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Staff Benda Bilili (No 530)
If you're only going to buy one album by a gang of paraplegic

Congolese funk veterans this year, this should be it

Paul Lester
guardian.co.uk, Monday 20 April 2009 16.13 BST

Staff Benda Bilili ... Afrocentric mutant funk Hell's Angels OAPs. Photograph: PR

Hometown: Kinshasa, the Congo.

The lineup: Ricky Likabu (leader, vocals), Coco Ngambali (vocals, guitar), Theo

Nsituvuidi (vocals, guitar), Djunana Tanga-Suele (vocals), Kabamba Kabose Kasungo

(vocals), Paulin "Cavalier" Kiara-Maigi (bass), Roger Landu (satonge, vocals), Cubain

Kabeya (drums, vocals).

The background: Staff Benda Bilili means "look beyond appearances" in Lingala, the

language of Kinshasa in the Congo, but it's easier said than done when the band in

question are a gang of elderly homeless paraplegic buskers, disabled by polio. When

they're not busy prowling their local dilapidated zoological gardens or flogging cheap

booze and fags outside nightclubs, the band sing and play their instruments while

sitting on bizarre customised tricycles as a bunch of younger, all-acoustic players –

including an ex-street kid who plays a one-string electric lute he designed and built

himself out of a tin can – bash out various infectious rhythms behind them. What's

Congolese for, "We're not judging or anything, but what is THAT?" 

Western film-makers, internet users (400,000 people have seen the brief snippets of

film about the band on YouTube) and musicians, notably Damon Albarn and Robert

del Naja of Massive Attack, are apparently smitten with these characters who are like

Afrocentric mutant funk Hell's Angel OAPs. Well it beats queuing up for your heating

allowance or going to the bingo. You can see what has drawn Albarn and del Naja to

them. Even if they were able-bodied twentysomethings on unicycles, this stuff would

be gripping. The music on their debut album, Très Très Fort (translation: "very, very

loud"), which was recorded out in the open and produced by Vincent Kenis – whose

MacBook was powered illegally from a refreshment bar in the aforementioned zoo – is

a mesmerising blend of rumba-rooted grooves, vibrant, keening vocals, reggae, baile

and old-style R&B. Sala Keba isn't a million miles away from doo wop. Then again, a
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and old-style R&B. Sala Keba isn't a million miles away from doo wop. Then again, a

track such as Avramandole has a real (African head-)charge to it, even in its

unelectrified state, while Tonkara is the sort of township disco that gets the world-

music crowd doing embarrassing drunk-uncle manoeuvres to it every year at Womad.

They've even got a song called Je T'aime, which funnily enough isn't a cover of Serge

Gainsbourg and Jane Birkin's infamous heavy-breathing sex epic but a hypnotic

invitation to bump'n'grind of the terpsichorean variety.

The buzz: "There's a wonderful warmth and an often ramshackle jollity to

proceedings."

The truth: If you're only going to buy one album by a gang of paraplegic Congolese

funk veterans this year, this should be it.

Most likely to: Make British buskers up their game.

Least likely to: Sell expensive cigarettes.

What to buy: The debut album, Très Très Fort, is out now on Crammed.

File next to: Amadou and Mariam, Bhundu Boys, Vampire Weekend, Talking Heads.

Links: www.myspace.com/staffbendabilili 

Tomorrow's new band: William Fitzsimmons. 
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From Kinshasa to your town: the
incredible rise of Staff Benda Bilili
They wanted to be 'the best handicapped band in Africa'. They
have become one of the most exciting live bands on the planet.
On the eve of their UK tour, Caspar Llewellyn Smith meets the
band on home turf in the Democratic Republic of Congo

Caspar Llewellyn Smith
The Observer, Sunday 1 November 2009

 larger | smaller

Theo (with the black beret), Coco (at the wheel of his bike) and Ricky (on crutches) of Staff Benda Bilili, Ndjili,

Kinshasa, Congo (DRC), 14 september 2009. Photograph: Andy Hall

To see Staff Benda Bilili in action click here.

