we could make about it is that it was the only one. The Christian bible tells us that before the collapse of the tower of Babel, the human race enjoyed a univocal language. Adam soon becomes a nominalist, proceeding as it were, to apportioning names to all creatures around him, animate and inanimate, from the animal, to the avicole, the aquatic, the arboreal and the elemental etc. In this manner, he individuates one creature from the other in neat, timeless categories. We can then assert that the principle of self-hood, and otherness or of contrastiveness, is divine and incarnated in man and nature and is as coeval as man and nature. Adam’s univocal language, whatever its syntax may have been, must have been predicated on this principle of contrastiveness similar to what obtains in variegated nature and between Adam himself and Eve, his alter-ego. To click this donné of existence, which we must understand at the level of metaphysics, the Yoruba proverbially say: Ori oto oto l’a mu w’aye/Our fate or star individuates us on earth.  But then, this individuating fate does not have its grip on man alone but also on all creation. Obatala is not the creator of humankind alone but also of all creation. Orunmila, eleri ipin, the Yoruba god of divination and witness to the pre-terrestrial origin of each element of creation including man, knows it all. In terms of sui generis, what individuates a mahogany from a fish or a human being is fate or star5, as the belief of the Yoruba race goes.

Taking a cue from this discourse on the contrastiveness of language, we can assert that from the beginning of time to the present, there is no human language without mutual endocentric exclusivities, a beautiful codification of which soon came to us through the praiseworthy and historic efforts of modern linguists.

Due to the fact that this lecture is being delivered in English, I shall draw my examples only from the English language with the understanding that all human languages in time and place are in-built with contrastive elements. I shall operate at the levels of plosives, approximants, vowel qualities and suprasegmentals.

Thus in English, the glottal plosive “k” in “cat” stands in opposition to the bilabial plosives “b” and “p” as we have in “bat” and “pat”. This mutual exclusivity within the topography or system of a given language (being the English language in the present circumstance) allows language to pull out its paradigmatic specification from the fountain of semantics/lexis in order to focus on a particular register or experience. A similar observation can be made on the approximants: “y” and “w” in “yet” and “wet”. The vowels and vowel qualities also enjoy these individuating, contrastive attributes: aural/oral, walk/work, shit/sheet. Examples are legion. The suprasegmentals cannot be left out. An element of stress provokes a semantic interface when it shifts from one syllable to another on the same word. Familiar examples are as follows: ‘import/im’port, ‘contract/con’tract, ‘export/ex’port. A one-word sentence like “yes” with varying intonational whims adequately displays complexities of messages. “Yes”, marks a declaration, or a statement of finality. “Yes?” presumes or expresses doubts, asking questions, insufficient information, harking for more. “Yes!” emphasises surprise, exhilaration or excitedness of the hearer. And “Yes…” with the nodding gesture of the listener takes in the flux of the information. In each version of “Yes” is manifested a suprasegmental construct of self and other and of mutually exclusive identities. 

The examples I have summarily given so far are regimented in a closed system in which a series clings with commitment, collective instinct and self-pride, depending on the way one looks at it, to the enclave or realm of its species or/and selfhood. It cannot be otherwise. In an alphabetic or phonemic chart for example, there must be a letter-self or a phoneme-self before we can delineate a letter-other or a phoneme-other. Similarly in a colour spectrum, there must be a black-self before the materiality and radiance of the white-other can be well perceived and recognised. The white-other cannot arrogate to itself its own whiteness if there are no other colours which stand in opposition to it and are complementary to it at the same time and whose duty it is to definite it and confer on it its thisness or selfhood. Always under erasure and busily raring its head is the spectre of antinomy and complementarity.

Or when the contrasting notes of a gamut clash against one another and blend at the same time with one another, a cream of melody is struck, or when, as in the case of a Ketu Efe performance,6 iya-ilu, the sacred, presiding, mother-drum throbs and pontificates, its nerve-easing and balsamic aura cannot be fully appreciated without the snarling and whining tunes of omele ako and omele abo, the small male and female drums at the background. Each drum orchestrates its own distinctive, intrinsic self. Even when one talks of a single drum, it does not repetitiously dish out the same note when it is being beaten. The palms or the sticks or both which do the beating take care of that aspect of individuating timbres. Beyond these sonic polarities and antagonisms, a foregrounded consonance of sounds fills the atmosphere. 

Therefore, despite its often-talked-of immanence of contrastiveness, language enjoys a harmonious, internal structure, which allows it to turn out a universe of information/communication technology for the human race. Like the spatial universe, language unfurls and spins on itself, orchestrates, so to say, its own protean energies through its own diverse verses, tones, tunes and twists within its own systemic topography.

Or when Menenius, the patrician-orator in Shakespeare’s Coriolanus talks, he gives a beautiful picture of the working of the human body, comparing this with the Roman Capitol. According to him, the patricians as well as the tribunes and even the masses and the corn farmers are important in the State. Each social class plays its own role. Similarly, the human body is a symphony of various, contrastive parts. Each part plays its own irreplaceable role, however minimal that role may appear to be. 
We can therefore say that should the legs down tools, there would be stasis or lack of mobility all over the body, and the head, which naturally lies prominent, would stumble and eat sand like the toes. Hunger and thirst would set in if the mouth, the teeth and the tongue as well as the liver and the other parts of the digestive system went protestant. Definitely, there would be no control of movement should the eyes go rebellious and recalcitrant. If the human brain, so delicately netted in the head, ran berserk, the remaining body politic would equally go crazy and miss all steps towards the  rational telos of existence. Each part of the body continues to claim and enjoy its own rights and at the same time, does not give up in carrying out its own duties to the advantage of the commonweal.

