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This	is	Chinua	Achebe's	classic	novel,	with	more	than	two	million	copies	sold	since	its	first	U.S.	publication	in	1969.	Combining	a	richly	African	story	with	the	author's	keen	awareness	of	the	qualities	common	to	all	humanity,	Achebe	here	shows	that	he	is	"gloriously	gifted,	with	the	magic	of	an	ebullient,	generous,	great	talent."	--	Nadine	Gordimer	This	is	Chinua	Achebe's	classic	novel,	with	more	than	two	million	copies	sold	since	its	first	U.S.	publication	in	1969.	Combining	a	richly	African	story	with	the	author's	keen	awareness	of	the	qualities	common	to	all
humanity,	Achebe	here	shows	that	he	is	"gloriously	gifted,	with	the	magic	of	an	ebullient,	generous,	great	talent."	--	Nadine	Gordimer	This	is	Chinua	Achebe's	classic	novel,	with	more	than	two	million	copies	sold	since	its	first	U.S.	publication	in	1969.	Combining	a	richly	African	story	with	the	author's	keen	awareness	of	the	qualities	common	to	all	humanity,	Achebe	here	shows	that	he	is	"gloriously	gifted,	with	the	magic	of	an	ebullient,	generous,	great	talent."	--	Nadine	Gordimer	Chinua	Achebe	was	born	in	Nigeria	in	1930.	He	was	raised	in	the	large	village	of
Ogidi,	one	of	the	first	centers	of	Anglican	missionary	work	in	Eastern	Nigeria,	and	is	a	graduate	of	University	College,	Ibadan.His	early	career	in	radio	ended	abruptly	in	1966,	when	he	left	his	post	as	Director	of	External	Broadcasting	in	Nigeria	during	the	national	upheaval	that	led	to	the	Biafran	War.	He	was	appointed	Senior	Research	Fellow	at	the	University	of	Nigeria,	Nsukka,	and	began	lecturing	widely	abroad.From	1972	to	1975,	and	again	from	1987	to	1988,	Mr.	Achebe	was	Professor	of	English	at	the	University	of	Massachusetts,	Amherst,	and	also	for
one	year	at	the	University	of	Connecticut,	Storrs.Cited	in	the	London	Sunday	Times	as	one	of	the	“1,000	Makers	of	the	Twentieth	Century”	for	defining	“a	modern	African	literature	that	was	truly	African”	and	thereby	making	“a	major	contribution	to	world	literature,”	Chinua	Achebe	has	published	novels,	short	stories,	essays,	and	children’s	books.	His	volume	of	poetry,	Christmas	in	Biafra,	written	during	the	Biafran	War,	was	the	joint	winner	of	the	first	Commonwealth	Poetry	Prize.	Of	his	novels,	Arrow	of	Godwon	the	New	Statesman—Jock	Campbell	Award,
and	Anthills	of	the	Savannah	was	a	finalist	for	the	1987	Booker	Prize.	Things	Fall	Apart,	Chinua	Achebe’s	masterpiece,	has	been	published	in	fifty	different	languages	and	has	sold	more	than	two	million	copies	in	the	United	States	since	its	original	publication	in	1959.Mr.	Achebe	has	received	numerous	honors	from	around	the	world,	including	the	Honorary	Fellowship	of	the	American	Academy	of	Arts	and	Letters,	a	Foreign	Honorary	Membership	of	the	American	Academy	of	Arts	and	Sciences,	as	well	as	more	than	thirty	honorary	doctorates	from	universities	in
England,	Scotland,	the	United	States,	Canada,	Nigeria,	and	South	Africa.	He	is	also	the	recipient	of	Nigeria’s	highest	honor	for	intellectual	achievement,	the	Nigerian	National	Order	of	Merit,	and	of	Germany’s	Friedenstreis	des	Beutschen	Buchhandels	for	2002.Mr.	Achebe	lives	with	his	wife	in	Annandale-on-Hudson,	New	York,	where	they	teach	at	Bard	College.	They	have	four	children	and	three	grandchildren.	Chapter	OneOkonkwo	was	well	known	throughout	the	nine	villages	and	even	beyond.	His	fame	rested	on	solid	personal	achievements.	As	a	young	man
of	eighteen	he	had	brought	honor	to	his	village	by	throwing	Amalinze	the	Cat.	Amalinze	was	the	great	wrestler	who	for	seven	years	was	unbeaten,	from	Umuofia	to	Mbaino.	He	was	called	the	Cat	because	his	back	would	never	touch	the	earth.	It	was	this	man	that	Okonkwo	threw	in	a	fight	which	the	old	men	agreed	was	one	of	the	fiercest	since	the	founder	of	their	town	engaged	a	spirit	of	the	wild	for	seven	days	and	seven	nights.The	drums	beat	and	the	flutes	sang	and	the	spectators	held	their	breath.	Amalinze	was	a	wily	craftsman,	but	Okonkwo	was	as	slippery
as	a	fish	in	water.	Every	nerve	and	every	muscle	stood	out	on	their	arms,	on	their	backs	and	their	thighs,	and	one	almost	heard	them	stretching	to	breaking	point.	In	the	end,	Okonkwo	threw	the	Cat.That	was	many	years	ago,	twenty	years	or	more,	and	during	this	time	Okonkwo's	fame	had	grown	like	a	bush-fire	in	the	harmattan.	He	was	tall	and	huge,	and	his	bushy	eyebrows	and	wide	nose	gave	him	a	very	severe	look.	He	breathed	heavily,	and	it	was	said	that,	when	he	slept,	his	wives	and	children	in	their	houses	could	hear	him	breathe.	When	he	walked,	his
heels	hardly	touched	the	ground	and	he	seemed	to	walk	on	springs,	as	if	he	was	going	to	pounce	on	somebody.	And	he	did	pounce	on	people	quite	often.	He	had	a	slight	stammer	and	whenever	he	was	angry	and	could	not	get	his	words	out	quickly	enough,	he	would	use	his	fists.	He	had	no	patience	with	unsuccessful	men.	He	had	had	no	patience	with	his	father.Unoka,	for	that	was	his	father's	name,	had	died	ten	years	ago.	In	his	day	he	was	lazy	and	improvident	and	was	quite	incapable	of	thinking	about	tomorrow.	If	any	money	came	his	way,	and	it	seldom	did,
he	immediately	bought	gourds	of	palm-wine,	called	round	his	neighbors	and	made	merry.	He	always	said	that	whenever	he	saw	a	dead	man's	mouth	he	saw	the	folly	of	not	eating	what	one	had	in	one's	lifetime.	Unoka	was,	of	course,	a	debtor,	and	he	owed	every	neighbor	some	money,	from	a	few	cowries	to	quite	substantial	amounts.He	was	tall	but	very	thin	and	had	a	slight	stoop.	He	wore	a	haggard	and	mournful	look	except	when	he	was	drinking	or	playing	on	his	flute.	He	was	very	good	on	his	flute,	and	his	happiest	moments	were	the	two	or	three	moons	after
the	harvest	when	the	village	musicians	brought	down	their	instruments,	hung	above	the	fireplace.	Unoka	would	play	with	them,	his	face	beaming	with	blessedness	and	peace.	Sometimes	another	village	would	ask	Unoka's	band	and	their	dancing	egwugwu	to	come	and	stay	with	them	and	teach	them	their	tunes.	They	would	go	to	such	hosts	for	as	long	as	three	or	four	markets,	making	music	and	feasting.	Unoka	loved	the	good	fare	and	the	good	fellowship,	and	he	loved	this	season	of	the	year,	when	the	rains	had	stopped	and	the	sun	rose	every	morning	with
dazzling	beauty.	And	it	was	not	too	hot	either,	because	the	cold	and	dry	harmattan	wind	was	blowing	down	from	the	north.	Some	years	the	harmattan	was	very	severe	and	a	dense	haze	hung	on	the	atmosphere.	Old	men	and	children	would	then	sit	round	log	fires,	warming	their	bodies.	Unoka	loved	it	all,	and	he	loved	the	first	kites	that	returned	with	the	dry	season,	and	the	children	who	sang	songs	of	welcome	to	them.	He	would	remember	his	own	childhood,	how	he	had	often	wandered	around	looking	for	a	kite	sailing	leisurely	against	the	blue	sky.	As	soon	as