It is just after 11pm at the Senat bar in the roughshod district of Ndjili in Kinshasa, half

an hour's bone-jarring drive straight from the clammy hell that is the international

airport. The bar comprises a roughly 12-metre square outdoor space with plastic chairs

and tables on the dirt floor, a string of lights hung up and above a tree, and then what

is the stage – a level surface three-quarters covered by a tin roof, and then a second

tree that looks like it has erupted through its left-hand end; three coloured lights

decorate the set – yellow, blue and red – but it is also harshly illuminated on this

starless evening by the lights of a French film-maker. There is paint peeling off a

concrete block that houses the bar itself and a small flophouse, and there are ads

painted on the walls, for Heineken and two local beers, Primus and Turbo King (the

latter's slogan: "une affaire d'hommes").

Outside, there is a woman selling cassava loaf, and inside there are perhaps 40 locals,

men in T-shirts, jeans and flip-flops, a mother and her sleeping baby, plus two western

reporters from the BBC and Reuters who look barely out of their teens. There are three

guys in wheelchairs. Someone is smoking a fat joint. And on stage are three men in

plastic chairs, Ricky Likabu, Coco Ngambali and Theo Nsituvuidi, another on crutches,

Kabamba Kabose Kasungo, and a drummer and a bassist, Claude Montana and Paulin

"Cavalier" Kiara-Maigi, who – tonight at least – sound like the best band anywhere in

the world, their funk and rumba rock blasting out into the thick air.

http://www.guardian.co.uk/
http://www.observer.co.uk/
http://www.guardian.co.uk/profile/casparllewellynsmith
http://www.guardian.co.uk/profile/casparllewellynsmith
http://observer.guardian.co.uk/
http://www.guardian.co.uk/help/accessibility
http://www.guardian.co.uk/help/accessibility
http://www.guardian.co.uk/music/staff-benda-bilili
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JtVZhaZp6Ng
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In this setting, it almost feels irrelevant that the leaders of the group are polio victims

and as such severely disabled. Or at least it does until Djunana Tanga-Suele, the band's

fifth vocalist and resident dancer, spins on his head and tumbles six feet forward

towards me, apparently out of control – the fact that he has no legs, only withered

stumps in their place, turns him into a ball. It's some grin he manages as he rights

himself, and as wholly discombobulating as the moment is in an evening that is already

disorientating enough, the only possible response is to grin right back.

The band are Staff Benda Bilili, which translates loosely from Lingala as "look beyond

appearances", and already they have transcended their ambition to become "the most

famous handicapped band in Africa" – their debut album, Très Très Fort, was

critically hailed on its release by the Belgian label Crammed in March, and they are

currently embarked on a long tour of northern Europe, including nine imminent dates

in the UK and an appearance on 1 November at Womex, the international world music

fair in Copenhagen, to receive this year's Womex Award, the industry's equivalent of an

Oscar.

Such success has been made possible through the involvement of a motley cast of

characters including the film-maker in his combat vest at the Senat, Renaud Barret,

who has been making a feature-length documentary on the band with his partner

Florent de la Tullaye since 2004; and the balding, scatter-brained Belgian record

producer Vincent Kenis, whose electric guitar I've carried with me on the flight from

Brussels. Missing from the group tonight, for reasons that remain unclear, is 17-year-

old Roger Landu, who plays an instrument of his own invention called a satonge, made

out of a milk-powder tin, the frame of a fish basket and an electrical wire. I suddenly

notice Vincent playing discreetly at the back of the stage, replicating Roger's role.

There has been the endorsement of the Africa Express organisation, too, whose Damon

Albarn and a gaggle of others met Staff on a recce to the Democratic Republic of Congo

in late 2007 – but no one could ever think that Staff Benda Bilili weren't masters of

their own destiny. Over the course of two days, seeing them play and seeing where they

live in Kinshasa, it is their resilience and determination that is most amazing of all.

It was only in July that the group left Kinshasa for the first time, for a three-date tour

of France. In the shade of a clump of trees in the Parc de la Villette in Paris, I had

briefly met Ricky and Coco, two fiftysomethings in suits and pork pie hats, as they

rested in their wheelchairs before their gig at the Cabaret Sauvage. It was a peaceful

scene, with a breeze picking out ripples on the canal, quite at odds from what I

imagined to be their everyday existence in Kinshasa. Nonetheless, "it doesn't feel

strange here, no," Ricky said to me. "We always knew we'd make it here – we're a

band, and this is what we do."

I asked flippantly what he liked most about France: the women or the food. "Listen,"

he laughed, "I've already got two wives back home; that's enough for me."