Or in the semiotic of dancing of the same body, none of the parts stays idle. Even if it does, it is an innovative etching of the collective dancing spree. Each part, according to its make-up digs it hot in its own way as the movements of the hands are quite different from the dynamics of the legs. The dancing virtuoso of one part of the body complements that of other parts. And depending on the mathematics of the melody , one or two or even more parts of the body may be much more involved in the dancing than others. In the thick forest vegetation cultures of Africa, for example, some parts of the body are quite often emphasized in the dancing. Scapulas, buttocks, hips and protruded breasts gyrate, chests heave and quake, eyes either beam radiant or look sorrowful, necks crane and heads nod rhythmically. The whole experience generates a kind of intra and interpersonal connectedness, an overall obedience to the kinesic symphony of the body.
And that is so much for the language and body of man. 
On the dualism of being, its attendant internal feud and union.

There are some people who do not believe in the existence of the soul and God. The soul, they argue, links being to an extra-terrestrial realm, which to them, does not exist. Such a realm is myth. Equally also, is God’s existence mythical. However, it is difficult for this group of people to deny that being comprises body and intellect whose interaction between each other is a must, irrespective of their obvious dissimilarities. This dualist cum antinomic nature of being has always provided for the basis of literary creativities with varying emphasis on the one or the other.

Thus, the Marlowean7 Dr. Faustus in the play which bears his name, Dr. Faustus plunges into the utmost depths of knowledge in which his intellect enjoys its full day. With the active help of Mephistopheles, one of the demon’s acolytes, he scours the abysmal Hades of Renaissance text-bookishness. He becomes the Rabelaisian tête pleine/book-stuffed brain, rather than tête faite/well educated person. This is so because it is just one aspect of being, the intellect which is being cultured in him. The more he knows, the more he becomes anti-self, anti-other, anti-human and less being. The more his fetishied intellect goes robust and spiral, the more his dehydrated heart (which is the correlate of the soul) slouches into negativities. His warped ontology is one-tenure-tracked, a horrible showcase of monistic epistemology of intellectualism. The anti-humanist virus in him reduplicates in great numbers. As he brazenly flashes the academic laurel of his Doctor of Philosophy, he is demon-othered. For what is the worth of being and his institutions on earth if not for the betterment and progress of humankind? The problem with Dr Faustus is his lack of self-plenum, an ontological imbalance or schism. He needs be told whether he is a believer or not in any religion8 that  le coeur a ses raisons que la raison ne connaît pas”9/the heart exudes its own reasons which elude the intellect.

It seems as if the reign of the intellect is even not yet over with the arrival of the Augustan age in England. Alexander Pope and John Dryden to mention only those two appear on stage. They explore and exploit the special domains and resources of the intellect in their literary enterprises. Literature is now planted in the city and in royal, princely courts. The rural vistas, shepherds and their sheep, the milk-maids and the proletarians are banished from the game which only the highly educated enjoy. An urban, intellectualist, selectionist coterie now springs up. Humour, witticisms, quips, riddles, banter, heroic couplets and iambic pentametres flood the creative, critical and theoretical proscenium and orchestrate, so to say, the barren, monotonous noises of the Osanyin-like10, pipe-timbred intellect. Flesh-and-blood emotions and passions and their corollaries groan and grumble, muzzled. The human ontology writhes in constipation. But will the next human attempt restore smooth stooling and evenness to the ontology? 

Soon, the curtains are drawn. “Rintrah”, the demiurge of novel creativity emerges with a bang from the deep and straddles to the stage in the person of William Blake (1757-1827). He advocates for the alchemy of mind/reason/soul and body/passion/energy in his “The Marriage of Heaven and Hell” and pontificates:

Without contraries is no progression. Attraction and Repulsion, Reason and Energy, Love and Hate, are necessary to Human Existence.

Going further, he affirms as the Devil surrogate or “The voice of the Devil” that:



…


1.
Man has no Body distinct from his Soul; for that calld Body is a portion of Soul discernd by the five Senses, the chief inlets of Soul in this age.

2.
Energy is the only life, and is from the Body; and Reason is the bound and outward circumference of Energy.

3.
Energy is Eternal Delight.11
In the new credo, Heaven/Good connotes reason with all its inhibitions, abstractions and ethereality while Hell/Evil stands for passion/energy/imagination with all its earthiness, spontaneity and revolution. The two must come together because as Blake says, they are naturally built to remain together in being. They should therefore be left as such so that the plenum of being can be guaranteed and sustained in all wholesome humanist endeavours. Thus, the Romantic movement is born. It flags its manifestoes and shouts the Augustan tradition into silence. In the English Literature creative landscape, names like Coleridge, Wordsworth, Shelley, Byron and Keats have become legendary. In France as well as in Germany and other Western nations, a great number of people are interested in the new fashion. 


However, what we have to take note of in all this saga of theory and practice is that there is always a constant, the celebration of human imagination, that aspect of being which is borderless and limitless in all its operations, and notorious for its recklessness.

But imagination in Romantic discourse  is not the corollary of the intellect. The fathers and advocates of Romanticism have always shied away from the claustrophobia of the intellect as pointed out by Blakean proverbs:  

…

No bird soars too high if he soars with his own wings

…

The fox condemns the trap, not himself12
If anything, Romanticism with all its effluvia of emotions and energies is meant to outlaw and combat the shrillness and winterhood of the intellect in the  Augustan age. We could therefore, assert that the movement is also one-sided, lacking as it were, the two-fold, monolithic construct of being.


