
Remembrance as Rigor: Ritual as a Way 

of Knowing 

 
The Library That Breathes 

A child stands before the elders at a naming ceremony. Water is poured onto the earth. 

The names of those who came before are spoken in sequence - parents, grandparents, 

those further back still. The child receives a name that carries lineage, a name that links 

them to ancestors whose bones have returned to the soil, but whose presence remains. 

The child does not memorize a text. The child does not study from a book. The child 

learns by standing in the place where knowledge is enacted, by watching what happens, 

by participating when called. Years later, the same child will pour the water, speak the 

names, welcome a newborn into the same chain of relationship that welcomed them. 

The Western reflex is immediate. We were taught that memory is where knowledge goes 

to decay - that only ink makes a thing durable, only the page makes it true. A story is 

“just” a story. A ceremony is “only” ritual. The assumption sits so deep it feels like 

common sense: if it was not written down, it cannot be trusted. 

Essay 2 left the ancestors seated at the table - present, answerable, holding a seat no 

absence could vacate. But presence must be carried. It must be kept alive, transmitted, 

handed forward. The ancestors’ words reach the table because a practice keeps them 

there. This essay asks how. 

The central reframing is this: ritual is not the decoration around knowledge. It is the 

discipline that holds it. Jan Vansina, whose Oral Tradition as History (1985) gave the 

discipline its methodological backbone, proved that oral accounts can be rigorously 

evaluated as genuine historical sources, subject to their own tests of reliability rather than 



dismissed for failing the page's. Isidore Okpewho, writing from within African 

scholarship in African Oral Literature: Backgrounds, Character, and Continuity (1992), 

treats oral tradition as literature and knowledge in its own right - with its own aesthetics, 

its own rigor, its own systems of transmission. 

This matters for the organizer preserving a movement’s history, the advocate keeping a 

community's memory when no institution will archive it. When the record is not written 

down, someone must be trained to carry it. That training lives in practice. And the 

community’s memory was never lost - only kept in a form the West had not yet learned 

to read. 

The Prejudice of the Page 

For centuries, the written word sat at the top of a ladder of knowing. Beneath it sat the 

spoken word. Beneath that, memory - treated as the frailest vessel of all, bound to fade, 

embellish, corrupt. This was not neutral observation. It was a worldview that mistook its 

own tools for the measure of truth. 

The consequence was devastating. When writing becomes the only trusted archive, 

peoples without extensive written records are cast as peoples without history. Vansina 

named this erasure directly - his life’s work was the refusal of exactly that dismissal. The 

logic that called oral cultures “preliterate” or “without records” was not describing a 

deficiency. It was imposing one. 

Walter Ong, in Orality and Literacy: The Technologizing of the Word (1982), offers a 

useful tool and, in the same breath, the prejudice this essay exists to overturn. His central 

insight is invaluable: writing is a technology - a learned, consequential tool, not a natural 

fact. That single move reframes trained memory as an equal technology rather than an 

absence. But Ong also frames oral cultures as a “primary” stage prior to literacy, and that 

developmental ladder is precisely the hierarchy this essay dismantles. Take the tool. 

Name the limit. Do not let the ladder stand. 

Okpewho stands beside Ong as the necessary corrective. He refuses the “prior stage” 

reading and insists on oral tradition as a mature, self-sufficient system - with its own 

poetics, its own discipline, its own integrity. Pairing the two enacts the section's own 

argument: the theorist who provides the useful frame, and the scholar who keeps that 

frame from rebuilding the hierarchy it was meant to break. 

Writing is a technology. So is trained memory. So is ritual. Neither is natural; all are 

learned, disciplined, and refined across generations. The page is not truth itself - it is one 

vessel for carrying it. The body is another. And for the organizer whose community’s 

history lives in living rooms and not in institutional archives, this reframing is not 

academic. It says: what you carry in memory is not lesser. It is a legitimate record, and it 

deserves the discipline of keeping. 

How Oral Memory Stays True 

The Western objection is predictable: without writing, how can anything stay accurate? 

Doesn't memory drift, embellish, forget? 



Jan Vansina answered this question decades ago. In Oral Tradition as History, he 

established that oral accounts possess genuine mechanisms of fidelity and can be 

evaluated as historical evidence. Oral transmission is not one person remembering alone. 