Kinshasa, with a population of 7.5m, is the largest city in sub-Saharan Africa after

Lagos: it is desperately poor, civic institutions barely exist and the infrastructure has

long since decayed. In 1997, there was open fighting in the streets when the forces of

Laurent Kabila entered the city from the east to topple President Mobutu, the dictator

who had brought the country to its knees over three decades; riots followed in 2001

when Kabila was assassinated in the Second Congo War (the deadliest conflict since

the Second World War). The good news is that the most recent fighting – when more

than 100 died in shoot-outs between forces loyal to the new president, Laurent's son

Joseph Kabila, and his political rival Jean-Pierre Bemba – was back in 2007.

One of the ironies of Staff's burgeoning success is than in a Congolese music scene still

dominated by soukous stars such as Koffi Olomide and Werrason, they're not known as

http://www.guardian.co.uk/music/worldmusic
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nZUk7qy_sbA
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dominated by soukous stars such as Koffi Olomide and Werrason, they're not known as

a band in Kinshasa – but on the streets they are recognised with a smile by policemen

(to be avoided at all costs, we're warned) and by the sheges, the street kids (many of

them former child soldiers, numbering perhaps 40,000) who somehow scratch a living

in the city. Staff see themselves as spokesmen of the dispossessed – other handicapés

and sheges – and at the Senat, deep into the night, Ricky and Coco sing the likes of

Tonkara, with its celebratory lines "the children of Mandela Square are big stars/ They

sleep on cardboard".

The following morning we head to a nearby Centre d'handicapés, where Ricky usually

lives with his first wife Chantal (his second lives in the district of Kintambo) and their

children, Justin, aged 13, Michel, nine, and seven-year- old Sharufa. They have been

there in a state of semi-permanence for 12 years. "Well, we used to be over by the river,

in Kingabwa," he explains, "but there was a flood. The government moved us here.

We're refugees." They share their pitiably cramped living quarters with 40 other

families – perhaps 200 people. The breezeblock walls of the building are open at the

top to the elements and a piece of ragged plastic sheeting barely covers the immediate

headspace over what passes for his two rooms, separated from others by flimsy

partitions. Ricky makes no apology for his quarters' appearance, although he does

concede that "in the rainy season, then it's terrible".

I ask – and in our present surroundings, this feels an idiotic question – if there's a lot

of prejudice towards handicapped people in the DRC. "Normally, I mean, if you're not

a musician…" he says. "Round here, handicapped people have to go round begging.

But, you know, we've got our heads screwed on, we're not stupid, despite what people

think."

Ricky and Coco met years ago, on the ferries that ply back and forth across the Congo

river to Brazzaville, the capital of the Republic of Congo which lies on the northern

shore in view of Kinshasa. In the 1970s, handicapés were granted exemption from

custom taxes, and many turned their wheelchairs into pick-ups. "In order to cross,

people would give me money," Ricky explains, "and I would arrange for them to travel

more cheaply. A handicapped person pays less for transport and I would say this

person is my helper so they would get a reduced fare. We did this as a way of earning a

living. We smuggled things, too; clothes, food."

Coco still works in this way, but changes in the rules mean the handicapés are only

allowed on the ferries three days each week. He might earn, he says, $10 a day (US

dollars are as much a viable currency here as the Congolese franc). Theo sometimes

works as an electrician. Ricky sells cigarettes and beer outside nightclubs, and is also a

tailor – which is why he looks so suka, or elegant. So far, the band isn't enough.

All three, and Kabose and Djunana, were struck by polio as children. It's a disease

from which around 20 million people around the world still suffer, particularly in

countries like the DRC. In Kinshasa the sight of people with withered limbs propelling

themselves around the streets by their hands, perhaps strapping them with flip-flops,

proves common.

Ricky and the others were all shunned by bands because of their disability before

deciding to form Staff Benda Bilili six years ago. "Congolese people see a handicapped

person and they say, 'Nah, look, it's that handicapped guy, he can't play music, he can't

dance...'" Coco says.

I ask Ricky about the band's trip to France. "Well, it was the first time I'd left Congo. It

wasn't quite how I'd imagined it," he says now. "I liked the way the roads were lined

with trees, in straight lines. And I liked the way people there behaved towards us."
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"I'll tell you who liked it," says Theo. "Roger." Roger isn't disabled, but he was a shege

before being taken under Ricky's wing. "He liked it there because he slept with two

white girls!" The others laugh uproariously, although later they'll say they're worried

about him, because he didn't turn up for the gig last night.