Surprisingly, metaphysical poetry offers a quite different and satisfactory picture, which responds to the dualist or better still, the  triadic dimension of being. In metaphysical poetry, we often talk of “felt thought” which transmutes ethic and aesthetic beauty. On one side, “felt” would refer to the domain of passion/energy/body with its emotions and imagination and “thought” on the other side, to the zone of soul/intellect/reason along with its corollaries of reasonableness, conceit and twists. The poem, “A Valediction: forbidding mourning”13 by John Donne for example, exquisitely displays through the artistic mode, the fusion of the body and the intellect. The image of a pair of compasses coming from an intellectualist terrain graces, and blends with the deluge of bodily emotions which the lover has for his mistress. The lover advises his mistress to remain cool and relaxed whenever he happens to travel out. She ought not be worried over their physical separation because the more far-away he travels, the much more closely does his heart lean homewards. And as if he has engaged in a circular trajectory, he will come home whence he has started, to the warm embrace of his lover, just like a pair of compasses sketch a circle on paper with one of its legs staying still at the centre but leaning lovingly towards the other leg which obliquely also cruises back to its point of departure at the circumference.


In a similar “felt thought” aesthetics does Andrew Marvel in “To his Coy Mistress”14 cast the components of being. The poem which is in the tradition of the thematics of carpe diem takes off with an impossible conditionality: “Had we but the world enough…” It piles up arguments upon arguments which nullify this initial presupposition. Alongside the reasonableness of discourse is the deep intensity of the speaking voice which aims at sweeping the mistress off the ground. The poem turns out to be a brilliant display of epistemological structures which blend with high-tensioned romance of a flesh-and-blood-lover-on-heat. Couched in another way, intellect and body buckle with each other so as to recreate the mundane, temporal  soundness of being.


But metaphysical poetry goes further into a new zone: the metaphysical aspect of being. When we now bring in the moral-religious and spiritual dimension of man, we shall be forced to make some semantic adjustment to the Blakean phraseology of body and soul. The body would refer to the material, temporal aspect; the intellect or the mental, to the ethereal whose essence while in action makes man higher than other animals. It is through the intellect that man turns nature into culture and dominates the world. The body cannot be “a portion of Soul” and vice-versa. If this statement were true, then, the Romantic imagination would be running mad. What Blake calls soul, to the best of our knowledge and experience is, by necessity, that aspect of being through which being communes with his creator. On that score, we could affirm that a full human ontology is three-fold, “hanging”, as it were, on three verses: body, intellect and soul. 


In addition to the “felt thought” practice, metaphysical poetry therefore, takes cognizance of the dimension of the soul. If we are to refer to the etymology of the word metaphysical, “strong-lined” and to its morphology, meta-physical as beyond the physical, material world, we shall discern in it a realm of the transcendent. What I am trying to drive at is that the emblematic poetics of metaphysical poems especially those of  John Donne’s twilight outpourings and George Herbert’s devotional lyrics in “Holy Sonnets: Divine Meditations” and “Easter Wings” respectively for example, are in full consonance with the poeticization of the triadic ontology of being. Helen Gardner remarks:

…The strength of the religious poetry of the metaphysical poets is that they bring to their praise and prayer and meditation so much experience that it is not in itself religious. Here too, the poems create for us particular situations out of which prayer or meditation arises...15
The transcendent and the entelechial ideal, a deistic opsis 

As we talk of the soul being part of the composition of man, so do we make for the terrain of transcendence and the remembrance ritual of man as dieu déchu/fallen god. I have said it elsewhere while referring to Charles Baudelaire’s “L’Albatros”.

Here is the albatross/sailor/being whose body is dumped on a terrestrial vale of finitude, but whose soul, at the same time imaginatively gratifies itself with an unattainable, triumphant and timeless pedigree. A marooned homo viator/sojourner on earth, Baudelaire derisively sketches him, and also by the same gesture, sketches himself:

Exilé sur le sol au milieu des hueés

Ses ailes de géant l’empêchent de marcher

Exiled on earth in the midst of jeers

His giant wings disturb his gait16
Not only the Christian-West internalize this spiritual, psychic schism and disintegration but the heathen Yoruba also. The fraternalization of the gods with mortals, a sine qua non, which is championed by Ogun, god of metallic lore and creativity and which makes these gods come down from heaven to earth is a historic ritual by which that part of the primal plenum, which has been severed from both parties – gods and mortals - and is being activated and re-activated ad infinitum by Orisa-nla, can be regained and revitalized. Soyinka throws in more light on the anguish of mortals:

… just as man is grieved by a consciousness of the loss of the eternal essence of his being and must indulge in symbolic transactions to recover his totality of being. 

Tragedy in Yoruba traditional drama, is the anguish of this severance, the fragmentation of essence from self 17

That threnodic experience of a half, amputated self, the Yoruba would approximate to the fractured self of Baudelaire’s persona, to a timeless angst and phlegm of existence (Les Fleurs du Mal), which keeps the albatross, the image of man, phlegmatic, sorrow-sodden and de trop on earth.

For man to achieve a full internal concord, the quest for his lost divine otherness is the noblest quixotic journey he can ever think of and embark upon. His temporal self can be sublimated only when it tapers and blazes off into the luminosity of God whose “transcendent grammar”18 he carries in his conscience. The recta ratio of John Milton, the Anglo-Saxon puritan, guarantees and sustains that state of self-discipline which the soul requires, and an assault on le moi haїssable19 of Blaise Pascal, the French Jansenist theologian and philosopher, turns out to be an effective means of curtailing  the soul’s escapades.

As for the Yoruba, “the sacrifices, the rituals and the ceremonies of appeasement” are lubricating machinery by which the brotherhood of “those cosmic powers which lie guardian to the gulf”20 can be sustained. And let us add here that the transcendent in Yoruba metaphysics is not as remote as in Buddhist or Hellenic lore. Mortals and gods run into one another, freely.