he	found	one	he	would	sing	with	his	whole	being,	welcoming	it	back	from	its	long,	long	journey,	and	asking	it	if	it	had	brought	home	any	lengths	of	cloth.That	was	years	ago,	when	he	was	young.	Unoka,	the	grown-up,	was	a	failure.	He	was	poor	and	his	wife	and	children	had	barely	enough	to	eat.	People	laughed	at	him	because	he	was	a	loafer,	and	they	swore	never	to	lend	him	any	more	money	because	he	never	paid	back.	But	Unoka	was	such	a	man	that	he	always	succeeded	in	borrowing	more,	and	piling	up	his	debts.One	day	a	neighbor	called	Okoye	came	in	to
see	him.	He	was	reclining	on	a	mud	bed	in	his	hut	playing	on	the	flute.	He	immediately	rose	and	shook	hands	with	Okoye,	who	then	unrolled	the	goatskin	which	he	carried	under	his	arm,	and	sat	down.	Unoka	went	into	an	inner	room	and	soon	returned	with	a	small	wooden	disc	containing	a	kola	nut,	some	alligator	pepper	and	a	lump	of	white	chalk."I	have	kola,"	he	announced	when	he	sat	down,	and	passed	the	disc	over	to	his	guest."Thank	you.	He	who	brings	kola	brings	life.	But	I	think	you	ought	to	break	it,"	replied	Okoye,	passing	back	the	disc."No,	it	is	for
you,	I	think,"	and	they	argued	like	this	for	a	few	moments	before	Unoka	accepted	the	honor	of	breaking	the	kola.	Okoye,	meanwhile,	took	the	lump	of	chalk,	drew	some	lines	on	the	floor,	and	then	painted	his	big	toe.As	he	broke	the	kola,	Unoka	prayed	to	their	ancestors	for	life	and	health,	and	for	protection	against	their	enemies.	When	they	had	eaten	they	talked	about	many	things:	about	the	heavy	rains	which	were	drowning	the	yams,	about	the	next	ancestral	feast	and	about	the	impending	war	with	the	village	of	Mbaino.	Unoka	was	never	happy	when	it	came
to	wars.	He	was	in	fact	a	coward	and	could	not	bear	the	sight	of	blood.	And	so	he	changed	the	subject	and	talked	about	music,	and	his	face	beamed.	He	could	hear	in	his	mind's	ear	the	blood-stirring	and	intricate	rhythms	of	the	ekwe	and	the	udu	and	the	ogene,	and	he	could	hear	his	own	flute	weaving	in	and	out	of	them,	decorating	them	with	a	colorful	and	plaintive	tune.	The	total	effect	was	gay	and	brisk,	but	if	one	picked	out	the	flute	as	it	went	up	and	down	and	then	broke	up	into	short	snatches,	one	saw	that	there	was	sorrow	and	grief	there.Okoye	was	also
a	musician.	He	played	on	the	ogene.	But	he	was	not	a	failure	like	Unoka.	He	had	a	large	barn	full	of	yams	and	he	had	three	wives.	And	now	he	was	going	to	take	the	Idemili	title,	the	third	highest	in	the	land.	It	was	a	very	expensive	ceremony	and	he	was	gathering	all	his	resources	together.	That	was	in	fact	the	reason	why	he	had	come	to	see	Unoka.	He	cleared	his	throat	and	began:"Thank	you	for	the	kola.	You	may	have	heard	of	the	title	I	intend	to	take	shortly."Having	spoken	plainly	so	far,	Okoye	said	the	next	half	a	dozen	sentences	in	proverbs.	Among	the	Ibo
the	art	of	conversation	is	regarded	very	highly,	and	proverbs	are	the	palm-oil	with	which	words	are	eaten.	Okoye	was	a	great	talker	and	he	spoke	for	a	long	time,	skirting	round	the	subject	and	then	hitting	it	finally.	In	short,	he	was	asking	Unoka	to	return	the	two	hundred	cowries	he	had	borrowed	from	him	more	than	two	years	before.	As	soon	as	Unoka	understood	what	his	friend	was	driving	at,	he	burst	out	laughing.	He	laughed	loud	and	long	and	his	voice	rang	out	clear	as	the	ogene,	and	tears	stood	in	his	eyes.	His	visitor	was	amazed,	and	sat	speechless.	At
the	end,	Unoka	was	able	to	give	an	answer	between	fresh	outbursts	of	mirth."Look	at	that	wall,"	he	said,	pointing	at	the	far	wall	of	his	hut,	which	was	rubbed	with	red	earth	so	that	it	shone.	"Look	at	those	lines	of	chalk;"	and	Okoye	saw	groups	of	short	perpendicular	lines	drawn	in	chalk.	There	were	five	groups,	and	the	smallest	group	had	ten	lines.	Unoka	had	a	sense	of	the	dramatic	and	so	he	allowed	a	pause,	in	which	he	took	a	pinch	of	snuff	and	sneezed	noisily,	and	then	he	continued:	"Each	group	there	represents	a	debt	to	someone,	and	each	stroke	is	one
hundred	cowries.	You	see,	I	owe	that	man	a	thousand	cowries.	But	he	has	not	come	to	wake	me	up	in	the	morning	for	it.	I	shall	pay,	you,	but	not	today.	Our	elders	say	that	the	sun	will	shine	on	those	who	stand	before	it	shines	on	those	who	kneel	under	them.	I	shall	pay	my	big	debts	first."	And	he	took	another	pinch	of	snuff,	as	if	that	was	paying	the	big	debts	first.	Okoye	rolled	his	goatskin	and	departed.When	Unoka	died	he	had	taken	no	title	at	all	and	he	was	heavily	in	debt.	Any	wonder	then	that	his	son	Okonkwo	was	ashamed	of	him?	Fortunately,	among	these
people	a	man	was	judged	according	to	his	worth	and	not	according	to	the	worth	of	his	father.	Okonkwo	was	clearly	cut	out	for	great	things.	He	was	still	young	but	he	had	won	fame	as	the	greatest	wrestler	in	the	nine	villages.	He	was	a	wealthy	farmer	and	had	two	barns	full	of	yams,	and	had	just	married	his	third	wife.	To	crown	it	all	he	had	taken	two	titles	and	had	shown	incredible	prowess	in	two	inter-tribal	wars.	And	so	although	Okonkwo	was	still	young,	he	was	already	one	of	the	greatest	men	of	his	time.	Age	was	respected	among	his	people,	but
achievement	was	revered.	As	the	elders	said,	if	a	child	washed	his	hands	he	could	eat	with	kings.	Okonkwo	had	clearly	washed	his	hands	and	so	he	ate	with	kings	and	elders.	And	that	was	how	he	came	to	look	after	the	doomed	lad	who	was	sacrificed	to	the	village	of	Umuofia	by	their	neighbors	to	avoid	war	and	bloodshed.	The	ill-fated	lad	was	called	Ikemefuna.Chapter	TwoOkonkwo	had	just	blown	out	the	palm-oil	lamp	and	stretched	himself	on	his	bamboo	bed	when	he	heard	the	ogene	of	the	town	crier	piercing	the	still	night	air.	Gome,	gome,	gome,	gome,
boomed	the	hollow	metal.	Then	the	crier	gave	his	message,	and	at	the	end	of	it	beat	his	instrument	again.	And	this	was	the	message.	Every	man	of	Umuofia	was	asked	to	gather	at	the	market	place	tomorrow	morning.	Okonkwo	wondered	what	was	amiss,	for	he	knew	certainly	that	something	was	amiss.	He	had	discerned	a	clear	overtone	of	tragedy	in	the	crier's	voice,	and	even	now	he	could	still	hear	it	as	it	grew	dimmer	and	dimmer	in	the	distance.The	night	was	very	quiet.	It	was	always	quiet	except	on	moonlight	nights.	Darkness	held	a	vague	terror	for	these
people,	even	the	bravest	among	them.	Children	were	warned	not	to	whistle	at	night	for	fear	of	evil	spirits.	Dangerous	animals	became	even	more	sinister	and	uncanny	in	the	dark.	A	snake	was	never	called	by	its	name	at	night,	because	it	would	hear.	It	was	called	a	string.	And	so	on	this	particular	night	as	the	crier's	voice	was	gradually	swallowed	up	in	the	distance,	silence	returned	to	the	world,	a	vibrant	silence	made	more	intense	by	the	universal	trill	of	a	million	million	forest	insects.On	a	moonlight	night	it	would	be	different.	The	happy	voices	of	children
playing	in	open	fields	would	then	be	heard.	And	perhaps	those	not	so	young	would	be	playing	in	pairs	in	less	open	places,	and	old	men	and	women	would	remember	their	youth.	As	the	Ibo	say:	"When	the	moon	is	shining	the	cripple	becomes	hungry	for	a	walk."But	this	particular	night	was	dark	and	silent.	And	in	all	the	nine	villages	of	Umuofia	a	town	crier	with	his	ogene	asked	every	man	to	be	present	tomorrow	morning.	Okonkwo	on	his	bamboo	bed	tried	to	figure	out	the	nature	of	the	emergency--war	with	a	neighboring	clan?	That	seemed	the	most	likely
