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Connection to AP World History Key Concept 6.2—Peoples and states around the world challenged the existing political and social order in varying ways, leading to unprecedented worldwide conflicts.
II. Emerging ideologies of anti-imperialism contributed to the dissolution of empires and the restructuring of states. 
A. Nationalist leaders and parties in Asia and Africa sought varying degrees of autonomy within or independence from imperial rule. 
B. Regional, religious, and ethnic movements challenged both colonial rule and inherited imperial boundaries.
C. Transnational movements sought unit people across national boundaries.






	
	“The Parable of the Eagle”
	“Is There Anybody Here?”

	What is the gist? Why does this story “work”?




	




	

	
Mindset of the colonizer?
	




	

	
Mindset of those chafing under colonial control?

	




	

	
Key element shared by the two stories?


	







“The Parable of the Eagle”

By James Aggrey, Ghanian educator and childhood hero of Kwame Nkrumah, imprisoned by British 1948, 1950-1951. Eventually, Nkrumah became the prime minister, then first president of Ghana in 1957.

A certain man went through a forest seeking any bird of interest he might find. He caught a young eagle, brought it home and put it among his fowls and ducks and turkey, and gave it chickens’ food to eat even though it was an eagle, the king of birds. 
	Five years later a naturalist came to see him and, after passing through his garden, said: “That bird is an eagle, not a chicken.”
	“Yes,” said its owner, “but I have trained it to be a chicken. It is no longer an eagle, it is a chicken, even though it measures fifteen feet from tip to tip of its wings.”
	“No,” said the naturalist, “it is an eagle still: it has the heart of an eagle, and I will make it soar high up to the heavens.”
	“No,” said the owner, “it is a chicken, and it will never fly.”
	They agreed to test it. The naturalist picked up the eagle, held it up, and said with great intensity: “Eagle, thou art an eagle; thou dost belong to the sky and not to this earth; stretch forth thy wings and fly.”
	The eagle turned this way and that, and then, looking down, saw the chickens eating their food, and down he jumped.
	The owner said: “I told you it was a chicken.”
	“No,” said the naturalist, “it is an eagle. Give it another chance tomorrow.”
	So the next day he took it to the top of the house and said: “Eagle, thou art an eagle; stretch forth they wings and fly.” But again the eagle, seeing the chickens feeding, jumped down and fed with them.
	Then the owner said: “I told you it was a chicken.”
	“No,” asserted the naturalist. “It is an eagle, and it has the heart of an eagle; only give it one more chance, and I will make it fly tomorrow.”
	The next morning he rose early and took the eagle outside the city, away from the houses, to the foot of a high mountain. The sun was just rising, gilding the top of the mountain with gold, and every crag was glistening in the joy of that beautiful morning.
	He picked up the eagle and said to it: “Eagle, thou art an eagle; thou dost belong to the sky and not to this earth; stretch forth thy wings and fly!”
	The eagle looked around and trembled as if new life were coming to it; but it did not fly. The naturalist then made it look straight at the sun. Suddenly it stretched out its wings and, with the screech of an eagle, it mounted higher and higher and never returned. It was an eagle, though it had been kept and tamed as a chicken!
	My people of Africa, we were created in the image of God, but men have made us think that we are chickens, and we still think we are; but we are eagles. Stretch forth your wings and fly! Don’t be content with the food of chickens!


“Is There Anybody Here?”

By Tom Mboya, excerpted from his book Freedom and After (1969). Mboya was Kenya’s Minister for Economic Planning and Development.

	Working as a sanitary inspector for the Nairobi City Council brought me face to face with racial prejudice in a way I had not known before.
	One day in 1951, when one of my European colleagues was away on leave, I was working alone in the food section of the Health Department, testing milk samples. European dairy farmers had to come to us for licenses to bring their milk into Nairobi for sale, and our job was to see that the milk was free of disease and conformed to certain standards. I was in the laboratory busy with some tests when a European woman came in with a sample bottle of milk. She looked around for a few moments and did not say anything.
	“Good morning, madame,” I said.
	When I spoke, she turned around and asked, “Is there anybody here?”
	I was a bit shocked and angry, but decided her question was amusing. So I asked, “Is there something wrong with your eyes?”
	She was furious and rushed away to find the mayor and the chief sanitary inspector. I had been cheeky and disrespectful, she complained, and the next day she brought a petition she had persuaded other farmers to sign saying they did not want to deal with an African and wanted a European inspector instead. The chief sanitary inspector told the woman she would have to deal with an African if she wanted her license, and the mayor took no action on the petition. He came to me later and said I should not mind these reactions, which were to be expected.
	But there were a good many other racial incidents. I was put under a European inspector to gain experience, and the two of us went around Nairobi together several times in the course of our work. I was surprised to find that from time to time he expected me to sit in the car when he went to inspect premises. I refused to do this and we had some heated words. He drove back to City Hall and said we could never work together again. 
	A number of times I was thrown out of premises I had gone to inspect by Europeans who insisted they wanted a European, not an African to do the job. The City Council had to prosecute some of them for obstructing African inspectors in the course of their duties. But even inside the department there was discrimination. African inspectors were paid only one fifth of the salary which a European inspector received for doing the same job. African inspectors were told to do their work in khaki uniforms, while the Europeans wore lounge suits. I objected and said either we should all wear uniforms or should all be free to wear what we liked . . . 