Ab ovo wracked by equivocal, conflicting identities, and enervated by the anguish of lack and desire, the fallen god is always in the making. Jean-Paul Sartre calls him l’être-pour-soi/being-for-itself rather than l’être-en-soi/being-in-itself. Like the mythical Sisyphus, he is set to the herculean, timeless task of rolling a huge boulder up the hill. Albert Camus says that he is happy and proud for carrying out such a self-fulfilling duty.21 However, to maintain his transcendent, ultimate harmony, he has to balance the earthly with the celestial or bring in the spiritual so that the  holistic, primeval plenum of self can be regained. 


In world literature, the alchemical process of transcendence usually takes the form of travelogue. Hence, the persona of Divine Comedy by Alighieri Dante (1265-1321) embarks on a journey of spiritual purification from the earth. At the beginning, he is nauseated by a can of heinous sins which is opened wide before him. 

The phenomenally cinematographic depiction of the senses in the narrative, which is the choicest menu of this populist Italian writer puts the persona at the fore. He loses touch with the world around him, sloughed of all selfhood and gravitational excrescences, which form the quagmire of his world which he calls “Inferno”. This earthly rot which appears before him and which continues to seethe in him is actually what has been taken out from inside him. It is a scabrous, self-introspective vista, a mirror image as it were, many centuries before the birth of Jacques Lacan, the 20th century French psychoanalyst.


The sublimated, relentless odyssey of the soul trails off into the second part of the epic called “Purgatorio”. Yet the soul is not at the end of its journey. Being is not yet at peace with himself. The entelechial drive takes him on as the struggle to cleanse the soul of any iota of blemish does not abate. Dante’s persona, like the psalmist, in his search for self-plenum in the bosom of God, forges on and seems to say to himself: 

As the deer longs for streams of water,

so my soul longs for you, O God

My being thirsts for God, the living God.22
In the Catholic faith, there exists a purgatory, a facility passage which is quite different from the Yoruba “chthonic realm” or the transitional gulf23. This stopover zone provides for such a cleansing rite before the questing, self-questing, contrite soul makes its radiant introit into the glare of divine thatness in “Paradiso”. 

At the end of the epic comes the culmination of the process of apotheosis in which the persona not only relives the image he shares with his creator but recovers the quintessential roundness of his nature.


Equally tense and unidirectional is the life or race of the hunter, the protagonist in Fagunwa’s Ogboju Ode ninu Igbo Irunmale trans. Wole Soyinka, The Forest of a Thousand Daemons.24 That Fagunwa’s mount “Langbodo”, the correlative image of Dante’s “Paradiso” is situated at the extreme end of the novel shows a kind of perfectionist drive to which the hunter’s soul subjects itself. While Dante introduces his persona in form of a soul coming from an ethos of intellectualism and abstraction, characteristic of the Christian West, Fagunwa instead, introduces his own hunter, reflecting, so to say, an intuitive, fleshed-out, terrestrialist order by which black African world-views, religions, modes of apprehension and worship are easily identified. The forest in this novel stands for the world whose countless headaches and challenges: “… a Thousand Daemons put being on his toes. And so the hunter who is the image of being is on his toes. The painstakingness of his spiral search for the far-flung mount is praiseworthy. Night and day, he combs the forest/earth looking for game. He is solely interested in celestial game, in reaching and ascending “Langbodo” so as to make his game his own just as a hunter makes his own the game he has just killed. But then, due to the earth-crawling nature of his body, the task is not easy for his soul. And yet these two antinomic properties which live together in him must work in unison. The more the hunter rises, the more he falls. 

However, because he is much more relentlessly envisioned by the soul-elevating beams of divine light, he defeats the numerous  spirits he encounters in the epic. These spirits symbolize the countless travails of existence. He continues on his journey by marshalling and channeling all his energies. He is bent on burning out, as it were, his self into skeins of smoke in form of incense in order to fuse with the transcendent other. He does not lead, rather, he is led, Langbodo-othered. He plucks his laurel of full being at the end of his (return?) journey and expresses his joy with ecstasy.

The Forest of a Thousand Daemons is an artistic recreation of the hidden wishfulness of man, an imaginative delight of the restoration of man’s natural harmony on earth as well as in heaven.

From the same perspective, T.S. Eliot portrays Samuel Beckett in Murder in the Cathedral. Beckett is the Archbishop of Canterbury and the vicar of the Pope in England. He is also the British Exchequer and the second man to the king, Henry II who is notorious for his mundane, totalitarian inclinations. Beckett will soon have bones of contention to pick up with the crown. He has a choice between picking on a temporal or a spiritual power. The former is transitory; the latter, timeless and glorious. With his eyes riveted on the Pope, his spiritual leader on earth and on God, his heavenly king and creator, Beckett throws to the dogs all the mundane delicacies of his selfhood of which Henry II is part. He aspires to put himself in the halo of the divine other. God becomes the beacon and the mast on which he harps his soul. Then comes the upsurge of his agonies, exacerbated by the warring tics of his human nature which are presented to us in form of tempters. The fourth tempter, a pseudo-self of his own spiritual peregrinations in the play, puts him on the surest way to heaven. He is not seeking martyrdom, that wish would accuse him of self-pride. He does not also want to become a saint at whose epitaph thousands of pilgrims will yearly kneel, chant and pray, asking for his intercession with God. Such an intention is sinful because it is vainglorious and therefore, of the flesh. He will empty his self into the vase of divine thatness so that the will of God and his fusion with Him may be accomplished. If he has carried out his own assignment, whatever remains to be done is in God’s court. Like St. Paul in his old age, Beckett can now say:

I have fought the good fight to the end; I have run the race to the finish; I have kept the faith… The Lord will rescue me from all evil attempts on me and bring me safely to his heavenly kingdom.25
It is at the peak of this spiritual communion with the transcendent order that he discovers and enjoys his roundness of being. His soul is at peace with itself and with God. At this juncture, he can order his priests to keep the gates and the doors of the Cathedral open. According to him, God has His own way of opening and closing gates and doors.