reason,	and	he	was	not	afraid	of	war.	He	was	a	man	of	action,	a	man	of	war.	Unlike	his	father	he	could	stand	the	look	of	blood.	In	Umuofia's	latest	war	he	was	the	first	to	bring	home	a	human	head.	That	was	his	fifth	head;	and	he	was	not	an	old	man	yet.	On	great	occasions	such	as	the	funeral	of	a	village	celebrity	he	drank	his	palm-wine	from	his	first	human	head.In	the	morning	the	market	place	was	full.	There	must	have	been	about	ten	thousand	men	there,	all	talking	in	low	voices.	At	last	Ogbuefi	Ezeugo	stood	up	in	the	midst	of	them	and	bellowed	four	times,
"Umuofia	kwenu",	and	on	each	occasion	he	faced	a	different	direction	and	seemed	to	push	the	air	with	a	clenched	fist.	And	ten	thousand	men	answered	"Yaal"	each	time.	Then	there	was	perfect	silence.	Ogbuefi	Ezeugo	was	a	powerful	orator	and	was	always	chosen	to	speak	on	such	occasions.	He	moved	his	hand	over	his	white	head	and	stroked	his	white	beard.	He	then	adjusted	his	cloth,	which	was	passed	under	his	right	arm-pit	and	tied	above	his	left	shoulder."Umuofia	kwenu",	he	bellowed	a	fifth	time,	and	the	crowd	yelled	in	answer.	And	then	suddenly	like
one	possessed	he	shot	out	his	left	hand	and	pointed	in	the	direction	of	Mbaino,	and	said	through	gleaming	white	teeth	firmly	clenched:	"Those	sons	of	wild	animals	have	dared	to	murder	a	daughter	of	Umuofia."	He	threw	his	head	down	and	gnashed	his	teeth,	and	allowed	a	murmur	of	suppressed	anger	to	sweep	the	crowd.	When	he	began	again,	the	anger	on	his	face	was	gone	and	in	its	place	a	sort	of	smile	hovered,	more	terrible	and	more	sinister	than	the	anger.	And	in	a	clear	unemotional	voice	he	told	Umuofia	how	their	daughter	had	gone	to	market	at
Mbaino	and	had	been	killed.	That	woman,	said	Ezeugo,	was	the	wife	of	Ogbuefi	Udo,	and	he	pointed	to	a	man	who	sat	near	him	with	a	bowed	head.	The	crowd	then	shouted	with	anger	and	thirst	for	blood.Many	others	spoke,	and	at	the	end	it	was	decided	to	follow	the	normal	course	of	action.	An	ultimatum	was	immediately	dispatched	to	Mbaino	asking	them	to	choose	between	war	on	the	one	hand,	and	on	the	other	the	offer	of	a	young	man	and	a	virgin	as	compensation.Umuofia	was	feared	by	all	its	neighbors.	It	was	powerful	in	war	and	in	magic,	and	its	priests
and	medicine	men	were	feared	in	all	the	surrounding	country.	Its	most	potent	war-medicine	was	as	old	as	the	clan	itself.	Nobody	knew	how	old.	But	on	one	point	there	was	general	agreement--the	active	principle	in	that	medicine	had	been	an	old	woman	with	one	leg.	In	fact,	the	medicine	itself	was	called	agadi-nwayi,	or	old	woman.	It	had	its	shrine	in	the	centre	of	Umuofia,	in	a	cleared	spot.	And	if	anybody	was	so	foolhardy	as	to	pass	by	the	shrine	after	dusk	he	was	sure	to	see	the	old	woman	hopping	about.	Article	written	by	Israel	Njoku	Degree	in	M.C.M	with
focus	on	Literature	from	the	University	of	Nigeria,	Nsukka.	In	‘Things	Fall	Apart,’	Achebe	details	Western	colonialists’	impact	on	African	societies.	This	impact	is	outlined	in	a	very	simple	manner,	but	within	this	simplicity,	there	is	a	rich	and	inventive	use	of	language.	The	plot	might	move	irregularly	for	large	sections	of	the	book,	but	this	pacing	represents	a	deliberate	attempt	to	conform	to	an	essentially	African	literary	tradition	and	style.	‘Things	Fall	Apart‘	contains	themes	that	reflect	the	richness	and	sophistication	of	African	cultures	as	well	as	the
debilitating	impact	of	outsiders	on	this	culture.	The	Humanity	of	African	Societies	Achebe	was	motivated	to	write	‘Things	Fall	Apart’	because	he	wanted	to	re-tell	the	story	of	the	Africans	who	European	imperialists	and	their	enablers	in	the	arts	had	depicted	in	unfair	one-dimensional	representations.	Achebe	creates	a	fairly	sophisticated	and	self-sufficient	society	with	organized	institutions.	His	aim	was	not	to	create	a	perfect	society,	but	one	more	true	to	the	facts	of	the	situation.	In	Umuofia,	we	see	disputes	settled	between	members	fairly,	as	seen	in	the	case
between	Mgbafo’s	brothers	and	husband	before	the	Egwugwu.	The	temperaments	of	people	in	the	community	are	not	uniformly	animalistic	or	primitive	as	depicted	in	the	works	of	Joseph	Conrad.	Rather,	there	is	a	wide	range	of	personality	types,	ranging	from	the	extremely	chauvinistic	and	aggressive	Okonkwo	to	the	sentimental	and	gentle	Unoka	and	Nwoye.	In	between	them,	we	have	the	likes	of	Obiereka	and	Ogbuefi	Ezeudo,	who	do	not	lose	their	sense	of	sentiment	and	passion	while	subscribing	to	the	patriarchal	tenets	of	their	society.	Within	individuals,
there	is	much	complexity,	as	Okonkwo	himself	isn’t	innately	evil	but	rather	forced	into	that	way	as	a	result	of	childhood	trauma	and	pressure	to	meet	the	expectations	of	society.	This	complexity	of	the	African	individual	and	society	marks	them	out	as	ordinary,	rather	than	exciting	or	exotic.	Clash	of	Cultures	‘Things	Fall	Apart’	chronicles	the	great	tragedy	of	the	displacement	of	traditional	African	societies	by	encroaching	Westerners	with	imperialist	ambitions.	The	community	of	Umuofia	had	ruled	itself	and	observed	its	customs,	and	preserved	its	institutions	for
years.	The	worldview	every	community	member	learned	from	birth,	all	systems	and	institutions	they	came	to	accept	without	question,	were	suddenly	threatened	by	the	arrival	of	the	white	man	with	his	religion	and	political	system.	The	British	came	with	a	fundamentally	different	value	system,	power	structure,	and	religion.	Disputes	were	no	longer	solved	the	old	way,	under	the	overarching	goal	of	maintaining	communal	cohesion	over	everything	else.	The	people	of	Umuofia,	who	had	lived	without	rulers,	now	have	to	deal	with	colonialists	exerting	uncommon
power	and	authority	over	them.	With	the	coming	of	the	Whiteman	with	his	process	and	sense	of	justice	that	took	no	cognizance	of	the	customs	of	the	people,	the	people	of	Umuofia	essentially	faced	the	erosion	of	their	traditions	and	values.	Patriarchy	Umuofia’s	society	is	highly	patriarchal,	and	Okonkwo’s	behaviors	and	motivations	are,	in	part,	informed	by	his	society’s	gender	roles	and	expectations.	Okonkwo	measures	his	success	according	to	the	fulfillment	of	his	society’s	ideal	of	masculinity.	He	strove	to	be	a	valiant	wrestler	and	a	hard	physical	laborer	on
his	farm	because	these	activities	represent	peak	male	performance	and	demonstration	of	physical	strength.	Okonkwo’s	desire	for	an	unquestionably	dominant	status	in	his	family	often	motivates	his	physical	violence	when	he	perceives	some	challenge	to	his	authority	from	his	wives.	The	patriarchal	ordering	and	gender	expectations	in	the	community	extend	into	farming,	with	Okonkwo	focusing	on	cultivating	the	supposedly	manly	yam	while	leaving	other	less	important	crops	like	cocoyam	to	his	wives	to	cultivate.	Women	also	have	some	importance	in	society.
