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From one of the greatest writers of the modern era, an intimate and essential collection of
personal essays on home, identity, and colonialismChinua Achebe’s characteristically eloquent
and nuanced voice is everywhere present in these seventeen beautifully written pieces. From a
vivid portrait of growing up in colonial Nigeria to considerations on the African-American
Diaspora, from a glimpse into his extraordinary family life and his thoughts on the potent
symbolism of President Obama’s elections—this charmingly personal, intellectually disciplined,
and steadfastly wise collection is an indispensable addition to the remarkable Achebe oeuvre.

“African literature is incomplete and unthinkable without the works of Chinua Achebe. For
passion, intellect, and crystalline prose, he is unsurpassed.”—Toni Morrison“An eclectic and
thorough view of Achebe in his longtime roles as writer, father, and teacher. [Written] with the
same generosity and humility that have always distinguished his work. . . . [Achebe] strives to act
and to write with empathy and nuance rather than with fanaticism. . . . [He writes] in his
characteristically gentle narrative style, that way he has of seeming to be in casual conversation,
discussing matters big and small with an interested and sympathetic companion.”—The New
York Times Book Review“Measured but firm. . . . Achebe’s deeply humane intelligence
reverberates.”—Newsday“Sharp and fresh. . . . Achebe’s assessment of colonial contact [has]
gravitas and pathos. . . . He is one of world literature’s great humane voices.”—The Times
Literary Supplement (London)“A welcome return. . . . [Achebe] writes firmly and vividly. . . . [He]
tangles further, and profitably, with the obsessions that have defined his career; colonialism,
identity, family, the uses and abuses of language.”—The New York Times “Quite wonderful: it
gives the reader the feeling of sitting across the table and talking on easy terms with one of the
world’s deepest and broadest literary minds, gaining insight into Achebe’s life and work, but also
into Nigeria, colonialism, and the complicated interplay of European and African culture. . . . Rich
and insightful.”—The Buffalo News “Timeless. . . . Achebe has stayed an engaged and
provocative voice. There’s plenty of pluck and fight in this collection. . . . [His] arguments are well
reasoned, interesting, and of...About the AuthorChinua Achebe (1930-2013) was a prominent
Nigerian writer whose satire and keen ear for spoken language made him one of the most highly
esteemed African writers in English. He is the author of Things Fall Apart and a recipient of the
Man Booker International Prize.Michael Page has been recording audiobooks since the
mid-1980s and now has nearly 500 titles to his credit. He has won two Audie Awards and several
AudioFile Earphones Awards. A PhD and a professional actor, Michael is also a retired professor
of theater. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From
AudioFileAchebe's collection of essays and speeches spanning several decades is a powerful
and moving production made even more poignant by Michael Page's resonant voice. Page



provides a hint of an African accent but does not let it dominate the performance. His more
impressive feat is the way he vocally embodies the honor, sincerity, and optimism that permeate
Achebe's words as he talks at length about the major influences on his life and the important
people in it, such as his daughters. His most powerful essays, such as the title piece, work
wonders on teasing out the ways in which the West has imposed lasting challenges and
problems on the cultures and politics of African countries and individuals. L.E. © AudioFile 2010,
Portland, Maine --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From the
Back CoverChinua Achebe's characteristically measured and nuanced voice is everywhere
present in the seventeen beautifully written pieces contained in this collection. In The Education
of a British-Protected Child, Achebe gives us a vivid portrait of growing up in colonial Nigeria
and inhabiting its middle ground, recalling both his happy memories of reading novels in
secondary school and the harsher truths of colonial rule. In African-American Visitations, we
witness the terrifying nature of the African diaspora and what it means not to know from whence
he came. Politics and history figure in What Is Nigeria to Me? Africa's Tarnished Name, and
Politics of the Politicians of Language. And Achebe's extraordinary family comes into view in My
Dad and Me and My Daughters. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt.
© Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.The Education of a British-Protected ChildThe
title I have chosen for these reflections may not be immediately clear to everybody and, although
already rather long, may call for a little explanation or elaboration from me. But before I get to
that, I want to deal with something which gives me even more urgent cause for worry—its
content.I hope my readers are not expecting to encounter the work of a scholar. I had to remind
myself, when I was invited to give this address, that if they think you are a scholar, it must mean
you are a scholar, of sorts. I say this "up front," as Americans would put it, to establish the truth
quite early and quite clearly in case somehow a mistake has been made.Though I would much
rather have a successful performance than the satisfaction of being exonerated in failure, I
cannot help adding that failure, sad as it would be, might also reveal the workings of poetic
justice, because I missed the opportunity of becoming a clear-cut scholar forty years ago when
Trinity College, Cambridge, turned down my application to study there after I took my first degree
at the new University College, Ibadan. My teacher and sponsor from Ibadan had been a
Cambridge man himself—one James Welch, about whom I shall say a few more words later.
Anyhow, I stayed home then, and became a novelist. The only significant "if" of that personal
history is that you, ladies and gentlemen, would be reading a scholarly essay today rather than
an impressionistic story of a boy's growing up in British colonial Nigeria.In its original form, this
essay was delivered as the Ashby Lecture at Cambridge University, January 22, 1993. Eric
Ashby, for whom the Ashby Lecture series is named, was master of Clare College at the
university from 1959 to 1967. The lectures' broad theme is that of human values.As you can see
already, nothing has the capacity to sprout more readily or flourish more luxuriantly in the soil of
colonial discourse than mutual recrimination. If I become a writer instead of a scholar, someone
must take the rap. But even in such a rough house, masked ancestral spirits are respected and