By the time the king’s stooges storm the Cathedral to carry out their mission of evil, Beckett does not live in the body any longer. It is no wonder that he can now dare death, which to him is, in the final analysis, the demise of the body only. He knows that if he dies in God and for God, he will live on. For him, God is the measure of eternity and quintessence.

All the salient attributes of love, holiness, steadfastness, bravery, depths of thoughts, acumen of logic, astral competence and charismatic aura which Beckett exudes are fallouts of his disposition to blend his thisness with divine thatness. 

On entelechial wings does his soul, kneaded and enlivened, cruize the celestial dome. The dieu déchu/fallen god now becomes the dieu rescussité/risen god in the restoration of his plenitude.

Beckett is an icon of what man ought to be, a concentricity, a                                    self-transcendence. His lifestyle is a great lesson for the crumbling, abiku-like26 humanity whose gene and blood understandingly defy vitality and harmony except in death. It is therefore not a surprise that T.S. Eliot, the humanist scholar and writer of our age picks on him from a distant past. He writes a play on him so as to teach us the courage to be and also to salvage the modern Europe of “The Waste Land” in particular and human species in general from psychological, moral and spiritual nadir. 

Murder in the Cathedral puts on stage the sad loss of our cosmic and ontological harmony and a way forward to ultimate self-regeneration.
On the issue of gender.

The Christian bible says in the Genesis that God creates Adams first. He is male. In order to slake his anguish of boredom which is occasioned by loneliness, the same God creates Eve and makes her female. The fact that God pulls Eve out of the ribs of Adam does not mean that it is Adam who creates her. He has no say in God’s modus operandi. With the emergence of Eve on the scene, the principle of male and female genders, of self and other and of contrastive bodies is established and sacralised in the world. It has to be noted however, that Adam and Eve share the same “human person”, sui generis and are created to be complementary to each other. To this effect, the Genesis says:
God created man in his image;

in the divine image he created him;

male and female he created them.27
Without Eve, Adam cannot achieve plenum; without Adam, Eve also cannot enjoy plenum. Beyond their individuating, independent personalities, there is a link which brings them together to such an extent that both of them eat at the same time of the forbidden fruit and are equally guilty of original sin. Even now when their progeny marry, female to male, the couple are numerically considered to be one and indivisible. 

But in the course of ages, that primeval concept is debased and thrown to the winds. It becomes an ideology in which the female sex is reduced to mere womb28 and seen as inferior to the male sex. However, we have to understand that ideology is one thing; creation, another thing. Ideology is enshrined in nebulousness and mythology and virtually in most cases, for selfish interests; creation, in truth, transparency and matter-of-factness. 

For example, creation shows that one can find within it as many physical weaklings, intellectual midgets, sinewy Spartans and keen intelligences in the female sex, just as one can find in the male sex. Each sex in terms of suis generis or kind, is equal with, and complementary to each other. Religious, socio-economic or political ideology will not agree to this statement as it will cover up its weaknesses in virulent ratiocinations. 

In procreational experience for example, no sex can be ignored. It is imperative that man as self lies with woman as other or vice-versa. This kind of biological, cross-genderic lie is one of the most indisputable mysteries and paradoxes of nature. A child is the product of that act. No lie of two men or two women can ever bring about such mystery. No man or woman can do it all alone for the simple reason that in normal circumstances, being, to the best of our knowledge, is not a hermaphrodite. The coming together  of the two contrastive sexes is a sine qua non. It is a way of saying that homosexuality and lesbianism which are practices of some individuals in our society are a quaint syndrome of a warped, anti-nature civilization to which have gleefully descended human mind, heart and body. The present state cannot be otherwise because the man of science and technology, the phallocentric usurper of our heliocentric hemisphere has done away with the underlying principle of contrasts and fusion which in-forms and nourishes our life especially as far as the experience we are talking about now is concerned. 

For want of time, we are not ready to outline the various attempts made by the womenfolk to dismantle the status quo and the genderic ideology. In our age, there are hues and cries of feminism, womanism, and motherism by which the outrageous female sex makes its age-old grievances known. For example, the Beijing Conference (China) among many others on female equity and empowerment is a deconstructive, lethal hammering at phallocentrism.

May I also add for example, from the traditional African culture that the people of Ketu Oodua who do not know Islam and Christianity and are not influenced by these religions have made their respect for female equity and empowerment known for centuries. As dance, ritual drama and entertainment, as well as praxial politics of female protest and self-defense, the Gelede/Efe performance provides an avenue through which the arrogant phallus is knocked out of its balance. Two of the praise-names of the Gelede/Efe poetry chanted by the mask are: ìbà okó tórò, tí ò sè/homage to the phallus, which droops and oozes not, ìyá a’nóbò a kò jédó/mother whose vagina no penis dare stroke. These praise-names do say that there is no room for phallic braggadocio before mulierist29 presence.
Beyond race, tribalism and ethnicity.

The campaign of racism, tribalism and ethnicity among men and women has been rife in time and space. There is virtually no human community, which is not guilty of one or the other.