It is a system with safeguards: apprenticeship under a master who corrects error, public 

recitation before an audience that knows the account and would catch a deviation, fixed 

formulas and rhythmic structures that resist alteration, and the shared accountability of a 

community that owns the story collectively. 

The role of form is essential. Meter, melody, repetition, and formula are not ornament. 

They are memory technology - structures that hold words in place the way a vessel holds 

water. Okpewho grounds this in the poetics of oral performance: to change the words is 

to break the form, and the break is audible. The structure guards the content. A reciter 

who alters a genealogy does not merely err - they break the rhythm, and the community 

hears it. 

The honest tension must be held. Oral tradition does change - it adapts, emphasizes, 

responds to its moment. But so does the written record - revised, translated, selectively 

preserved, sometimes deliberately falsified. Neither vessel is perfectly still. The claim is 

not that oral memory never changes. It is that it possesses genuine mechanisms of fidelity 

that the prejudice of the page refused to see. 

For the organizer keeping a community’s account alive, this section offers method, not 

reassurance. Memory stays true when it is rehearsed, witnessed, shared, and held to 

account. Fidelity is a practice, not an accident. 

Ritual as Rehearsal: Knowing by Doing 

Not all ancestral knowledge lives in a specialist's memory. Much of it lives in ritual - the 

ceremonies, rites, and repeated communal acts through which a people knows itself. 

Victor Turner, in The Ritual Process: Structure and Anti-Structure (1969), gives the 

essay a vocabulary for ritual as a meaning-making process. His work on liminality and 

communitas - the temporary dissolution and reconstitution of social bonds through shared 

ritual experience - lets the section argue that ritual does something: it transmits and re-

anchors shared understanding through enacted practice. But Turner's fieldwork among 

the Ndembu is specific. His framework is portable, but only so far. Anchor every 

borrowed term to named African rite, and let Mbiti keep the section standing on its own 

soil. 

Mbiti returns here, carrying forward from Essay 1 his treatment of festival and rite as 

recurring communal anchors. Rites of passage, naming ceremonies, festivals of return - 

these are the moments where a community rehearses its values, its history, and its 

obligations by enacting them together. The child who witnesses the same ceremony year 

after year is being educated - absorbing genealogy, cosmology, and communal law 

through participation rather than instruction. The rite is the curriculum. 

Okpewho bridges the spoken to the enacted, showing how oral performance and ritual 

practice are woven together rather than separate. The spoken and the enacted are not two 

domains. They are one discipline expressed in two registers. 



Reach back to the libation of Essay 2 - the pouring of water, the naming of ancestors, the 

act that assumes the dead are present to receive. That ritual was framed there as language: 

the grammar of relationship between living and dead. Here it is understood also as 

knowing: the community teaching itself, through repeated enactment, that the ancestors 

are present, that the lineage is continuous, that the dead hold a seat. The child who 

watches the water poured year after year does not need a textbook to learn this. The ritual 

is the lesson. 

Repetition is not mindless. Each performance re-teaches, re-anchors, re-transmits. Guard 

against the Western reading of ritual as hollow routine - the “empty ceremony” critique 

that mistakes density for vacancy. In this framework, ritual is a compression of a 

community's deepest knowledge into a form the body can carry and repeat. It is not the 

decoration around knowledge. It is the discipline that holds it. 

For the organizer, the recurring gathering, the annual commemoration, the opening ritual 

that begins every meeting - these are not filler. They are how a community teaches itself 

who it is, across time, without a textbook. To ritualize is to remember on purpose. 

When Practice Is Scattered: Rupture and Survival 

If a people’s library lives in its practices and its ceremonies, then to scatter the people is 

to threaten the library. 

Vansina names the specific vulnerability precisely: oral knowledge requires an unbroken 

chain - a keeper, a hearer, a gathering - in a way the written archive does not. A book can 

survive in a locked room without a reader. A living tradition cannot. Displacement 

separated elders from their ceremonies, communities from the gatherings that kept them 

whole. This is the real cost, and it must be spoken honestly. 

But the story does not end in erasure. The chain was interrupted, not everywhere severed. 

Okpewho documents the continuity and adaptation of oral tradition even under pressure - 

the ways form and practice persist and re-form rather than simply vanishing. Survival 

was transformation. The discipline rebuilt itself from what remained. 

Robert Farris Thompson, in Flash of the Spirit (1983), follows African ritual and 

aesthetic knowledge across the water - transformed but recognizable in the diaspora. 