accorded immunity from abuse.In 1957, three years after my failed Cambridge application, I had
my first opportunity to travel out of Nigeria to study briefly at the BBC Staff School in London. For
the first time I needed and obtained a passport, and saw myself defined therein as a "British
Protected Person." Somehow the matter had never come up before! I had to wait three years
more for Nigeria's independence in 1960 to end that rather arbitrary protection.I hope nobody is
dying to hear all over again the pros and cons of colonial rule. You would get only cons from me,
anyway. So I want to indulge in a luxury which the contemporary culture of our world rarely
allows: a view of events from neither the foreground nor the background, but the middle
ground.That middle ground is, of course, the least admired of the three. It lacks luster; it is
undramatic, unspectacular. And yet my traditional Igbo culture, which at the hour of her defeat
had ostensibly abandoned me in a basket of reeds in the waters of the Nile, but somehow kept
anxious watch from concealment, ultimately insinuating herself into the service of Pharaoh's
daughter to nurse me in the alien palace; yes, that very culture taught me a children's rhyme
which celebrates the middle ground as most fortunate:Obu-uzo anya na-afu mmoOno-na-etiti
ololo nwaOkpe-azu aka ikoThe front one, whose eye encounters spiritsThe middle one, the
dandy child of fortuneThe rear one of twisted fingers.Why do the Igbo call the middle ground
lucky? What does this place hold that makes it so desirable? Or, rather, what misfortune does it
fence out? The answer is, I think, Fanaticism. The One Way, One Truth, One Life menace. The
Terror that lives completely alone. So alone that the Igbo call it Ajo-ife-na-onu-oto: Bad Thing
and Bare Neck. Imagine, if you can, this thing so alone, so singularly horrendous, that it does not
even have the company of a necklace on its neck. The preference of the Igbo is thus not
singularity but duality. Wherever Something Stands, Something Else Will Stand Beside It.The
middle ground is neither the origin of things nor the last things; it is aware of a future to head into
and a past to fall back on; it is the home of doubt and indecision, of suspension of disbelief, of
make-believe, of playfulness, of the unpredictable, of irony. Let me give you a thumbnail sketch
of the Igbo people.When the Igbo encounter human conflict, their first impulse is not to
determine who is right but quickly to restore harmony. In my hometown, Ogidi, we have a saying,
Ikpe Ogidi adi-ama ofu onye: The judgment of Ogidi does not go against one side. We are social
managers rather than legal draftsmen. Our workplace is not a neat tabletop but a messy
workshop. In a great compound, there are wise people as well as foolish ones, and nobody is
scandalized by that.The Igbo are not starry-eyed about the world. Their poetry does not
celebrate romantic love. They have a proverb, which my wife detests, in which a woman is
supposed to say that she does not insist that she be loved by her husband as long as he puts
out yams for lunch every afternoon. What a drab outlook for the woman! But wait, how does the
man fare? An old villager once told me (not in a proverb but from real life): "My favorite soup is
egusi. So I order my wife never to give me egusi soup in this house. And so she makes egusi
every evening!" This is then the picture: The woman forgoes love for lunch; the man tells a lie for
his supper!Marriage is tough; it is bigger than any man or woman. So the Igbo do not ask you to
meet it head-on with a placard, nor do they ask you to turn around and run away. They ask you to