"For about five years, it really wasn't easy for us here," says Coco, "but since we went

to Europe, we can see that life is starting to change."

What was the reaction of people here when you came back from France, I ask. "Well,

they congratulated us," Theo says. "Other people said we hadn't been at all, but we

know it's true, we have our memories. And we brought this back." He points to the

spiffy new wheelchair that he's sitting in – which has printed across its back "Centre

Ambulancier de Besancon".

Unlike Theo, Coco and Ricky have extravagantly customised motorised wheelchairs.

Ricky's is broken, however, and so he can retrieve it from a mechanic on the far side of

town we leave now.

The following morning Vincent and I walk to Kinshasa's zoo, which was once

part of the cordon sanitaire separating the strip of the city along the river in which the

Belgian colonialists lived from the cité indigène. This is where the band used to hang

out and rehearse and where, in the absence of any studios in Kinshasa today, Vincent

recorded half of Très Très Fort. "We had to record at night," he says, "because

otherwise the noise from the traffic and the markets outside was too much." To begin

with, he had a problem with the noise that the local amphibians were making, too, "so

I asked some sheges to stamp on them, but it was just impossible". That is why on the

song Polio, you can hear the toads of Kinshasa zoo in the background, making their

own atmospheric contribution. Rather than a generator to power the equipment, Theo

was able to hijack the electricity supply of a refreshment stand and Vincent recorded

everything on his MacBook Pro.

When the Africa Express collection of artists visited Kinshasa, Robert del Naja from

Massive Attack was among those who met Staff. "You see that this is purely people's

spirit. It's not electronic," he says. "It's people making their own instruments, building

their own lives, and forging something amazing. And being in the zoo just made it

bizarre, a complete head-trip for me."

It is a head-trip, the zoo; it seems quite incredible that the city should be able, or want,

to support such an institution, and visiting it proves an utterly dismal experience.

There are dozens of small concrete cages containing dismayed monkeys and a couple

of furious-looking chimpanzees; there is an enclosure for some kind of antelope; there

are turkeys and geese, owls and wild dogs, with bloody, chewed ears; it's a relief to see

that the largest cage, presumably meant for a lion, is now empty.

It could be worse – during the direst troubles of the 90s, the animals were simply

taken for food. Staring at one of the crocodiles, a gaunt man with rheumy eyes

murmurs "c'est goûtant" (tasty). He introduces himself as Elias Kiabutunda, and

makes the obvious point that "life in Africa is very hard. When we wake up in the

morning, we don't know what we're going to eat."

Renaud, the film-maker, had told me that there was some resentment that Staff hadn't

been at the zoo since returning from France, but Elias is proud of the group. "Their

songs are educative," he tells me in faltering English. "There are no stupid words in

their songs, they tell you how to live; they're not obscene like all the rest."

Later, Coco will explain the real reason why the band haven't been back: Staff's bassist

used to look after the horses there on behalf of the army – hence his nickname,
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used to look after the horses there on behalf of the army – hence his nickname,

"Cavalier". That was why the group were allowed to practise, but Cavalier has fallen out

with the military and if the band return now, they might be arrested.

"Except I think it's all been sorted out now," Coco says. Renaud told me that you were

getting hassled by sheges wanting hand-outs, too, I say. " No, no," he insists. "There

have been a few problems, but things are good just now. Everyone loves us."

It takes half an hour's walk into the district of Lingwala through semi-paved, rubbish-

strewn streets with filthy open drains that run their length to find where Coco usually

lives. Just outside the gates of another compound for handicapés, there are stalls

selling phone cards, Stella cigarettes (with the warning that "fumée est prejudiciable à

la santé" – as if nothing else will get you), bananas, eggs and excellent small baguettes

– one of the very few positive legacies of Belgian rule. There is the rusting hulk of an

abandoned car, too. Inside, there are lines of washing, barefoot children running amok,

room apparently for 32 families; there is a large pool of stagnant water which toddlers

will piss into that is also filled with shit and scraps of cardboard, tin cans, plastic

bottles, rags and clumps of hair.

Coco and one of his two wives have lived here for 12 years in two tiny dark rooms with

wooden walls, where we sit surrounded by pots and pans and empty vegetable oil

containers and bike tyres. From inside, you wouldn't know that you weren't in a rural

village, because the only sounds from outside are of a cock crowing and of a baby

crying. Someone somewhere does then start playing Staff's album, through distorting

speakers, but after 30 seconds the power fails and the sound dies.