For	example,	the	goddess	Ani	is	one	of	the	most	powerful	and	important	deities	within	the	Umuofia	religious	system.	She	has	a	huge	influence	in	day-to-day	life	as	the	goddess	of	fertility	and	has	an	entire	week	devoted	to	honoring	her,	within	which	feminine	attributes	like	peace	and	tolerance	are	encouraged.		Class	Struggle	‘Things	Fall	Apart’	sees	the	construction	of	Igbo	society	in	a	pristine	and	undisturbed	form,	including	its	class	system.	As	is	typical	of	the	Igbos,	the	Umuofians	valued	and	respected	wealth,	placing	the	wealthy	firmly	at	the	top	of	the	social
hierarchy	even	though	theirs	was	essentially	a	democratic	system	without	clear	rulers.		Titles,	number	of	wives,	number	of	yams,	and	size	of	one’s	compound,	as	well	as	the	number	of	huts	inside,	are	some	of	the	physical	and	symbolic	evidence	of	wealth,	and	the	absence	of	all	these	was	clear	evidence	of	an	individual’s	failure	in	life.	The	less	fortunate	are	not	exactly	marginalized	or	excluded,	they	are	still	carried	along,	and	we	see	evidence	of	this	when	public	opinion	swung	against	Okonkwo	when	he	tried	to	shut	a	fellow	villager	up	in	a	meeting	by	implying
this	individual’s	opinions	weren’t	needed	as	he	has	not	taken	any	title.	Nevertheless,	the	people	of	Umuofia	valued	wealth	and	thought	of	the	wealthy	as	better	than	the	poor.	Okonkwo’s	father,	Unoka,	was	derided	in	the	village	for	his	poverty,	and	the	existence	of	the	insult	of	‘Agbaya’	and	the	popularity	of	its	usage	suggests	the	presence	of	societal	consequences	of	poverty	in	this	society.		Wealth	is	also	not	the	only	marker	of	status.	Within	Umuofia’s	religious	system,	there	are	two	classes	of	people;	the	freeborn	and	the	Osu.	The	Osu	are	descendants	of	people
who	have	been	dedicated	to	the	lifetime	service	to	the	gods	of	the	land.	This	permanently	separates	them	in	many	ways	from	the	freeborn,	and	they	are	thus	seen	as	an	inferior	stock.	With	the	coming	of	the	Christian	missionaries	and	British	overlordship,	these	marginalized	groups	were	accepted	by	the	church	and	consequently	gained	a	gradual	ascendancy	in	society,	upturning	Umuofia’s	normal	hierarchy.	Within	the	inclusive	tenet	of	Christianity,	the	Osu	were	judged	to	be	equal	to	all	other	humans	in	Christ.		The	“poor”	and	otherwise	“worthless”	gained	a
new	sense	of	purpose	and	importance.	The	church’s	propagation	of	supposedly	“feminine”	qualities	like	love,	tolerance,	and	acceptance	stands	at	variance	with	traditional	patriarchal	Umuofia	values.	Meanwhile,	the	stock	of	those	who	hold	uncompromisingly	to	traditional	Umuofia	values	continues	to	fall.	Powerful	villagers,	including	Okonkwo,	were	captured	and	humiliated	by	the	British	when	they	tried	to	challenge	the	growing	boldness	and	authority	of	those	elements	of	the	community	who	had	joined	the	church.	The	failure	of	the	Umuofians	to	stamp
authority	on	this	group	of	people	who	would	have	been	powerless	before	them	before	the	arrival	of	the	missionaries	and	colonialists	signified	a	demolishment	of	traditional	Umuofia	systems	and	a	transfer	of	power	away	from	the	usual	power	brokers.	Those	who	still	further	resist	this	new	state	of	affairs	meet	an	ignominious	end,	like	Okonkwo,	who	was	forced	into	suicide.	So,	throughout	the	novel,	we	see	the	colonialists	function	as	both	oppressors	and	liberators	of	certain	groups	within	Umuofia’s	society.		Okonkwo	throws	Amalinze	the	Cat	and	establishes
himself	as	a	man	of	talent	and	strength.	Okonkwo	comes	to	care	for	Ikemefuna,	the	gesture	marking	his	status	as	one	of	the	leading	men	of	the	community.	Okonkwo	participates	in	the	killing	of	Ikemefuna,	demonstrating	his	fear	of	being	seen	as	weak.	Okonkwo	is	banished	from	Umuofia	after	accidentally	killing	the	son	of	Ezeudo.	Obierika	visits	Okonkwo	in	exile	and	informs	him	about	the	arrival	of	the	White	men.	Nwoye	leaves	his	father’s	hut	to	join	the	Christians	in	Umuofia.	Okonkwo	returns	from	exile	with	his	family	to	meet	a	much-changed	Umuofia.
Men	of	Umuofia	destroy	the	church	building	in	retaliation	after	Enoch	commits	a	sacrilege.	The	District	Commissioner	arrests	Okonkwo	and	other	leaders	of	the	clan	as	punishment	for	destroying	the	church	and	forces	the	community	to	pay	a	fine	for	their	release.	Okonkwo	beheads	the	chief	messenger	and	commits	suicide	afterward	‘Things	Fall	Apart’	is	divided	into	three	parts,	with	the	first	part	being	much	longer	and	slower-paced	than	the	remaining	two	parts.	The	first	part	employs	a	circumlocutory	narrative	technique	that	shifts	between	the	present	and
the	past.	This	represents	the	Igbo	rhetorical	technique	of	initially	skirting	around	a	subject	before	directly	addressing	it.	The	progression	of	the	plot	is	often	halted	to	regale	us	with	bits	of	Okonkwo’s	backstory	and	information	on	Umuofia	culture.	This	arrangement	lacks	the	narrative	linearity	that	is	typical	of	classical	European	fiction.		The	structure	helps	in	portraying	African	culture	as	comparatively	developed,	sophisticated,	and	self-sufficient.	The	considerable	treatment	of	crops,	the	festivals	attached	to	them,	marriage	and	funeral	ceremonies	as	well	as
the	convening	of	the	Egwugwu	judicial	process	are	not	necessarily	central	to	the	immediate	plot	but	exist	to	paint	a	rich	cultural	texture	around	the	story.		All	these	gradually	build	up	a	picture	of	the	culture	in	which	Okonkwo	inhabits	as	well	as	illuminate	Okonkwo’s	character.	By	the	second	part	of	the	novel,	when	the	White	missionaries	and	colonizers	had	arrived	in	the	picture,	the	novel	picks	up	the	pace	and	continues	with	the	plot	almost	without	interruptions.	‘Things	Fall	Apart’	is	written	in	a	very	accessible	manner.	The	sentences	are	simple	enough,	and
the	words	are	uncomplicated,	save	for	a	couple	of	Igbo	words	that	warrant	translations.	Achebe’s	writing	is	very	effective.	The	sprinkling	of	Igbo	proverbs	all	around	the	work	helps	to	enrich	the	narrative	and	dialogues	as	well	as	accord	them	a	measure	of	authenticity.	Although	written	in	English,	Achebe	maintains	a	strong	local	cultural	flavor	in	the	language.	When	we	read	the	dialogues	or	follow	the	narrative,	the	English	language	used	does	not	interfere	with	the	authenticity	of	the	dialogues	and	narrative	because	Achebe’s	writing	transmits	as	accurately	as
possible	the	original	Igbo	contexts.		Achebe	can	induce	great	emotions	through	seemingly	innocuous	actions.	For	example,	before	Ikemefuna	was	killed,	as	he	walked	in	front	of	the	Umuofians	who	had	been	tasked	with	this	job,	Achebe	chose	this	time	to	write	about	Ikemefuna’s	excitement	and	hope	at	seeing	his	mother	again.	Achebe	sets	up	a	powerful	moment	when	Ikemefuna	breaks	into	a	childhood	song	and	walks	in	sync	with	the	rhythm,	deciding	that	if	the	song	ends	on	his	right	leg,	it	will	mean	his	mother	was	still	alive,	but	that	if	it	ends	on	his	left,	his
mother	would	be	dead	or	ill.	This	mood	of	great	optimism	and	innocence	sets	up	a	stark	contrast	with	the	horrific	murder	that	follows.	Ikemefuna’s	death,	just	at	the	point	when	we	are	getting	to	know	him	far	more	and	relate	with	his	hopes	and	fears	and	even	root	for	him,	makes	the	entire	scene	all	the	more	powerful	and	emotional.	Ikemefuna’s	superstitions	are	only	part	of	a	large	corpus	of	myths	or	other	religious	injunctions	or	ancient	wisdom	preserved	through	songs,	folklores,	mythologies,	legends,	aphorisms,	and	proverbs,	which	constitutes	an	important
part	of	Umuofia	culture.	Achebe	utilizes	all	these	to	great	effect	through	the	interlaying	of	these	cultural	vestiges	and	artifacts	within	the	narrative	to	provide	a	rich	texture	and	foundation.	All	these	properly	secure	the	novel’s	ties	to	Igbo	culture	and	leave	no	one	in	doubt	as	to	its	authenticity	and	status	as	a	legitimate	representation	of	Igbo	sensibilities.	‘Things	Fall	Apart’	utilizes	the	Third	Person’s	point	of	view,	but	this	narrator’s	perspective	switches	between	a	participating	actor	and	an	external	observer,	a	“we”	and	a	“them”	at	different	points	in	the	story.