find a way to cope. Cowardice? You don't know the Igbo.Colonial rule was stronger than any
marriage. The Igbo fought it in the battlefield and lost. They put every roadblock in its way and
lost again. Sometimes I am asked by people who read novels as if novels were history books,
what made the conversion of my people to Christianity in Things Fall Apart so easy.Easy? I can
tell you that it was not easy, neither in history nor in fiction. But a novel cannot replicate historical
duration; it has to be greatly compressed. In actual fact, Christianity did not sweep through
Igboland like wildfire. One illustration will suffice. The first missionaries came to the Niger River
town of Onitsha in 1857. From that beachhead they finally reached my town, Ogidi, in 1892.
Now, the distance from Onitsha to Ogidi is only seven miles. Seven miles in thirty-five years: that
is, one mile every five years. That is no whirlwind.I must keep my promise not to give a discourse
on colonialism. But I will state simply my fundamental objection to colonial rule.In my view, it is a
gross crime for anyone to impose himself on another, to seize his land and his history, and then
to compound this by making out that the victim is some kind of ward or minor requiring
protection. It is too disingenuous. Even the aggressor seems to know this, which is why he will
sometimes camouflage his brigandage with such brazen hypocrisy.In the closing years of the
nineteenth century, King Leo?pold II of the Belgians, whose activity in the Congo became a
byword for colonial notoriety, was yet able to utter these words with a straight face:I am pleased
to think that our agents, nearly all of whom are volunteers drawn from the ranks of the Belgian
Army, have always present in their minds a strong sense of the career in which they are
engaged, and are animated with a pure feeling of patriotism; not sparing their own blood, they
will the more spare the blood of the natives, who will see in them the all powerful protectors of
their lives and their property, benevolent teachers of whom they have so great a need.1It would
be downright silly to suggest a parallel between British colonial rule in Nigeria and the
scandalous activity of His Serene Majesty Leopold II in the Congo. And yet we cannot ignore the
basic assumption of all European powers that participated in the Scramble for Africa. Just as all
of Europe had contributed to the making of the dreadful character Mr. Kurtz, in Conrad's Heart of
Darkness, so had all of Europe collaborated in creating the Africa that Kurtz would set out to
deliver and that he would merely subject to obscene terror.The grandiose words of King Leopold
II may remind us that the colonizer was also wounded by the system he had created. He may not
have lost land and freedom, like his colonized victim, but he paid a number of seemingly small
prices, like the loss of a sense of the ridiculous, a sense of proportion, a sense of humor. Do you
think Leopold II would have been capable of saying to himself: "Knock it off, chum; this is sheer
humbug. You know the reason your agents are over there killing and maiming is that your
treasury needs the revenue from rubber and ivory"? Admission of guilt does not necessarily
absolve the offender, but it may at least shorten the recital and reliving of painful evidence. --This
text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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r0k, “A Clear Commentary on Recent African History Under British Rule. If you are trying to
understand African history and how it was affected by the colonizers, Chinua Achebe is a must-
read author for you. In the African Trilogy ("Things Fall Apart", "No Longer at Ease" and "Arrow
of God"), he gives excellent insight into the effect colonization had on Nigeria in the 19th and
early 20th centuries. In this book, he speaks in the first person testifying to how these things
affected him personally.If you are trying to understand atrocities like the Boko Haram kidnapping
of hundreds of innocent girls or other violence in Nigeria, give Achebe a chance to explain some
of the backstory.”

Robert Plunkett, “Great read. Very well organized, my children love it, really a page turner.”

Loudon, “Brilliant!. What more can you say of the master wordsmith from the African continent?
Achebe is once more eloquent, insightful and artistically unparalleled when he presents his
reminisces about his colonial childhood and its influences on him and others around him;
whether it be in his native Nigeria, or abroad in Western Europe, America, and even Sub-
Saharan Africa.His critical views on the effects of British colonialism on him as a subject at the
receiving end of the negative stereotyping that it inflicted on its victims are well informed and
erudite. You will never come across a more profoundly presented expose on the subject than this
one. I recommend this book to all intellectuals (especially Africanists) with an interest on the
subject.”

