BE READY!
TO PHOTOGRAPH THE
MOCK BATTLE BETWEEN
THE DESTROYER AND
THE SUB, WHK;H OCCUR
EVERY 3 MINUTES.
THERE ARE

3 EXPLOSIONS
at 2 0 SEC.1NTERVALS
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m Van Schley's recently published book
These photographs are excerpts fro
erest. They also reflect the phenomenon
Signs, shot primarily for their visual int
ation overload we are all bombarded
of the incredible information/misinform
with constantly.
alls of Fire, which specializes in docuVan Schley is a member of Great B include articles in West magazine on
menting the environment. Past projects Weathermen, and ice cream parlors. Its
Los Angeles franchise coffee shops, TV ommercial television, using color casTelethon division concerns itself with c sees on TV. Great Balls of Fire is also
sette equipment to tape what America magazine Radical Software.
guest editing an upcoming issue of the s work, will appear in Avalanche, a magAn interview with Van Schley, plus hi lanche is published at 93 Grand Street
azine concerned with the New Art. Ava
in New York.
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GERALD HANLEY:
ments of 1904 and 1911 in which the
Masai loaned their land to the British
in exchange for being let alone to go
their own cattle-grazing way. From the
vantage of his return trip to Somalia
and Kenya in 1962, Hanley offers a
compelling look at the gallery of char-

AN IRISHMAN
IN AFRICA
by judy stone
that Jomo KenT heyattafirstputquestion
to Gerald Hanley back
in 1962 was, "Where do you come
from?"
"I said, 'I've just come from Ireland.' Kenyatta—who later became
president of Kenya—turned to the
Kikuyu elders in the room and he said,
'This man has come from a country
that has known every aspect of coloniahsm. You name it, they've seen it.
The Irish people have been through
every single stage that colonialism can
produce.' The elders were amazed to
learn that there were white men who
had been colonized."
In Kenya that year, the Masai bush
telegraph swiftly carried the news
about the "curious white man who
went about stopping old men and asking questions about times so long ago
that only a few could remember."
Mindful of the ancient Gaelic oral
tradition, Hanley wanted to help preserve Masai racial memories before it
was too late. He couldn't catch up
with one 90-year-old Masai who
covered the mountains and marshes
like a 20-year old, but finally Marieni
Ole Kertella came to him and told him
about the past that exists only in the
keen memory of a few elders. "He was
a marvelous man," Hanley said. "He
was a warrior before the white man
came. He's seen the whole thing happen: the coming of the white man and
the going of the white man."
The transcript of that unique interview is in the appendix of Hartley's
fascinating new autobiographical book
Warriors and Strangers, as well as a
very special find, the two "lost" agreeJudy Stone edits the daily entertainment
section of the San Francisco Chronicle.

Gerald Hanley
acters he has known—tribesmen, settlers, colonial officials, soldiers—during
some traumatic times of transition in
East Africa.
The book is infused with what is
immediately striking about Hanley
himself: his unquenchable curiosity
and generosity toward other people,
sympathy without sentimentahty. I
met him three or four times in Dublin;
invariably, he was encouraging someone or other to write, praising a new
author's first-born novel, offering helpful, unexpected insight into the other
fellow's project. A friend of his
showed me a cherished old photograph
of Hanley looking like a cross between
Omar Sharif and Ronald Colman when
he was a "British" Major in the Irish
Fusiliers—but he was never seduced by
that role: "I was an amateur officer. I
never forgot I was descended from
potato eaters." He's a large man with a
voice so soft and gentle and civilized

when he talks about ancient cultures,
old religions and new revolutions, that
it's difficult to imagine him as a lionkiller, but he was, once upon a time
before he started to think it aU out.
Hemingway himself took along
Hanley's second novel. The Year of
the Lion, when he went on safari in
Ngorongoro, Tanganyika, in 1953.
Later he bought ten copies in Nairobi
and told the amazed bookseller to
have Hanley call him if he stopped by.
When Hanley did, Hemingway said,
"C'mon down, kid, the wine's open."
In a recently published fragment of
his African Journal, Hemingway tells
of reading The Year of the Lion very
slowly "because it was such a good
book I didn't want to finish it . . . an
excellent book and very inspiring
when you were in the lion-hunting
business."
A British critic, John Davenport of
The Observer, once commented that
Hanley's "masculinity reminds one of
Hemingway, but emotionally he is
more mature." Hanley himself was
touched and pleased when he read the
Hemingway journal. "He liked the part
in my book where the lion charges.
'I'd love to think I had something to
do with that,' he said. I told him he
had an influence on every one of us
writers under 40. He was very good
and generous to writers. He also liked
a part in my book about the old man
worrying about death and wondering
if there was a life after death. He
talked a lot to me about a fellow
named Jimmy Joyce. I didn't know
then that Hemingway had been one of
the first to recognize Ulysses for what
it was."

anley was off on a long flow of
H
reminiscence. It was the eve of
his first visit to the United States and
he was looking forward to a big bash
with his nephew, playwright William
Hanley {Slow Dance on the Killing
Ground) and his niece, the actress
Ellen Hanley; eager to learn what
made America "break out" ten years
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