Sometimes	the	narrator	seems	to	be	intimately	in	the	know	and	involved	with	the	actions	and	the	customs	of	the	people,	other	times	he	seems	like	a	detached	observer.	Yam	is	the	primary	crop	in	Umuofia	society.	Called	the	king	of	crops,	it	is	associated	with	manliness	and	is	an	important	status	symbol.	Okonkwo	considers	yams	to	be	the	only	crop	worth	personally	growing,	leaving	the	other	crops	for	his	wives	and	children.	The	number	of	yams	in	a	man’s	barn	is	a	definitive	indicator	of	his	level	of	success	in	life.	Yams	symbolize	wealth	and	abundance.	The
Egwugwu	masks	symbolize	the	villagers’	ties	to	the	spirit	realm,	or	rather	to	the	land	of	their	ancestors.	The	scary	nature	of	the	designs	and	carvings	on	the	masks	as	well	as	the	secrecy	and	anonymity	with	which	its	wearers	operate,	allows	certain	individuals	to	act	on	behalf	of	or	with	the	unquestionable	authority	of	the	clan’s	gods	or	ancestors.	FAQs	Okonkwo’s	death	in	‘Things	Fall	Apart’	symbolizes	the	futility	of	the	struggle	against	change	as	brought	about	by	European	colonizers.	The	moment	the	British	came	to	their	doorstep,	the	people	of	Umuofia	were
fated	to	lose	their	independence	and	way	of	life.	Achebe	wrote	‘Things	Fall	Apart’	mainly	to	challenge	racist	and	uncomplimentary	portrayals	of	African	societies	at	the	point	of	contact	with	colonizing	Europeans.	Although	Chinua	Achebe	sought	to	challenge	racist	portrayals	of	traditional	African	society	with	‘Things	Fall	Apart,’	he	did	not	go	the	other	extreme	by	presenting	a	perfect	society.	Instead,	he	presented	an	African	society	with	all	of	its	strengths	and	faults,	asking	not	that	people	idolize	or	dismiss	these	societies,	but	instead	view	them	as	essentially
human.	‘Things	Fall	Apart’	has	sold	over	20	million	copies	all	over	the	world,	making	it	one	of	the	most	popular	African	novels	of	all	time.	It	is	used	widely	in	schools	across	the	world.	Join	Book	Analysis	for	Free!	Exclusive	to	Members	Get	access	now	Home	»	Chinua	Achebe	»	Things	Fall	Apart	»	Themes	and	Analysis	Degree	in	M.C.M	with	focus	on	Literature	from	the	University	of	Nigeria,	Nsukka.	Israel	loves	to	delve	into	rigorous	analysis	of	themes	with	broader	implications.	As	a	passionate	book	lover	and	reviewer,	Israel	aims	to	contribute	meaningful
insights	into	broader	discussions.	edit	descriptions	of	this	character	Chinua	Achebe	(/ˈtʃɪnwɑː	əˈtʃɛbɛ/,	born	Albert	Chinualumogu	Achebe;	16	November	1930	–	21	March	2013)	was	a	Nigerian	novelist,	poet,	professor,	and	critic.	His	first	novel	Things	Fall	Apart	(1958)	was	considered	his	magnum	opus,	and	is	the	most	widely	read	book	in	modern	African	literature.Raised	by	his	parents	in	the	Igbo	town	of	Ogidi	in	South-Eastern	Nigeria,	Achebe	excelled	at	school	and	won	a	scholarship	for	undergraduate	studies.	He	became	fascinated	with	world	religions	and
traditional	African	cultures,	and	began	writing	stories	as	a	university	student.	After	graduation,	he	worked	for	the	Nigerian	Broadcasting	Service	(NBS)	and	soon	moved	to	the	metropolis	of	Lagos.	He	gained	worldwide	attention	for	Things	Fall	Apart	in	the	late	1950s;	his	later	novels	include	No	Longer	at	Ease	(1960),	Arrow	of	God	(1964),	A	Man	of	the	People	(1966),	and	Anthills	of	the	Savannah	(1987).	Achebe	wrote	his	novels	in	English	and	defended	the	use	of	English,	a	"language	of	colonisers",	in	African	literature.	In	1975,	his	lecture	An	Image	of	Africa:
Racism	in	Conrad's	"Heart	of	Darkness"	featured	a	famous	criticism	of	Joseph	Conrad	as	"a	thoroughgoing	racist";	it	was	later	published	in	The	Massachusetts	Review	amid	some	controversy.When	the	region	of	Biafra	broke	away	from	Nigeria	in	1967,	Achebe	became	a	supporter	of	Biafran	independence	and	acted	as	ambassador	for	the	people	of	the	new	nation.	The	war	ravaged	the	populace,	and	as	starvation	and	violence	took	its	toll,	he	appealed	to	the	people	of	Europe	and	the	Americas	for	aid.	When	the	Nigerian	government	retook	the	region	in	1970,	he
involved	himself	in	political	parties	but	soon	resigned	due	to	frustration	over	the	corruption	and	elitism	he	witnessed.	He	lived	in	the	United	States	for	several	years	in	the	1970s,	and	returned	to	the	U.S.	in	1990	after	a	car	accident	left	him	partially	disabled.A	titled	Igbo	chieftain	himself,	Achebe's	novels	focus	on	the	traditions	of	Igbo	society,	the	effect	of	Christian	influences,	and	the	clash	of	Western	and	traditional	African	values	during	and	after	the	colonial	era.	His	style	relies	heavily	on	the	Igbo	oral	tradition,	and	combines	straightforward	narration	with
representations	of	folk	stories,	proverbs,	and	oratory.	He	also	published	a	number	of	short	stories,	children's	books,	and	essay	collections.	From	2009	until	his	death,	he	served	as	David	and	Marianna	Fisher	University	Professor	and	Professor	of	Africana	Studies	at	Brown.	Bio	from	Wikipedia,	the	free	encyclopedia.	Photo	by	Stuart	C.	Shapiro	[GFDL	(	,	CC-BY-SA-3.0	(	or	CC	BY	3.0-2.5-2.0-1.0	(	],	via	Wikimedia	Commons.	←	Back	to	Library	Topics	A	Streetcar	Named	Desire	Atonement	Blake:	Songs	of	Innocence	and	Experience	Carol	Ann	Duffy	Eavan	Boland
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of	London,	1666	Othello	Our	Country's	Good	Seamus	Heaney	The	God	of	Small	Things	The	Great	Gatsby	The	Importance	of	Being	Earnest	The	Namesake	Things	Fall	Apart	Translations	Chapter	1	sets	the	groundwork	for	the	entire	novel,	introducing	the	key	themes	and	setting	the	cultural	and	environmental	landscape.	The	protagonist,	Okonkwo	is	introduced.	We	learn	he	is	a	respected	warrior	from	Umuofia,	a	Nigerian	tribe.	Okonkwo’s	father,	Unoka,	is	described	in	contrast	to	Okonkwo	-	he	was	unsuccessful,	indebted,	and	effeminate	for	his	love	of	music	and
lack	of	material	wealth.	The	concept	of	masculinity,	as	understood	and	valued	by	the	Igbo	society,	is	laid	out.	It	involves	aspects	such	as	strength,	bravery,	and	wealth.	Reputation	Okonkwo’s	fame	spread	due	to	his	personal	achievements,	showcasing	the	importance	of	reputation.	In	Igbo	society,	reputation	builds	respect	and	social	standing.	Masculinity	and	gender	roles	Okonkwo	is	presented	as	the	epitome	of	manliness,	with	his	achievements	in	wresting	and	his	despise	for	anything	resembling	weakness	or	effeminacy.	Unoka	is	presented	as	failing	to	live	up
to	this	ideal	of	masculinity,	as	he	was	not	a	warrior	but	a	flute-player.	Fear	Okonkwo’s	fear	of	resembling	his	father	and	his	failure	becomes	a	major	driving	force	in	his	life.	He	tries	to	distance	himself	from	Unoka	by	rejecting	everything	associated	with	him	-	gentleness,	idleness,	music,	and	indebtedness.	Conflict	The	historic	wrestling	match	between	Okonkwo	and	the	undefeated	Amalinze	the	cat	indicates	the	fundamental	conflict	in	the	story.	Language	Use	In	this	chapter,	Achebe	uses	traditional	African	storytelling	methods	with	the	unfamiliar	setting	and
cultural	context.	It	includes	Proverbs,	folktales,	and	other	African	oral	traditions.	The	language	Achebe	uses	is	powerful	and	richly	descriptive,	planting	the	reader	firmly	in	Igbo	culture.	Fire	Okonkwo	is	figuratively	referred	to	as	a	roaring	flame	by	the	narrator.	The	fire	symbolises	Okonkwo’s	masculinity,	violence,	and	rage.	Critical	Events	Okonkwo	defeats	Amalinze	the	cat	in	a	wrestling	match,	a	victory	that	marks	him	out	as	a	man	of	valour.	The	description	of	Unoka	playing	his	flute	despite	his	debts	and	hardship.	The	first	chapter	of	“Things	Fall	Apart”
establishes	the	groundwork	for	the	themes,	characters,	and	events	of	the	book.	The	cultural	setting	of	Umuofia	is	portrayed	in	detail,	along	with	the	introduction	of	the	protagonist,	Okonkwo.	The	stark	contrast	between	Okonkwo	and	his	father,	Unoka,	underlines	the	major	themes	and	conflicts	that	will	unravel	over	the	course	of	the	novel.	info_outline	working	on	a	study	question?	get	help	from	verified	tutors	now!	Jump	to	ratings	and	reviewsA	simple	story	of	a	"strong	man"	whose	life	is	dominated	by	fear	and	anger,	Things	Fall	Apart	is	written	with
remarkable	economy	and	subtle	irony.	Uniquely	and	richly	African,	at	the	same	time	it	reveals	Achebe's	keen	awareness	of	the	human	qualities	common	to	men	of	all	times	and	places.	11214	people	are	currently	reading262908	people	want	to	readWorks,	including	the	novel	Things	Fall	Apart	(1958),	of	Nigerian	writer	Chinua	Achebe	describe	traditional	African	life	in	conflict	with	colonial	rule	and	westernization.	This	poet	and	critic	served	as	professor	at	Brown	University.	People	best	know	and	most	widely	read	his	first	book	in	modern	African	literature.