LitLover, “Bold. This is a say it like you mean it type of read. It becomes clear here, to anyone
that didn't already know, that Achebe doesn't mind saying what he thinks. I refer to this as a
gateway book because Achebe makes reference to many individuals and historic events that I
didnt know anything about. Definitely and educational read.”

Thomas J. Farrell, “Here He Goes Again on Conrad!. Over my lengthy teaching career, I taught
Chinua Achebe's novels THINGS FALL APART (1959) and NO LONGER AT EASE (1960) more
often than I taught any other works of imaginative literature of comparable length. Consequently,
when I read that Achebe had published a new short collection of essays, I hastened to order a
copy of THE EDUCATION OF A BRITISH-PROTECTED CHILD: ESSAYS. As you might expect, I
found some of the essays more interesting than others.But I am writing this customer review to
protest against Achebe's continuing charge against Conrad over alleged racist views in
Conrad's HEART OF DARKNESS. Achebe himself gives no evidence in the essays in this new
collection - or anywhere else that I know of -- of having considered any counterarguments to his
well-publicized arguments. So I propose to set forth here counterarguments for prospective
readers of Achebe's new collection of essays to consider.With respect to the passages in
Conrad's HEART OF DARKNESS that Achebe has selected to object to, I agree with him that



the views expressed in the selected passages in the text can be characterized as racist. But I
can think of less harsh terms to use to register the same criticism about the limited range of
humanity expressed in certain statements.But in the frame narrative in Conrad's HEART OF
DARKNESS, the views that Achebe has selected as expressing racist views are imputed in the
text to Marlow. But Achebe imputes them to Conrad! But the views in question are not
necessarily Conrad's!Moreover, nowhere in the text is Marlow presented as an apotheosis of all
that is good in human nature, as Beatrice is presented in Dante's PARADISO. Furthermore,
nowhere does Conrad tell us to take everything Marlow says at face value. Thus if there are no
explicit hints about exactly how we are to be circumspect about what Marlow says, there are no
explicit injunctions to regard him as an entirely reliable narrator either. In short, we are free to
question Marlow's judgment, as Achebe does.But what about the title? The title of Conrad's
HEART OF DARKNESS does not lead me to expect that I will be reading about an imaginary
paradise, as the title of Dante's PARADISO leads me to expect. On the contrary, the title of
Conrad's HEART OF DARKNESS leads me to expect that I will be reading about the heart of
darkness, but the title does not tell me exactly wherein I may find the heart of darkness in the
novella.If Achebe understands that Marlow is expressing racist views, isn't Achebe thereby
examining the heart of darkness in Marlow? In short, can't Achebe understand Marlow's racist
views to be one form of darkness, although perhaps not the only form of darkness to be found in
Conrad's novella?Moreover, when Achebe himself spells out the problem that he finds in the text
by saying that Marlow does not recognize that the Africans are people, aren't we coming pretty
close to the heart of darkness? In plain English, Marlow distances himself from and de-
humanizes the Africans.As Achebe notes, when we read novels, we tend to identify with the
dominant cultural conditioning that is expressed in the novel. In plain English, we tend to say
"we" and "us" to the dominant cultural conditioning expressed in the novel. As a result, when we
first read Conrad's HEART OF DARKNESS, we may tend to say "we" and "us" to the limited
views expressed by Marlow. But we are free to reflect on and question his views, as Achebe
does. This process of reflection involves critical reading - in plain English, not being taken in
uncritically by the novel.After I have removed Conrad the author as the target of Achebe's
criticism about racist views and have substituted Marlow as the appropriate target for Achebe's
criticism about racist views, I can thank Achebe for deepening my critical understanding of
Conrad's HEART OF DARKNESS.Next, I want to discuss an analogy based on Achebe's
THINGS FALL APART. In this novel the author uses the narrative device known as the
omniscient narrator. This is a far more straightforward narrative device than the tricky narrative
device of the frame narrative that the author of HEART OF DARKNESS uses. At times, the
omniscient narrator in THINGS FALL APART comments in no uncertain terms about something
portrayed in the novel, most notably at the very end of the novel.The main character is Okonkwo.
He is presented sympathetically but not uncritically. He is a strong man whose father was weak
and unsuccessful. Okonkwo worked hard and overcame adversity to become a successful
farmer. As a young man, he became a champion wrestler. Subsequently, he was an outstanding