“Gentlemen of the Jungle”

By Jomo Kenyatta, imprisoned from 1952-1959 for alleged role in the Mau Mau Uprising. Kenyan Prime Minister, 1963-1964, first President of independent Kenya, 1964-1978.

An elephant made friendship with a man. Driven by a heavy thunderstorm, the elephant sought shelter in the man’s hut that was on the edge of the forest. The elephant was allowed partial admission, but eventually he evicted the man from his hut and took full possession of the hut, saying: “My dear good friend, your skin is harder than mine, and there is not enough room for both of us. You can afford to remain in the rain while I am protecting my delicate skin from the hailstorm.”
	A dispute between the elephant and the man ensued. This attracted the notice of the king of the Jungle. In the interest of peace and good order the Lion assured the grumbling man that he would appoint a Commission of Inquiry: “You have done well by establishing a friendship with my people especially with the elephant, who is one of my honorable ministers of state. Do not grumble anymore, your hut is not lost to you. Wait until the sitting of my Imperial Commission, and there you will be given plenty of opportunity to state your case. I am sure you will be pleased with the findings of the Commission.”
	The Commission was duly appointed. It comprised (1) Mr. Rhinoceros; (2) Mr. Buffalo; (3) Mr. Alligator; (4) The Rt. Hon. Mr. Fox to act as chairman; and (5) Mr. Leopard to act as Secretary to the Commission. The man asked that one of his kind be included on the Commission, but he was assured that none of his kind was educated enough to understand the intricacy of jungle law, and that the members of the Commission were God-chosen and would execute their business with justice.
	The elephant gave his evidence: “Gentlemen of the Jungle, there is no need for me to waste your valuable time in relating a story which I am sure you all know. I have always regarded it as my duty to protect the interests of my friends, and this appears to have caused the misunderstanding between myself and my friend here. He invited me to save his hut from being blown away by a hurricane. As the hurricane had gained access owing to the unoccupied space in the hut, I considered it necessary, in my friend’s own interests, to turn the undeveloped space to a more economic use by sitting in it myself; a duty which any of you would undoubtedly have performed with equal readiness in similar circumstances.”
	Next the man gave interrupted evidence and the Commission delivered its verdict as follows: “In our opinion this dispute has arisen through a regrettable misunderstanding due to the backwardness of your ideas. We consider that Mr. Elephant has fulfilled his sacred duty of protecting your interest. As it is clearly for your good that the space should be put to its economic use, and as you yourself have not yet reached the age of expansion which would enable you to fill it, we consider it necessary to arrange a compromise to suit both parties. Mr. Elephant shall continue his occupation of your hut, but we give you permission to look for a site where you can build another hut more suited to your needs, and we shall see that you are well protected.”
	The man, fearing exposure to the teeth and claws of the members of the Commission, had no alternative. He built another hut. Mr. Rhinoceros came and occupied it. Another Commission of Inquiry was set up. The man was advised to look for a new site. This went on until all the members of the commission had been properly housed at the expense of the man. Then the desperate man said to himself, “Ng’engda thi ndeagag motegi” (There is nothing that treads on the earth that cannot be trapped; i.e., You can fool people for a time, but not forever).
	So the man built a big hut, and soon the lords of the jungle came and occupied the big hut. The man shut them in and set the hut on fire and all perished. The man returned home, saying: “Peace is costly, but it’s worth the expense.”

The Négritude Movement:

Cultural movement launched in the 1930s in Paris led by French-speaking black graduate students from France’s colonies in African and the Caribbean. 

Key beliefs:
NCHE 2019
· 


1

· Resist assimilation
· Assert the uniqueness & beauty of African heritage 
· Affirm shared black identity & African heritage
· Reclaim African self-determination, self-reliance, & self-respect

· Aimé Césaire 
· Léon Damas
· Léopold Senghor


“Memorandum on My Martinique,” by Aimé Césaire


For beauty is Black
and wisdom Black
for endurance is Black
and courage Black
for patience is Black
and irony Black
for charm is Black
and magic Black
for love is Black
and hip swinging Black
for dance is Black
and rhythm Black
for art is Black
and movement Black
for laughter is Black
for joy is Black
for peace is Black
for life is Black


“African Heart,” by Leon Laleau, Haitian writer, politician, & diplomat (two translations for comparison)

This tiresome heart, that never fits			           		This haunted heart that doesn’t fit
my language or my dress,				          		 My language or the clothes I wear
forced into the straitjacket				           		Chafes within the grip of
of borrowed sentiments and customs,			           		Borrowed feelings, European ways.
trifles of Europe. Oh, in my lame despair		           		Do you feel my pain, 
I am condemned to tame				          		This anguish like none other
my heart that comes from Senegal			          	 	From taming with the words of France
with foreign words from France.			   	           		This heart that came to me from Senegal?