Christian	parents	in	the	Igbo	town	of	Ogidi	in	southeastern	Nigeria	reared	Achebe,	who	excelled	at	school	and	won	a	scholarship	for	undergraduate	studies.	World	religions	and	traditional	African	cultures	fascinated	him,	who	began	stories	as	a	university	student.	After	graduation,	he	worked	for	the	Nigerian	broadcasting	service	and	quickly	moved	to	the	metropolis	of	Lagos.	He	gained	worldwide	attention	in	the	late	1950s;	his	later	novels	include	No	Longer	at	Ease	(1960),	Arrow	of	God	(1964),	A	Man	of	the	People	(1966),	and	Anthills	of	the	Savannah	(1987).
Achebe	defended	the	use	of	English,	a	"language	of	colonizers,"	in	African	literature.	In	1975,	controversy	focused	on	his	lecture	An	Image	of	Africa:	Racism	in	Conrad's	"Heart	of	Darkness"	for	its	criticism	of	Joseph	Conrad	as	"a	bloody	racist."	When	the	region	of	Biafra	broke	away	from	Nigeria	in	1967,	Achebe,	a	devoted	supporter	of	independence,	served	as	ambassador	for	the	people	of	the	new	nation.	The	war	ravaged	the	populace,	and	as	starvation	and	violence	took	its	toll,	he	appealed	to	the	people	of	Europe	and	the	Americas	for	aid.	When	the	Nigerian
government	retook	the	region	in	1970,	he	involved	in	political	parties	but	witnessed	the	corruption	and	elitism	that	duly	frustration	him,	who	quickly	resigned.	He	lived	in	the	United	States	for	several	years	in	the	1970s,	and	after	a	car	accident	left	him	partially	disabled,	he	returned	to	the	United	States	in	1990.	Novels	of	Achebe	focus	on	the	traditions	of	Igbo	society,	the	effect	of	Christian	influences,	and	the	clash	of	values	during	and	after	the	colonial	era.	His	style	relied	heavily	on	the	Igbo	oral	tradition,	and	combines	straightforward	narration	with
representations	of	folk	stories,	proverbs,	and	oratory.	He	also	published	a	number	of	short	stories,	children's	books,	and	essay	collections.	He	served	as	the	David	and	Marianna	Fisher	university	professor	of	Africana	studies	at	Brown	University	in	Providence,	Rhode	Island,	United	States.ollowing	a	brief	illness,	Achebe	died.	Displaying	1	-	30	of	22,299	reviewsJuly	25,	2018My	son	and	I	had	a	long	talk	about	this	novel	the	other	day,	after	he	finished	reading	it	for	an	English	class.	Over	the	course	of	the	study	unit,	we	had	been	talking	about	Chinua	Achebe's
fabulous	juxtaposition	of	different	layers	of	society,	both	within	Okonkwo's	tribe,	and	within	the	colonialist	community.	We	had	been	reflecting	on	aspects	of	the	tribe	that	we	found	hard	to	understand,	being	foreign	and	against	certain	human	rights	we	take	for	granted,	most	notably	parts	of	the	strict	hierarchy	and	the	role	of	women.	And	we	had	been	angry	together	at	the	inhumane	arrogance	and	violence	of	the	Europeans,	who	were	only	in	charge	based	on	their	technological	development	level,	not	on	cultural	superiority.	We	had	thought	about	the	roles	of
men	and	women,	and	of	individuals	in	their	relation	to	their	families	and	social	environment.	We	had	touched	on	the	hypocrisy	of	religious	missions.I	had	dwelt	on	the	title	and	its	beautiful	context,	the	poem	by	Yeats,	more	relevant	now	than	ever:"Turning	and	turning	in	the	widening	gyre	The	falcon	cannot	hear	the	falconer;	Things	fall	apart;	the	centre	cannot	hold;	Mere	anarchy	is	loosed	upon	the	world,	The	blood-dimmed	tide	is	loosed,	and	everywhere	The	ceremony	of	innocence	is	drowned;	The	best	lack	all	conviction,	while	the	worst	Are	full	of	passionate
intensity."We	had	compared	Okonkwo	to	the	skilled	falcon,	and	the	ruthless	Europeans	to	falconers	killing	and	destroying	without	reason.	And	"The	best	lack	all	conviction..."	-	a	sad	truth	in	an	era	of	a	radicalised	political	climate.We	agreed	that	the	novel	was	excellent,	timeless	and	universally	important.	And	then	came	the	last	paragraph...	If	a	novel	can	make	a	14-year-old	genuinely	upset,	angry,	and	frustrated	to	the	point	of	wanting	to	slap	a	fictional	character,	then	the	author	has	managed	to	convey	a	message,	I'd	say.	He	got	me	engaged	as	well,	and	I
could	feel	my	nausea	towards	the	Commissioner	re-emerge	instantly	when	reading	his	arrogant	final	thoughts,	after	the	tragic	showdown:"The	story	of	this	man	who	had	killed	a	messenger	and	hanged	himself	would	make	interesting	reading.	One	could	almost	write	a	whole	chapter	on	him.	Perhaps	not	a	whole	chapter	but	a	reasonable	paragraph,	at	any	rate.	There	was	so	much	else	to	include,	and	one	must	be	firm	in	cutting	out	details.	He	had	already	chosen	the	title	of	the	book,	after	much	thought:	The	Pacification	of	the	Primitive	Tribes	of	the	Lower
Niger."The	discussion	between	my	son	and	myself	focused	on	how	the	commissioner	managed	to	marginalise	a	whole	life,	which	we	had	breathlessly	followed	in	the	preceding	pages,	to	a	mere	paragraph	in	a	text	of	his	own	vain	invention,	with	zero	relation	to	the	true	circumstances.	My	son	claimed	it	was	one	of	the	best	endings	he	had	ever	read	-	for	the	sudden	change	of	perspective	that	disrupted	the	story	and	made	it	stand	out	in	sharp	contrast.Then	we	continued	talking.	Best	endings?	Which	ones	could	possibly	compete?	First	one	up	was	One	Day	in	the
Life	of	Ivan	Denisovich.	Its	last	sentence	also	puts	individual	suffering	into	a	wider	perspective,	in	this	case	a	time	frame:“The	end	of	an	unclouded	day.	Almost	a	happy	one.	Just	one	of	the	3,653	days	of	his	sentence,	from	bell	to	bell.	The	extra	three	were	for	leap	years.”Neither	my	son	nor	I	will	ever	get	over	that	counting	of	three	extra	days	for	leap	years...Second	up	was	All	Quiet	on	the	Western	Front,	in	which	the	death	of	the	narrator	is	reported	in	a	last	paragraph	that	indicates	that	the	main	character's	life	is	of	so	little	importance	that	newspapers	wrote
there	was	"Nothing	New	on	the	Western	Front".	His	so-called	heroic	death	drowned	in	the	meaningless	mass	dying,	his	suffering	was	completely	without	purpose	in	the	bigger	machinations	of	politics	on	national	level.	And	yet,	he	had	been	so	incredibly	alive	and	opinionated	and	experienced,	just	the	day	before...Then	the	last	one	we	could	think	of	(mirroring	our	shared	reading	experience),	was	the	horrible	case	of	a	last	sentence	showing	the	victim's	complete	identification	with	the	tyrant,	the	falcon	loving	the	falconer,	Orwell's	closing	line	in	1984:"He	loved
Big	Brother."The	brutality	of	the	comparison	made	my	son	say:"At	least	Okonkwo	made	his	final	choice	on	his	own."As	sad	as	it	is,	we	felt	grateful	for	that.	But	what	a	brave	new	world,	that	has	such	people	in	it!Must-read.	Must-talk-about!1001-books-to-read-before-you-die	favorites	so-good-it-hurts	January	23,	2014“The	drums	were	still	beating,	persistent	and	unchanging.	Their	sound	was	no	longer	a	separate	thing	from	the	living	village.	It	was	like	the	pulsation	of	its	heart.	It	throbbed	in	the	air,	in	the	sunshine,	and	even	in	the	trees,	and	filled	the	village
with	excitement.”	-	Chinua	Achebe,	Things	Fall	ApartThis	is	a	book	of	many	contrasts;	colonialism	and	traditional	culture,	animism	and	Christianity,	the	masculine	and	the	feminine,	and	the	ignorant	and	the	aware	(although	who	is	who	depends	on	who’s	speaking).Okonkwo	is	one	of	the	most	intriguing	characters	in	African	fiction.	He	epitomizes	so	much	I	dislike;	he’s	abusive,	misogynist,	has	very	little	patience	or	tolerance	for	the	weak,	and	is	perhaps	he’s	even	over-ambitious.	Despite	all	his	faults,	it’s	impossible	not	to	pity	him	a	little	because,	after	all,	the