We talk about the colonial era and the Belgians, who granted Congolese independence

in 1960. "Well, I was pretty young then," says Ricky, "but I think life was pretty good,

people ate well, everybody got an education. Business worked well." I ask about the

famous show that James Brown played in Kinshasa in 1974 as a prelude to George

Foreman and Muhammad Ali's "Rumble in the Jungle". "Yeah, I remember," Coco

says. The band's song Je t'Aime sees them shouting a refrain which I think I've

misheard as "sex machine" but it turns out this is exactly what it's meant to be, in

tribute to the godfather of soul.

Vincent helps explain where Staff fit into the traditions of Congolese music. He first

visited the country in 1971, when he was 20, and has returned regularly for the best

part of 40 years – playing guitar with the giants of Congolese music, including Papa

Wemba ("a very bad loser at Scrabble") and Franco, the untouchable "Sorcerer of the

Guitar". (The characteristically bizarre story of how he came to join Franco's band

involves his impersonating an Israeli fish merchant when a group he was in became

stranded in Kenya.) He also produced Congotronics by Konono No 1, the most recent

band to emerge from Kinshasa's underbelly to critical acclaim in the west. But whereas

Konono mine a very specific folk heritage, Staff cast their net wider – mixing

traditional tunes such as Avramandole with what Ricky calls simply "international

music".

On leaving, it takes two children to help wrestle Coco's bike across the filthy water and

rubble and back outside. He complains that he's lost his horn, and that a new one will

set him back $15. From Lingwala, it is then a 40-minute drive past a UN compound

with sandbagged machine gun nests through the expat district of Gombe to Binza,

nearer the banks of the Congo and its first set of cataracts that so frustrated the city's

founder, the journalist and explorer Henry Morton Stanley, in his attempts to navigate

it. Theo is squeezed into the back of a derelict taxi with a smashed windscreen beside

Vincent and me. Coco follows behind on his motorbike, weaving in and out of the

traffic. "Antonov!" someone shouts at him – a witty reference to the January day in

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Jlb6sYFn6HA
http://www.sternsmusic.com/disk_info/STCD3041-42
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traffic. "Antonov!" someone shouts at him – a witty reference to the January day in

1996 when an Air Africa Antonov aircraft overshot the runway at N'Dolo airport, killing

at least 297 people in a street market.

Theo has lived out round here since 1976. "It's nice and quiet, not like in the city," he

says, over a cold Primus. Do you have to pedal all the way into town, I ask. "Yes, of

course. Perhaps, looking long-term, I could have a motorbike. Step by step...." Vincent

talks to him about quad bikes and three-wheeled scooters. "Yeah, I saw those in

France!" His wife recently left him, he says, and he shuffles across the silky dirt ground

to show us the room he has to himself now in what resembles a dormitory –

containing only a mattress and a suitcase.

I ask about their upcoming visit to Europe. "I do worry about them touring," Vincent

says. "If you're in a routine in life, you can get by, but if you start eating differently, if

your circumstances change, that can be dangerous." I say it'll be cold in the UK. "Well,

you'd better keep some coats ready for us," Coco says.

Later that day, back at the Senat bar in Ndjili, Staff are gathered for another semi-

public rehearsal. Given the vast size of Kinshasa and its appalling traffic, it's little

wonder that it has taken us an hour to get here in a battered taxi from the centre, and

this with a chauffeur called Platini who scares even Vincent with his harebrained

driving; for the band such logistical problems are, of course, a constant – Djunana says

it's taken him two hours to get here, pushing himself in his wheelchair. This is why,

when I ask Ricky what the band might do with the royalties from the album and the

money they will make from the tour, he says one of their ambitions is to buy a bus to

help with their transport, which they can also rent out as a taxi.

Tonight Ricky has come on his motorbike, apparently mended. And even Roger has

made the gig. He is wearing high-laced black boots that disappear under three-quarter

length khaki shorts and a black jacket with thin red pinstripes. He is quite the dandy,

his look completed by a New York Yankees baseball cap. He takes the part that Vincent

had filled with his guitar the other night, launching into extraordinary solos on his

satonge. It's another mesmeric performance, the band switching from slow hypnotic

grooves to frenetic funk workouts. Djunana is at it again, disporting himself wildly.