Rhythms survived. Rites re-formed in new soil. The practice’s discipline, once learned, 

could be rebuilt from a fragment. The seed planted here will be harvested when the 

collection reaches the ocean crossing in Essay 5, but the seed is already visible: what 

ritual and oral memory make possible is exactly this - because knowledge was held in 

living practice, it could be re-membered, put back together, wherever even a fragment of 

the practice endured. 

Connect back to sankofa from Essay 1 - the discipline of reaching back for what was left 

behind. The Akan bird whose head turns backward while its body moves forward is the 

perfect image of what survival required: forward motion sustained by retrieval; the future 

carried on the back of what was recovered. The chain was broken in the crossing. But the 

hands that remembered the practice could begin again. 

For the organizer and advocate rebuilding what was scattered, this is the essay’s most 

direct gift. Memory kept in practice can be recovered by resuming the practice. To gather 



again, to recite again, to ritualize again is not nostalgia. It is repair. The practice can be 

renewed. The library that breathes can breathe again. 

Knowledge for Working Hands 

The threads gather here. The prejudice of the page mistook writing for the only real 

record. Oral tradition possesses genuine mechanisms of fidelity - apprenticeship, form, 

and communal verification. Ritual is knowing enacted, a curriculum carried in the body. 

Rupture threatened the chain but did not sever it; what was kept in practice can be 

recovered by practice. 

Knowledge is not only what is written and shelved. It is also what is rehearsed, 

witnessed, and handed forward - a living discipline, not a dead deposit. 

This is the essay’s ethical center. For a community told it had no history because it had 

little writing, the recovery of ritual and oral tradition as legitimate ways of knowing is not 

academic vindication. It is the restoration of a birthright. Your memory was always 

knowledge. It only needed practices willing to carry it. 

This is the truest expression of the collection’s ethic - knowledge for working hands. Not 

knowledge sealed behind glass, but knowledge kept alive by being used, spoken, and 

enacted by the people it belongs to. The ritual does not require a rare manuscript locked 

in a vault. The ritual opens in the gathering, and the archive speaks. 

The Voice That Does Not Fade 

Come back to the naming ceremony. The water poured, the names spoken, the child 

receiving a lineage. What looked like a tender custom is revealed as a discipline - an 

archive, a lineage speaking aloud through practice and participation. The keeper does not 

fade because the keeper is made, trained, corrected, witnessed, and replaced by the next 

keeper in the chain. 

Having moved from the ancestors’ presence into the discipline that keeps that presence 

alive, the reader can now see ritual and oral tradition not as the absence of a record but as 

a record of a different and rigorous kind. 

For the organizer and the advocate: you are already a keeper. The stories you hold, the 

gatherings you convene, the practices you refuse to let lapse - these are the discipline this 

essay honors. To keep memory is to keep a people. 

Begin wherever you are standing. The circle always returns - and it returns because 

someone was trained to turn it: a practice, a gathering, a thread held and handed forward. 

The Voice That Does Not Fade 

Return now to the evening, to the old voice rising before the gathered community. What 

might once have looked like a remarkable trick of an unusual mind can now be seen for 

what it is - a discipline, an archive, a lineage speaking aloud through a keeper trained to 

carry it. Mamadou Kouyaté announced himself before the story began, and his 

announcement was the argument: I am a griot. The keeper does not fade because the 

keeper is made - trained, corrected, witnessed, and in time replaced by the next keeper in 



the chain. The library breathes because someone spent a lifetime learning how to breathe 

it. 

Having moved from the ancestors’ nearness in the first essay, through their active 

presence in the second, the reader now stands inside the discipline that keeps that 

presence alive. Ritual and oral tradition are not the absence of a record. They are a record 

of a different and rigorous kind - one that survives not by resisting time but by being 

renewed within it, handed from mouth to ear, from master to apprentice, from one turn of 

the circle to the next. 

And you, reader, are already a keeper. The stories you hold, the gatherings you refuse to 

let lapse, the practices you insist on repeating even when no one asks you to - these are 

the very discipline this essay honors. To keep memory is to keep a people. 

Begin wherever you are standing. The circle always returns. Now that phrase deepens. 

The circle does not turn on its own. It returns because someone was trained to turn it - a 

keeper, a voice, a thread held fast and handed forward. Wherever you stand, you can be 

that someone. And when you speak the names, when you pour the water, when you 

gather the people to remember together, the voice does not fade. It carries. It always has. 
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