life	he	knows,	the	life	of	his	ancestors,	is	being	taken	from	him	quite	cruelly	by	the	British	settlers.This	book	really	takes	the	reader	into	the	Igbo	culture.	Achebe	shows	the	traditional	culture	very	well,	a	culture	which	is	rife	with	superstition	but	rich	in	context.	I	loved	the	inclusion	of	the	African	proverbs	and	folk	tales,	and	the	details	of	the	Igbo	clan	system.	Achebe	also	shows	how	tightknit	precolonial	African	culture	was	and	how,	despite	not	having	the	so-called	civilized	institutions,	things	went	pretty	smoothly	because	of	the	community	spirit	and	also	the
societal	rules.	The	importance	of	ancestors	in	society	is	a	part	of	this:“The	land	of	the	living	was	not	far	removed	from	the	domain	of	the	ancestors.	There	was	coming	and	going	between	them.”	Achebe	managed	to	inject	some	humour	into	such	bleak	subject	matter,	although	I	think	this	feat	is	quite	common	among	African	writers:	”You	grew	your	ears	for	decoration,	not	for	hearing.”	What	I	found	difficult	to	come	to	terms	with,	as	an	African	Christian	myself,	is	the	horrific	way	Christianity	was	introduced	to	the	African	continent.	However,	despite	the	lack	of
respect	the	colonialists	showed	to	the	people,	it’s	hard	to	deny	that	there	were	some	aspects	of	African	tradition	that	were	outdated	and	people	had	the	option	of	leaving	such	tradition	behind,	especially	if	it	was	harmful.	For	example,	in	this	book	the	outcasts	and	the	parents	of	twin	babies	(who	had	to	kill	their	babies	to	prevent	evil	from	entering	the	village)	obviously	found	it	easier	to	abandon	tradition.I	think	this	book	was	the	first	one	that	made	me	realize	the	terrible	impact	of	colonialism.	I’ve	always	been	curious	about	how	Chinese	women	with	bound	feet
must	have	felt	after	that	fashion	was	seen	as	barbaric	and	unfashionable,	and	in	the	same	vein	I’ve	also	wondered	about	how	those	in	African	cultures	who	had	lots	of	power	and	were	accorded	lots	of	respect	might	have	felt	when	new	values	undermined	everything	they	had	worked	towards.This	book	reminds	me	a	lot	of	Ngugi	wa	Thiong’o’s	“The	River	Between”	which	focuses	on	similar	subject	matter,	albeit	on	the	other	side	of	the	continent	(Kenya).	I	would	highly	recommend	both	of	them.Adina	(notifications	back,	log	out,	clear	cache)	October	14,	2024I	read
this	novel	in	an	almost	constant	state	of	rage.	First	of	all,	I	disliked	the	main	character	for	his	behavior.	In	our	modern	society	his	husband	and	parenting	skills	would	be	considered	appalling.	I	know,	I	know,	the	guy	was	a	member	of	a	Nigerian	tribe	some	time	ago	but	the	abuse	of	women	and	the	psychological	scarring	of	children	do	not	sit	well	with	me.	Later,	the	Christian	missionaries	appeared	and	the	rage	scale	went	through	the	roof.	The	novel	is	the	story	of	Okonkwo	and	his	tribe	before	and	after	the	white	people	appeared.	Okonkwo	is	a	physically	strong
man	in	the	village,	he	has	many	titles,	land	and	authority.	He	losses	no	opportunity	to	show	he	is	a	real	man,	feelings	and	love	are	only	weaknesses	for	him.	He	is	domineering,	sometimes	beats	his	wives	and	is	constantly	tormenting	his	sons,	pushing	them	to	be	men	like	him.	An	unlucky	event	puts	his	ambitions	to	become	the	most	important	person	in	the	village	on	hold	but	the	"falling	apart"	comes	with	the	white	people,	God’s	missionaries.	Okonkwo	is	one	of	the	few	villagers	who	want	to	fight	the	new	religion	and	to	remove	the	menace.	Here,	knowing	what
came	next,	I	was	on	his	side.	A	major	part	of	the	short	novel	can	be	read	as	a	collection	of	African	customs,	traditions	and	stories.	Most	of	the	time	there	was	no	clear	plot	and	I	was	fine	with	it.	The	dramatic	events,	the	clash	between	the	two	cultures	take	place	almost	at	the	end	but	that	aspect	does	not	diminish	the	power	of	the	book.I	understand	why	the	novel	is	a	classic,	Chinua	Achebe	being	one	of	the	first	writers	to	show	the	the	brutal	colonialism	of	the	Western	world	and	its	disguise	as	religious	liberation.1001	classics	nigeria	April	1,	2022[Edited
4/1/22]Wiki	calls	the	book	the	most	widely	read	book	in	modern	African	literature.	Written	in	1958,	this	is	the	classic	African	novel	about	how	colonialism	impacted	and	undermined	traditional	African	culture.	It’s	set	among	the	Igbo	people	of	Nigeria	(aka	Ibos).	A	key	phrase	is	found	late	in	the	book:	“He	[the	white	man]	has	put	a	knife	on	the	things	that	held	us	together	and	we	have	fallen	apart.”	The	main	character	is	a	strong	man,	the	village	wrestling	champion.	He	has	three	wives	and	many	children,	although	the	wealthiest	man	in	the	village	has	nine	wives,
thirty	children	and	three	barns.	The	main	character	is	not	above	beating	his	wives	when	the	spirit	moves	him.	He	seems	ruled	by	anger	and	fear.	There’s	not	a	lot	of	plot.	We	watch	as	the	main	character	struggles	at	first	to	become	established.	There	are	some	bad	crop	years	but	all	in	all,	things	go	reasonably	well.	Then	he	accidentally	kills	a	fellow	tribesman	and	suffers	the	punishment	imposed	by	the	village	elders	of	being	banished	from	the	village	for	seven	years.	He	loses	his	land	and	his	accumulated	wealth	and	has	to	go	back	to	his	mother’s	village,
dreaming	of	his	return.	When	he	does	return,	white	rule	has	extended	its	influence	into	his	village	and	everything	has	changed.The	British	have	brought	greater	prosperity,	a	school	and	a	clinic	but	at	a	tremendous	cost,	mainly	by	imposing	their	laws	and	legal	system	above	the	traditional	rule	by	village	elders.	A	Christian	church	has	been	built	and	many	villagers	are	leaving	the	old	gods	and	converting	to	the	new	religion,	including	one	of	the	main	character’s	sons.	There	is	no	return	to	the	old	ways.	Retaliation	by	the	whites	is	swift.	In	a	nearby	village	men
killed	a	white	man	driving	a	car	(they	had	never	seen	a	car	before).	In	retaliation,	soldiers	came	and	machine-gunned	the	marketplace	–	men,	women,	children;	basically	annihilating	the	village.	Much	of	the	book	is	anthropological.	We	learn	about	the	village	councils,	a	priestess,	crop	cultivation,	food	preparation,	and	all	the	elaborate	rituals	around	bride	price	negotiations,	weddings,	funerals	and	the	traditional	gods.	I	liked	many	of	the	idioms	and	proverbs	scattered	throughout	the	text:“There	must	be	a	reason	for	it.	A	toad	does	not	run	in	the	daytime	for
nothing.”“An	old	woman	is	always	uneasy	when	dry	bones	are	mentioned	in	a	proverb.”“Eneke	the	bird	says	that	since	men	have	learned	how	to	shoot	without	missing,	he	has	learned	to	fly	without	perching.”“As	a	man	danced,	so	the	drums	were	beaten	for	him.”The	author	(1930-2013)	was	raised	as	a	Christian,	went	to	college	in	Nigeria,	became	a	journalist,	and	started	writing.	With	his	fame	he	eventually	moved	to	the	US	as	a	professor	at	Brown	University.	He	turned	the	book	into	a	trilogy,	adding	No	Longer	at	Ease	in	1960	and	then	Arrow	of	God	in	1964.