Elsewhere have I said of the ego: 

Standing at the outskirts of the world whose stressful challenges keep it on heat, battered and harassed at the same time by the storms of the unconscious, the synecdochic ego wanes and wavers. It is always knocked off balance whenever it makes desperate attempts through the restive word to achieve equilibrium and attain self-presence in a heliocentric enclave. The ego is the most pathetic figure in the world.30
In this kind of pendulum state, the ego is broken into shards and has not, at any time, been able to regain its centredness except at death. Frightened by Jasperian “existential walls”, of which the most powerful in this circumstance is dread, the midget ego whose gene lacks resilience, doggedness, and humanist self-transcendence but prodigiously endowed with librum arbitrium/free will which enables it discern good from evil, manipulates all Machiavellic strategies to maintain its empire. It eventually slumps into what looks like schizophrenia. For let us be clear and blunt about it, factions and fractions stray into the universe of being when the mischievous ego is all poised to satisfy its own greed and achieve its own self-survival. Or how can we exhume the genetic causes of hostility, violence and acrimony which have broken up among men and women and ravaged humankind in the course of ages? Even now we are still at the same games.

One of the far-away syndromes of this genetic virus is racism. Racism itself seems to be a projection of tribalism and ethnicity at a larger demographic, statistical level. What is intriguing to note is that in all the three, the same denominational factor of centrism, exclusivism and supremacist madness agglutinate in which one race (tribe or ethnic group or to go further, one religious fundamentalist sect) noisily and pathologically overrates itself over and above others. Consequently, the respect for the dignity of “human person” in others is trampled upon.

Desperate treatises which are unfounded and mythological have been rolled out since ages by the white race so as to force its alleged superiority complex down the throats of other races brandished as black and yellow, the black race being its major target of attack.

Thus, Arthur de Gobineau in his book, Essai sur l’inégalité des races humaines/Treatise on the inequality of human races (1853) has this to say of the black man’s psyche:

With all beings, for a sympathetic chord to be struck, the intellect must first have understood, and there is the difficulty with the Negro whose mind is obtruse, incapable of rising above the lowest level, from the moment when he has to consider, learn, compare, draw inferences… You see, the Negro can raise his mind as far as the ludicrous image, as far as the hideous piece of wood, but when he encounters true beauty, his mind is genetically deaf, dumb and blind.31
Then, de Gobineau, the hellenic anthropologist, gives us his chart on which he divides black and white minds:
	Black Race

A grossly powerful physical energy

Mediocre thinking faculties

A will of powerful intensity

A bundle of desires and emotions

Highly developed sense of taste and smell

Gluttonous, unstable of humour, a human machine

Kills wilfully; lazy and imperturbable

Lyrical poet, musician, sculptor 
	White Race

Spiritual and reflective energy

Energetic intelligence, superior intelligence

Perseverance that is aware of difficulties and finds ways and means of solving them

 Inferiority in the intensity of his feelings

Love and thirst for liberty

Instinct for law and order

Special love for life, high sense of honour32



Many more European philosophers, sociologists, anthropologists and writers such as Kant, Montesquieu, Gustave Le Bon, Frobenius, Delafosse, Ortiz and Labouret etc. have peddled this quaint commodity of black inferiority. 


The white race has used its own criteria to establish the principle of inferiority and superiority complex. In this kind of exercise, it is the white self which sees the black other but through a prism which is always undoubtedly blurred. The black other which in turn becomes the black self and now sees the white as the other is equally guilty of the same inaccurate vision. The whole process therefore, is a vicious circle in which no race has the privilege or the effrontery to pronounce on the degree of humanity of others.

More worrisome and intriguing for the African continent in this connection, is the similar stand of the Senegalese Léopold Sédar Senghor. We cannot discuss him here now for want of time and space. 

Henceforth, there emerge a legion of racist writings, which feature the traits of the black man’s so-called inferiority complex. And here again, I shall have to give a few examples. Joseph Conrad’s Heart of Darkness fictionalises the ontological dark corridor of the black man’s mind. To get at the root of the theme, the reader should move beyond an ordinary spatial dimension which is Africa, to reach the psychic landscape which is the black man’s mind à la Gobineau. Joyce Cary’s Mister Johnson, note the connotation of the word “Mister”: man-child, boy, slave. It showcases Johnson who is the protagonist, as a certified, congenital simpleton. Referring to his own chart, de Gobineau would call Mister Johnson: “A bundle of desires and emotions” who lies as often as he breathes, bends down his knees as often as he dares speak before his baas and other white authorities. Johnson is a quaint, substandard creature, the replica of the black man in the rational, hellenic world. Similarly,  Gérard de Villiers,33 a contemporary French novelist whose novels sell like hot cake paints the black African.

For the white colonialist, therefore, the African needs to be humanized. This need justifies the white man’s mission civilisatrice/civilising mission to Africa. Beating all humanist imaginations, the mission ends up being a ruse of socio-economic and cultural plundering of the naive continent.

It simply points to the fact that the white man’s willful doubt of the full  humanity of the African is anchored on a prejudiced epistemology, on the final pronouncement of a questionable, “superior intelligence”, reminiscent of the  intellectualistic devilry of Christopher Marlowe’s Dr Faustus, which works towards the debasement  and mummification of human species. 
But reason or intelligence à la Descartes or à la Kant or à la Gobineau, so deified in Aryan, hellenic metaphysics and culture, soon brings about the collapse of its own so-called olympean civilization. The fall is not a surprise because this kind of uni-cultured ontology makes man less human and incomplete, shoved away, as it were, from the wholesome feeds of the heart and soul. The scientific, technological man becomes a man of the head sans heart and emotions, a strange modern Lucifer who from a new tower of Babel stumbles back to the earth, wracked by a host of postmodernist, nightmarish hallucinations. 
In TWO CHORUSES FROM “THE ROCK”, T.S. Eliot looks at man of the modern age. He  is worried by his iconoclastic tics, anguished by his irreligious, science-wracked neurosis and intrigued by his willful dare-devilry on the precipice of self-annihilation. He pities and spites me at the same time, despite his sky-high bravura.

