
Gold Coast Thesis 

T h e ghost t ra in moves i n 
d u r i n g the blackest phase o f n i g h t — 
o n some bat t lement i n C y p r u s , 
i n the days o f O t h e l l o , a sentry 
w o u l d have c a l l e d it the s e c o n d watch . 
B l a c k visages gaze at m e , eyeless; 
a c h a i n c lanks somewhere . 
A s I l u n g e o u t o f b e d 
I find n o chains , o f course . 

T h e night ' s d i s t e m p e r w h i c h I have to face, 
n i g h t after n i g h t , started 
even as I wrote m y thesis, 
A harmless piece it was: 
" T h e H i s t o r y o f C o c o a i n G h a n a . " 
W h o w o u l d ' v e t h o u g h t 
it c o u l d l a n d m e i n this soup? 
I n this city o f spires a n d shabby scholars 
i n w o r n o u t tweeds, 
s q u e a k i n g away o n w o r n o u t bicycles, 
guys d o n ' t k n o w w h e r e G h a n a is! 
Y o u ' v e got to say " G o l d Coast , n o w G h a n a " — 
that's what t r a d i t i o n means to the Brits . 

F r i e n d s s u d d e n l y b e c a m e vocal : 
" T h e r e s h o u l d be ships 
m a k i n g slave-runs 
between the l ines h e r e 
a n d between the coasts, 
as they crisscross the A t l a n t i c . 
T h e r e s h o u l d be slave stations 
o n this b r o w n c o c o a c o l o u r e d page o f yours , 
stations, perched somewhere o n coastal margins 
w i t h names l i k e E l m i n a a n d O u i d a h , 
K o m e n d a a n d A k w i d a . " 



" T h e w o r d 'slavery' doesn't figure i n your paper! 
G o l d Coast slaves were p r e f e r r e d , 
because the ones f r o m B i a f r a 
were s t u b b o r n a n d p r o n e to su ic ide . 
Y o u k n o w a l l this! Y o u b e l o n g to the b l o o d y place ! 
Bash t h e m ! T h i s is o n e c h a n c e 
the b lack r a m w i l l have to tup the whi te ewe." 

I s h o o k m y h e a d . I w a n t e d 
that doctorate f r o m O x f o r d real b a d . 
N o w this: a p p a r i t i o n s 
s u r f a c i n g f r o m nightscapes — 
black visages w i t h b loodsta ins 
w h e r e the eyes s h o u l d have been . 
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