warrior, and he was recognized and rewarded for his warrior services to his village by being
given certain public responsibilities within the village. Nevertheless, he is at times a rash man. In
the course of the novel we learn enough about Okonkwo that we can classify him as a round
character, not a flat character.Compared to all the things that we learn about Okonkwo in the
course of the novel, we learn relatively little about Agamemnon and Achilles in the Homeric epic
the ILIAD. So compared to Okonkwo, Agamemnon and even Achilles are flat characters, not
round characters. However, in the opening episode, we learn that both Agamemnon and Achilles
are rash men, just as we learn that Okonkwo is at times a rash man.But we should pause and
note certain things that we do not learn a lot about in the novel. Even though we learn that
Okonkwo is a successful warrior, we are not given detailed battle scenes, as we are in the three
big battle scenes of the successful warrior Beowulf in the medieval heroic epic BEOWULF.
(When the British slaughter the people in a neighboring village, that event also takes place off-
stage and is merely reported to us in the novel.)But Beowulf is not portrayed as a rash man, as
are Agamemnon and Achilles in the opening episode of the ILIAD and as is
Okonkwo.Conversely, apart from battle scenes, we learn a lot more about Okonkwo than we do
learn about Beowulf. Compared to Okonkwo, Beowulf is not a round character but a flat
character, just as Agamemnon and Achilles are flat characters.However, despite his flaws and
limitations, Okonkwo is arguably a great man in his cultural context, as Beowulf is in his, and as
Achilles and Hector are in their cultural contexts in the Homeric epic the ILIAD. But to
understand Okonkwo's greatness, we will probably have to consider him carefully as a warrior
and compare him to Beowulf -- and to Achilles and Hector. The cultural conditions in Africa that
gave rise to the warrior Okonkwo are roughly comparable to the cultural conditions in antiquity
that gave rise to the warriors Achilles and Hector, and in medieval culture to Beowulf.Moreover,
symbolically, Okonkwo symbolizes all of us who find ourselves mid-life in emerging cultural
conditions that are significantly different from the cultural conditioning in which we grew up.But
what can we say about the two episodes in the novel concerning wife-beating, where the
omniscient narrator does not comment in no uncertain terms about wife-beating? Should we
charge the author with endorsing wife-beating because the omniscient narrators fails to criticize
the practice in no uncertain terms?As each episode stands, it appears that the practice of wife-
beating is accepted by the Ibo people, but with the understanding that there is a limit beyond
which it is not acceptable to go.From those two episodes, should we charge that the author
condones limited wife-beating? After all, the author uses the narrative device of the omniscient
narrator, and the omniscient narrator does not criticize the practice of wife-beating in no
uncertain terms. In this way, limited wife-beating appears to be an accepted practice not only
among the Ibo people but also for the omniscient narrator. But can we go beyond pointing out
these obvious points and charge the author with condoning limited wife-beating because the
author does not portray any explicit criticism of this practice in the text of the novel, just criticism
of carrying the wife-beating too far?For the sake of discussion, I will assume that the author
would want to object to having me make such a charge against him.But if he were to object to