The endless cycle of idea and action,

Endless invention, endless experiment,

Brings knowledge of motion, but not of stillness, 

Knowledge of speech, but not of silence;

Knowledge of words, and ignorance of the Word

All our knowledge brings us nearer to our ignorance,

…

The cycles of Heaven in twenty centuries

Bring us farther from GOD and nearer to the Dust34
With a similar tone of despair does Olusegun Adekoya speak in his recent Inaugural Lecture, titled “Homage to Paradox”. Commenting on Soyinka’s “Rust is ripeness” which is  drawn from the poem, “Season”, Adekoya clinically examines the deep underlying structure of paradox in creation and human life, discerns the ambivalence of values and the constant of a buckle of binary, contrastive bodies and aesthetics which, in mutually exclusive and inclusive exercises, claim and enjoy their  thisnesses and thatnesses, as all are forever sutured in a symphony of possibilistic verses. Adekoya also concludes with a strong caveat to the modern man: 

Ogede n baje a lo n pon35 (The banana is rotting but we say it is ripening). A paradox of history and time, it deconstructs the myth of progress… and signifies civilization as bastardization of values… The more science and technology fills the world with light, increases human efficiency and creates greater comfort and leisure, the deeper becomes the human angst and fear that the world will be destroyed by the increasingly powerful weapons of war made possible by the same knowledge36
Along the same line of gloomy discourse, the present Catholic Pontiff has this to say with pungency: 

… Indeed, if development were limited to the technical-economic aspect, obscuring the moral-religious dimension, it would not be an integral, human development, but a one-sided distortion which would end up by unleashing man’s destructive capacities.37
Disgusted by the same white freak, Aimé Césaire, the Martinican poet can now with vitriolic humour and satire lash out:

Ecoutez le monde blanc

horriblement las de son effort immense

ses articulations rebelles craquer sous les étoiles dures

…

écoute ses victoires proditoires trompeter ses défaites

…

Pitié pour nos vainqueurs omniscients et naïfs38
Hear the white world

horribly fatigued by its immense effort

its rebellious articulations crack under hard stars

…

hear its treacherous victories trumpeting its defeats

…

Mercy for our omniscient and naive conquerors.
Surprisingly for centuries back, the inferior animal and probably also the pagan Olaudah Equiano has been able to tutor the white race on the necessity to respect the dignity of “human person”. Irked by the white slavers’ atrocities and crudities in which their atavistic instincts run berserk, he speaks with outrage:

O, ye nominal Christians! Might not an African ask you, Learned you this from your God who says unto you, Do unto all men as you would men do unto you? …Surely this is a new refinement in cruelty which… aggravates distress and adds fresh horrors to the wretchedness of slavery39.

All the laws of nature do not discriminate. On the contrary, man’s laws and evaluations which are prone to mutations do discriminate. Most of such laws are informed by self-interests which are dictated by fashions, falsehoods and mythologies and are in contradistinction to nature’s universal and timeless verities. Irrespective of colour, culture, class, sex and age, all human beings are the same because they share the same human essence with one another. That sharing provides for their meeting point and that is the symphony of our many contrastive verses to which I draw the attention of my august audience. They lie in their throats, all peddlers and jehovahs of contrary views.
That one race is economically, scientifically and technologically more advanced than others does not bring in the idea of superior and inferior humanity. If a race is faster on the trajectory of growth and development of “human person”, it does not mean that other races, particularly the black race encapsulate “…an essential inequality with the rest of mankind…,”40 and are less human or of a different kind.


In his characteristic manner to put man in reverse gear, Karl Marx says: 

The philosophers have “interpreted” the world in various ways; the point is to “change” it…

It is not the consciousness of men that determines their being, but, on the contrary, their social being  that determines their consciousnes41.

 
With due regard to Marx’s socio-historicized definition of human consciousness, we continue to maintain that ecological, socio-economic and political headaches may take toll on man, he still is a human being. His ontology or essence remains human. Unless we believe in magic or abracadabra, no human being has ever metamorphosed to a dog or a monkey because of his existential emaciation. For example, in T.S. Eliot’s “THE LOVE SONG OF J. ALFRED”, the melancholy persona at the hub of travails and trivia of human existence may want to have been created a crab so as not to suffer any agony. Says he self-piteously:

I should have been a pair of ragged claws 

Scuttlng across the floors of silent seas42  

His intention is a wishfulness, an exercise in oniric escapism, and nothing more.
Symbiosis of roots, cultures and humours

We can also say in passing that the use of a foreign language by man to express his feelings does not change or debase the generic essence in him. Language is culture, and culture, the material product of an immaterial, spiritual essence is like “the word”43, a buoyant, unstable, and secretive commodity to be bought, sold and haggled over in the fleeting world of man. Sound culture or civilization always goes beyond nativism or centripetalism if really, outlandishness is to be thrown overboard. But then, Wole Soyinka’s persona in this circumstance, cries out to his roots to salvage him from the sludge of depersonalization:
Roots, be an anchor at my keel

Shore my limbs against the wayward gale

Reach in earth for deep sustaining draughts

Potencies against my endless thirsts44
If this prayer for profound psychic dive into “Potencies” of the earth’s womb is to be answered, it will lead being to the common roots of the human race in which individual roots can only inhere and form part of the cosmic concord. We are here again referred back to the  Ovidian concept of “…dissociata locis concordi pace ligavit”
Tchicaya U Tam’si, the Congo-Brazavillois poet, talks of “le bronze” or “l’alliage” of cultures or the pot-pourri of civilizations with which the modern black man is invested. He even goes further to say that there is no perfect, unalloyed culture in any human community. Paraphrasing Blaise Pascal, he argues: 

Rien n’est pur qui écarte le mélange de tout, dirai-je que la vraie pureté se fout de toute pureté/ There’s no purity without mixture of all other things, I will say that true purity damns absolute purity45. 