	Analyzing Poetry of the Négritude Movement

	What seems to be the context?

	

	What historical allusions are present?

	

	Is there a problem to be resolved? Explain:

	

	What is the call to action / proposed or inferred solution?

	






“Limbo,” by Léon Damas

Give me back my black dolls. I want to play with them,
Play the ordinary games that come naturally to me,
Stay in the shadows of their rules,
Get back my courage and my boldness,
Feel myself, what I was yesterday,
Without complexity.
Yesterday, when I was torn up by the roots.

Will they ever know the rancor eating at my heart,
My mistrustful eye open too late?
They have stolen the space that was mine
The customs, the days of my life
the singing, the rhythm, the strain,
The path, the water, the hut
The earth, gray, smoky
And wisdom, the words, the palavers,
The ancients.
And the beat, the hands, the beating of the hands
And the stamping of feet on the ground.

Give them back to me, my black dolls,
My black dolls, 
Black dolls
Black

	Analyzing Poetry of the Négritude Movement

	What seems to be the context?
	

	What historical allusions are present?

	

	Is there a problem to be resolved? Explain:

	

	What is the call to action / proposed or inferred solution?
	




“Whitewash,” by Léon Damas

It may be
They dare to 
Treat me white
Though everything within me
Wants only to be black
As Negro as my Africa
The Africa they ransacked

White

Abominable insult
That they’ll pay me dearly for
When my Africa,
The Africa ransacked, 
Is determined to have
Peace
Peace
Nothing else but peace

White

My hatred grows 
Around the edges of their villainy
The edges of the gunshots
The edges of the pitching
Of the slave ships
And the fetid cargo of the cruel slavers

White

My hatred swells 
Around the edges of their culture
The edges of their theories
The edges of the tales
They thought they ought
To stuff me with
From the cradle onward
While all the while
Everything within me
Wants to be black
As Negro as the Africa they robbed from me








David Mandessi Diop (1927-1960) born in Bordeaux to a Senegalese father and a Cameroonian mother. Lived most of his life in France, but did spend considerable time in West Africa. Influenced by the work of Aimé Césaire. Began publishing his poetry at 15. Five of his poems were featured in Leopold Senghor’s 1948 anthology.


“The White Man,” David Diop		    “Africa,” by David Diop

The White Man killed my father,			     Africa my Africa
My father was proud.					     Africa of proud warriors in the ancestral savannahs
The White Man seduced my mother,			     Africa my grandmother sings of
My mother was beautiful				     Beside her distant river
The White Man burnt my brother
	Beneath the noonday sun.			     I have never seen you
My brother was strong.					     But my gaze is full of your blood
His hands red with black blood				     Your black blood spilt over the fields
The White Man turned to me; 				     The blood of your sweat
And in the Conqueror’s voice said,			     The sweat of your toil
“Boy! A chair, a napkin, a drink!”			     The toil of your slavery

							    The slavery of your children

      Africa, tell me Africa,
      Are you the back that bends?
      Lies down under the weight of humbleness?	
      The trembling back striped red
      That says yes to the whip on the roads of noon?

      Solemnly a voice answers me
      “Impetuous child, that young and sturdy tree
      That tree that grows
      There splendidly alone among white and faded flowers 
      Is Africa, your Africa. It puts forth new shoots
      With patience and stubbornness puts forth new shoots
      Slowly its fruits grow to have
      The bitter taste of liberty.”

	Analyzing Poetry of the Négritude Movement

	What seems to be the context?


	

	What historical allusions are present?


	

	Is there a problem to be resolved? Explain:


	

	What is the call to action / proposed or inferred solution?

	






Students writing poetry . . .

· [bookmark: _GoBack]Don’t aim for rhyme!
· What problem is being addressed?
· Take a phrase from a source considered part of the problem
· Paint a verbal image of a scene . . .
· Propose or infer action . . .

Helpful building blocks:
· With this pen of power . . .
· What is to be done?

Consider “Found Poetry”



Inspiration & information from the following sources:
· Chinua Achebe, Home and Exile.
· A. Adu Boahen, African Perspectives on Colonialism.
· Leon E. Clark, Through African Eyes, Vol. 1.
· Kevin Gaines, “The Civil Rights Movement in Global Perspective,” U.S. History in Global Perspective.
· Bram Hubbell, “Liberating Narratives: World History of the Oppressed” (liberatingnarratives.com and @LiberatingNarrs)
· “Teaching Decolonization Resource Collection,” National History Center (www.nationalhistorycenter.org) 
· Kenneth Vickery, “The Lion Awakens” & “The Peaceful Paths to Independence,” African Experience: From “Lucy” to Mandela.
· Gary Wilder, Freedom Time: Négritude, Decolonization, and the Future of the World.

Novels to consider:
· 
· Chinua Achebe, Things Fall Apart
· Tsitsi Dangarembga, Nervous Condition
· Sembene Ousmane, God’s Bits of Wood
· Trever Getz & Liz Clarke, Abina and the Important Men: A Graphic History