the charge of condoning wife-beating against him because the omniscient narrators does not
criticize the practice in no uncertain terms, then he should join me in objecting to his charge
against the author Joseph Conrad.We do not need to have the omniscient narrator tell us what
exactly we should think about wife-beating, just as we do not need to have explicit hints about
how we are to think about Marlow's racist views.And what should we say about the cultural
conditions in Nigeria that gave rise to the author Chinua Achebe and conspired to enable him to
write the novels THINGS FALL APART and NO LONGER AT EASE - two sensitive creative
achievements? If Conrad's HEART OF DARKNESS grated against Achebe's sensibility so
strongly that he was moved to write those two novels, then I say glory be to God for Conrad's
HEART OF DARKNESS -- and glory be to God for Achebe's novels.As Achebe intimates in
places in this collection of essays, the supposed darkness of Africa (the so-called dark
continent) and Africans involved projections of the European and Western psyche. But if we are
going to give credit where credit is due, then Conrad deserves a certain share of credit for
plumbing the depths of that projection.If you ask me, Achebe understood and understands what
Conrad's novella is all about - it is about the heart of darkness that Achebe chooses to sum up
as racist, although that is not all that it is about or all of the heart of darkness portrayed in the
novella. In effect, Conrad was Achebe's muse. Thus it is sad that Achebe cannot be more
respectful of Conrad's achievement as a European in plumbing the depths of the European and
Western heart of darkness.But the European and Western heart of darkness may be more than
just racist - it may also be sexist, as may the heart of darkness in other cultures (just as the heart
of darkness in other cultures may be racist - or ethnocentric).”

D Hunter, “Chinua Achebe - The Voice of Modern West Africa. I was an exchange student in
Ghana during the early 1980's. Achebe eloquently describes the conflicts of a traditional culture,
damaged by colonialism and then trying to find its identity during modern independence. His
writing is beautiful. Story-telling at its best.”

S. Pilgrim, “Excellent. A must read for fans of Achebe in particular, and anyone else who is
interesting in acquiring a basic introduction to the effects of colonization on peoples of the
African continent and likely anywhere that has had similar experiences”

Uzo Nwankwo, “Educational. This book is a part of a book club reading. I grew up reading
Professor Achebes books so I wasnt surprised to find out that this was also excellent. Very
interesting to read. Glad that I did.”

Garry Essendine, “Beautiful book, but why is it the only Achebe on Kindle?. As well as a fine
extra-textual companion to Achebe's work, this is a wonderful book in its own right - a collection
of disparate essays that weren't originally written to be read together (so there's some repetition
of anecdotes), but I couldn't put it down.As a whole it comes over as part autobiography, part



critique of post-colonial attitudes, but much more warm and personal than that makes it sound
(and in places funny - Achebe is a witty man and it comes across as much here as in his fiction.)
Probably not an ideal introduction for those completely unfamiliar with Achebe's work (be
warned: the book does contain spoilers for some of his best-loved novels), but essential reading
for fans.Which leads me to my one gripe: Why is this the only Achebe book currently available
on Kindle? Almost every other author given the Penguin Modern Classics rejacket treatment
has pretty much their complete works for sale in the Kindle store, but there's not one Achebe
novel or volume of poetry available at the time of writing. Is this an oversight on Penguin's part,
or a legal problem, or a specific request from Mr Achebe? I hope it's not the latter, because I
travel a lot and would love to be able to carry some of his books around with me...”

Yossie, “brilliance.. This was an excellent read -- essays that are at once interesting and
provoking, enough to keep you going. As I read the 'Africa is People' essay, a thought came to
my mind. Imagine that Achebe were alive today and he monitored a blog on which he published
writing such as the kind one finds in this book: the discussions that would ensue are sure to be
interesting, if sometimes ridiculous.The man writes with passion, and it is admirable. Inspiring,
even.Also, Joseph Conrad *really* pissed Achebe off. Hilarious.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “I loved this reminder of the debt I owe Britain as .... As a British protected
child myself, I loved this reminder of the debt I owe Britain as one of their 'abandoned' 'war
babies.Many thanks,Suzette Quinn.”

Tega Ohwerhoye, “Five Stars. A book everyone should read!”

Roger Scott, “Highly personal commentary on an Igbo colonial experience by a superb writer.. I
liked most of all the self-effacing persona in Achebe's essays - he seemed to have been "a good
bloke". The essays cover his childhood and personal experiences as well as momentous events
in Nigeria and his devastating experience before and during the Biafran war. Some essays are
very recent (2009) and others go as far back as 1988, but all have the wisdom of hindsight
looking back at his stellar career without malice or self-congratulation. He crossed my path,
unbeknown to me, in post-independence Uganda in 1962 when he crossed swords
metaphorically with someone I knew then as James Ngugi in an epochal discussion about the
virtues and necessities of writing in English. His report on that debate was one of many
highlights, entitled "Politics and Politicians of Language in African Literature".”

The book by Chinua Achebe has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 61 people have provided feedback.
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