This is to say that man is a symphony of contrastive cultures, one of which is or may be predominant. One therefore, wonders why the debate on the language dilemma in African life and literature46 has been so heated as to make Obiajunwa Wali47 consider as questionable any African literature couched in foreign languages and also condition Ngugi wa Thiong’o now to write in English language, now to hark back to write in Kikuyu (his Kenyan mother tongue). Let us listen to J.P. Sartre:

…Et comme les mots sont des idées, quand le nègre déclare en français qu’il rejette la culture française, il prend d’une main ce qu’il repousse de l’autre, il installe en lui comme une broyeuse, l’appareil à penser de l’ennemi.48
… And since words are ideas, when the Negro speaks in French saying he loathes the French culture, he grips with one hand what he discards with the other and installs in himself the enemy’s thinking machine.

In my opinion, all these pseudo-critical observations as brilliant and catchy as they are, are inane because they rely more on ideological and political parametres than on generic ones. 

When John Milton chooses to write in Latin, he does not lose his human essence. When Edmund Spenser frowns at the same Latin and pens his Faerie Queen in English Language, his mother tongue, he does not gain more in human essence. 

In the history of man, we have found out that what we call superior civilisation changes from one hemisphere to the other: Greek, Mesopotamian, Spanish, Roman etc. Any student of history will be ready to educate us on this reality. These mutations have nothing to do with the humanity of man. A mere look at the progress of the universe reveals that North America, now the most famous and powerful nation in the world is gradually losing its podium to Asian nations. If it finally loses, and lose it must, it does not mean then that North Americans will henceforth be bereft of human essence. I shall quote again from my Post-Inaugural Lecture II (2005).

Nobody now really very often talks of the greatest heroes of antiquity. Nobody also frequently exalts the celebrities of the Roman and Spanish empires. The ancient world-renowned civilisations of Babylonia, Mesopotamia… have been ploughed into oblivion by the moving wheels of time. The United States of America is now at the apogee of its civilization as world power. Sooner or later, it will drift into the backstage of life among the league of nations.49
Whether a man is white, black or yellow, the “verses” of the demonic and the angelic, the Dionysiac/Ogunnian and the Apollonian/Obatalan, the crude and the sophisticated, the imbecile and the wise, the disorderly and the orderly crystallize with varying humours in him. These components make him a full-fledged being.


When William Shakespeare writes The Merchant of Venice and Othello, plays in which his racist turpitude cries loud, he is on the side of the demonic. For embracing a cosmopolitan, telluric perspective, the same Shakespeare is now on the side of the angelic as when his Hamlet in Hamlet talks of man and the earth, not just as belonging only to one race or nation but to human species and the world. We understand the disillusionment Hamlet is going through. But beyond his present state of mind are manifested his critical awareness and clinical analysis of man as generic man in the world of the irrational. Through Hamlet, Shakespeare opens out:

Hamlet:
…That this goodly frame the earth seems to me a sterile promontory, this most excellent canopy the air… a foul pestilent congregation of vapours. What a piece of work is a man, how noble in reason, how infinite in faculties … how like an angel in apprehension… the beauty of the world… and yet to me, what is this quintessence of dust?50
Man, world and the duel of synthesis

“…this quintessence of dust” in nature, engages in timeless combat with  “…a sterile promontory…”. This is the issue which has preoccupied modern writers, and philosophers of the literature of the absurd. 

The reason for the duel of the duo: man/world may be that for dialectical self-development to take place, there is need for the former to be constantly slugged out of torpor into consciousness and praxis by the latter. A ki i foju boro gbo’mo l’owo ekuro51/Under duress should a palm-tree kernel be cracked out of its shell, proverbially say the  Yoruba. For man to discover the best in himself and put up this best - “palm-tree kernel” to use, turned as it were, from dull ore to scintillating gold, he has to be thrashed out by forces which are greater than him, forces like the boy and the inmates who live above the first floor in Jean-Paul Sartre’s Huis Clos and the elusive godot whom the tramps desperately wait for in Samuel Beckett’s Waiting for godot. 

Judged from this perspective, the angst of existentialists would appear to be a morbid lamentation and a quaint centrifugal hoax from the reality of a world which is so designed to be essentially that of man. Maurice Merleau-Ponti, a contemporary of Sartre, speaking from the Christian side of existentialism berates as too extreme the epistemological parametres used by Sartre to  declare human existence absurd, irrational and Godless. He affirms instead:
…Ce que le philosophe pose, ce n’est jamais l’absolument absolu, c’est l’absolu en rapport avec lui52 
…It is never the absolutely absolute which a philosopher queries, but the absolute which relates to him in person
I shall have to bring this lecture to a close by saying that a wholesome civilization necessarily comes from nature’s transcendent grammar or ecology. After all, man is part of nature. He should look up to nature for guidance and watch his fiery gait and adventurism from the balsamic halo of “the green” into the excruciating hell of “the steel”. 

It is therefore imperative for world nations and communities to borrow a leaf from nature so as to rebuild a “…human” ecology of peace, and harmony. The much-touted concept of global village will be an aberration or a ploy for the oppression of the poor by the rich, or of the minority by the majority if it is not anchored on the principle of respect for the dignity of “human person” in all individuals irrespective of colour, sex, age and social class etc.

And coming back home, I will say that the so-called divisive phenomenon of multinationalism, multiculturalism and multilingualism in Nigeria is an aspect of Nature, composed either by God or Nature. It should not tear the country apart. Instead, it ought to be a strong factor of national integration and, of diversity-borne unity.

Our universe, what a beautiful symphony of dissonant consonances, which ought to in-form the way we live! 
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