Kabose matches him. Ricky, Coco and Theo look impeccably cool.

The set finishes with a rousing new song, but Polio is the most moving; it's a haunting

piece of music – even if the toads aren't present tonight – but the knowledge of how

the lyrics translate from Lingala makes it so much more powerful.

"I was born a strong man," Ricky sings, before being joined by Coco and Theo. "But

polio crippled me/ Look at me today, I'm screwed onto my tricycle/ I have become the

man with the canes/ To hell with those crutches."

Most impressive, in a city as inspiring as it is depressing, is the lack of self-pity. This

song then urges, "Parents, please go to the vaccination centre/ Get your babies

vaccinated against polio." It is as much as anything else, and unlike so much else,

necessary music. "Parents, please don't neglect your children," the band sing. "The one

who is disabled is no different from the others/ Who among them will help you when

you're in need? God only knows who."

When the set finishes, the band quickly disperse, and I manage to grab Roger for a

second. "La France, c'était bon?" I ask. "Oui," he replies, sensing what I'm getting at.

"C'était très bon."

Ricky's two sons and two other kids are pushing his bike, trying to start it. It's pitch-

black as they manoeuvre the machine on to a tarmacked road and until the engine

splutters into life, they won't have any lights. The last I see of them, the children and
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splutters into life, they won't have any lights. The last I see of them, the children and

the bike are distant silhouettes, illuminated only by the glare of passing vehicles. And

then, into the Kinshasa night, they're gone. OMM

Staff Benda Bilili's Très Très Fort is out now on Crammed Discs. They play the

Barbican, London EC2 (10 November); Brighton (11 Nov); Coventry (12 Nov);

Manchester (14 Nov); Milton Keynes (15 Nov); Gateshead (16 Nov); Edinburgh (17

Nov); Bristol (18 Nov); and Oxford (20 Nov).
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Staff Benda Bilili: Barbican, review
'Staff Benda Bilili' at the Barbican was a strange and strangulated evening.

By Tom Horan (http://www.telegraph.co.uk/culture/culturecritics/tomhoran/) 
Published: 3:58PM GMT 13 Nov 2009

Staff Benda Bilili

Barbican

In world-music circles, this eight-piece
from the Congo are the most talked
about band of the year. But then there
aren’t many acts who met while living
rough in Kinshasa zoo and are
composed predominantly of middle-
aged polio victims in wheelchairs. Not
many either whose key instrument is
made out of a single electric wire, half
a fish basket and an empty tin of milk
powder.

But there is much more to Staff Benda
Bilili than their unusual provenance. Their award-winning debut album, Très Très Fort, released by the excellent
Brussels label Crammed Discs, is a thing of distinct beauty, a collection of songs that mixes joy and lamentation in
equal measure, all set to a rumba rhythm track that has the intense but ramshackle flavour of music forged in abject
poverty.

So their first ever British appearance boded well – yet this was a strange and strangulated evening. The band’s name
in the Congolese language Lingala means “look beyond appearances”, but initially the Barbican main hall found it
hard to do so. In print, the tales of the musicians zooming round the zoo on customised trikes had a certain novelty.
But, viewed up close in wheelchairs and on crutches, the withered bodies of the band produced in the crowd that
tangible sense of not knowing how to behave that people often feel around disability.

Add to this the tendency to post-colonial guilt and hand-wringing that surrounds the world-music scene, much old-
fashioned British reserve, and the fact that the fellas don’t have a word of English between them, and you had the
recipe for a general atmosphere of emotional constipation.

Staff Benda, meanwhile, were having a riot. There were eight players and eight hats: two stetsons, two beanies, one
pork pie, one bandana, a Trotsky and two flat caps. The home-made instrument was much in evidence, a one-stringer
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pork pie, one bandana, a Trotsky and two flat caps. The home-made instrument was much in evidence, a one-stringer
called a satonge, invented and played by 17-year-old Roger Landu. He had the bandana on, and fancied himself as a
bit of a guitar hero – the Eddie Van Halen of the milk-powder tin.

Slowly they defrosted the room. Every good band needs a Bez figure, and Staff Benda’s was the man on crutches,
Kadose Kabama. When singer Djunana Tanga got out of his wheelchair and started breakdancing with him a huge
cheer went up. They built their mixture of Latin and African rhythms up to a feverish level, until at last the whole room
was on its feet.

What a shame they had to wait until the very last song.
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