The	author	is	also	known	for	a	famous	academic	paper	attacking	Joseph	Conrad	as	“a	thoroughgoing	racist."	A	good	read	and	classic.	Top:	old	photo	of	the	(also	Igbos)	from	diaryofanegress.comModern-day	family	Igbo	family	from	hometown.ng	Photo	of	the	author	in	2008	from	Wikipedia.africa	african-authors	anthropology	March	27,	2017Achebe’s	protagonist	isn’t	a	very	nice	man.	In	reality	he	is	an	asshole.	I	don’t	like	him.	I	don’t	think	anyone	really	does.	He	is	ruthless	and	unsympathetic	to	his	fellow	man.	He	grew	up	in	a	warrior’s	culture;	the	only	way	to
be	successful	was	to	be	completely	uncompromising	and	remorseless.	His	father	was	weak	and	worthless,	according	to	him,	so	he	approached	life	with	an	unshakable	will	to	conquer	it	with	his	overbearing	masculinity.	”When	Unoka	died	he	had	taken	no	title	at	all	and	he	was	heavy	in	debt.	Any	wonder	then	that	his	son	Okonkwo	was	ashamed	of	him?	Fortunately,	among	these	people	a	man	as	judged	according	to	his	worth	and	not	according	to	the	worth	of	his	farther.”	I	love	the	sarcasm	in	this	quote.	Achebe	is	clearly	suggesting	that	this	is	not	true	for	the
white	man.	For	all	their	supposed	superiority,	they	cannot	get	this	simple	thing	right.	The	African	tribe	here	has	a	better	system	of	promotion	based	on	merit.	The	warrior	Okonkwo	has	a	chance	to	prove	himself	regardless	of	what	occurs	in	the	more	“civilised”	part	of	the	world.	And	here	is	the	crux	of	the	novel.	Achebe	gives	the	black	man	a	voice;	he	gives	him	culture	and	civilisation.	These	men	are	not	represented	in	an	unjust	way.	He	is	directly	responding	to	the	ignorant	trend	in	Victorian	literature	that	represented	the	colonised	as	unintelligible	and
voiceless:	they	were	shown	to	be	savage.	Achebe	gives	us	the	reality.This	quote	says	it	all:	“If	you	don't	like	my	story,	write	your	own”.	And	that’s	exactly	what	he	did	himself.	He	holds	no	judgement.	His	protagonist	is	completely	flawed.	Okonkwo	is	without	mercy;	he	has	earnt	his	fame	and	respect,	so	when	an	untitled	youngster	speaks	out	he	is	immediately	roused	to	anger.	This	is	his	hamartia,	his	tragic	flaw,	he	must	overcome	this	and	treat	his	fellow	tribesmen	with	a	degree	of	dignity.	But,	he	is	a	slow	learner.	And	who	can	blame	him?	For	all	his	brutality
and	misogyny,	this	is	till	his	culture.	This	is	all	he	has	ever	known,	whether	it’s	right	or	wrong	doesn’t	matter.	Granted,	not	all	the	men	are	as	extreme	as	him.	He	uses	his	position	to	extract	violence	more	than	most.	His	wives	are	often	the	focal	point	for	his	rage,	much	to	their	misfortune.	He	sounds	like	a	bad	man;	he’s	certainly	not	a	nice	man,	but	that’s	not	the	point.	Achebe’s	meaning,	and	the	power	of	this	story	is	revealed	at	the	end.	I	found	this	very	unusual,	but	it	was	also	very	effective.	The	point	of	this	novel	is	to	show	how	uncompromising	the	white
man	is.	That’s	an	obvious	point,	though	what	I	mean	to	say	is	that	its	full	effect	is	revealed	at	the	end.	The	Nigerian	culture,	the	way	of	life	for	the	tribe	folk	in	this	novel,	is	forced	to	change	because	if	it	doesn’t	it	will	be	destroyed	in	its	entirety.	The	protagonist	represents	this;	he	has	to	deal	with	the	crisis.	He	had	a	choice:	he	could	either	accept	the	white	man’s	way,	and	be	changed	forever,	or	he	could	stick	to	his	own	customs	and,	ultimately,	fall.	-Language	is	the	key:“Among	the	Igbo	the	art	of	conversation	is	regarded	very	highly,	and	proverbs	are	the	palm-
oil	with	which	words	are	eaten.”Africa	does	not	possess	a	silent	culture.	Conrad’s	Heart	of	Darkness	was	wrong.	African	language	is	formal,	developed	and	intelligent.	Here	in	Nigeria	is	the	conduit	for	the	Igbo	culture.	It	is	rich	in	oral	tradition.	Achebe	recognises	that	to	accept	a	new	language	is	to	shun	the	original	culture.	Achebe	shows	that	Igbo	tradition	is	dependent	on	storytelling	and	language,	to	accept	English	would	destroy	the	Igbo	traditions.	It	would	alienate	the	Africans	form	their	culture;	thus,	resistance,	however	futile,	is	the	natural	and	just
response.	Okonkwo’s	reactions	are	deeply	symbolic	of	a	culture	that	is	about	to	collapse.	I	think	what	Achebe	is	trying	to	portray	here	is	the	quietness	of	the	African	voice.	It	had	no	say.	It	doesn’t	matter	if	the	colonisers	were	kind	or	brutal;	it	doesn’t	matter	what	the	Nigerian	culture	was	like	in	terms	of	ethics.	What	matters	is	that	it	was	taken	away	or	shaped	into	something	else	entirely.	This	was	not	progress	but	assimilation.	All	culture	has	its	flaws,	that’s	true	for	any	society,	but	the	white	one,	for	all	its	self-aggrandisement,	was	nothing	but	imposing.	And
for	Achebe	this	is	the	ruination	of	the	voice	he	was	trying	to	channel.	“The	white	man	is	very	clever.	He	came	quietly	and	peaceably	with	his	religion.	We	were	amused	at	his	foolishness	and	allowed	him	to	stay.	Now	he	has	won	our	brothers,	and	our	clan	can	no	longer	act	like	one.	He	has	put	a	knife	on	the	things	that	held	us	together	and	we	have	fallen	apart.”	4-star-reads	contemporary-lit	postcolonialDecember	12,	2019In	this	classic	tale	Okonkwo	is	a	strong	man	in	his	village,	and	in	his	region	of	nine	villages.	At	age	18	he	beat	the	reigning	wrestling
champion	and	has	been	an	industrious	worker	all	his	life,	a	reaction	to	his	lazy,	drunkard	father.	He	lives	his	life	within	the	cultural	confines	of	his	limited	world,	following	the	laws	that	govern	his	society,	accepting	the	religious	faith	of	his	surroundings,	acting	on	both,	even	when	those	actions	would	seem,	to	us	in	the	modern	west,	an	abomination.	While	he	may	succeed	and	fail	within	the	confines	of	his	society’s	laws,	what	he	is	unable	to	do	is	adapt	himself	to	the	world	when	it	goes	through	a	dramatic	transformation.	In	this	case,	his	home	town	is
revolutionized	when	white	missionaries	set	up	a	base	and	bring	along	with	them	the	firepower	of	western	weapons.	Unable	to	cope,	unable	to	channel	his	justifiable	rage	into	constructive	actions,	he	is	led	inexorably	to	his	doom.	Chinua	Achebe	-	from	the	Salon	article	noted	belowWhat	is	this	book	about?	It	is	a	simple	tale.	The	details	of	Okonkwo’s	experiences	accumulate	to	give	us	a	picture	of	his	times,	his	culture,	so	we	have	a	sense	of	what	is	at	stake	when	change	arrives.	Is	this	a	warning	to	us	of	our	own	inability	to	see	beyond	the	confines	of	our	culture?
How	will	we	cope	with	change	when	it	comes,	in	whatever	form?I	found	it	difficult	keeping	track	of	the	characters.	This	is	a	case	in	which	a	diagram	of	a	family	tree	would	probably	come	in	handy.	Yet,	ultimately,	this	is	not	so	important.	What	matters	is	that	we	get	a	sense	of	Okonkowo‘s	world.	And	the	impact	of	the	West	arriving	in	an	African	society.	This	book	is	considered	a	classic,	and	for	good	reason.=============================EXTRA	STUFFThere	is	a	wonderful	video	of	John	Green	talking	about	the	book.	Must-see.	In	fact	you	could
do	worse	than	skipping	the	above	review	entirely	and	checking	out	Green's	vid.	And	there	is	a	second	episode	of	his	vid	on	the	book	as	well.	Have	at	it.In	2013,	Salon	republished	a	wonderful	2010	essay,	Chinua	Achebe:	The	man	who	rediscovered	Africa,	on	news	of	his	passing.June	6,	2016The	act	of	writing	is	strangely	powerful,	almost	magical:	to	take	ideas	and	put	them	into	a	lasting,	physical	form	that	can	persist	outside	of	the	mind.	For	a	culture	without	a	written	tradition,	a	libraries	are	not	great	structures	of	stone	full	of	objects--instead,	stories	are
curated	within	flesh,	locked	up	in	a	cage	of	bone.	To	know	the	story,	you	must	go	to	the	storyteller.	In	order	for	that	story	to	persist	through	time,	it	must	be	retold	and	rememorized	by	successive	generations.A	book,	scroll,	or	tablet,	on	the	other	hand,	can	be	rediscovered	thousands	of	years	later,	after	all	those	who	were	familiar	with	the	story	are	long	dead--and	miraculously,	the	stories	within	it	can	be	delivered	to	modern	man	in	the	very	same	words	the	ancients	used.	If,	in	Qumran	cave,	we	had	found	the	dry	bones	of	the	scribe	who	copied	the	dead	sea
scrolls	instead	of	the	scrolls	themselves,	we	would	have	no	access	to	any	of	his	knowledge.Any	library	can	be	destroyed,	whether	the	tales	are	stored	in	the	mind	of	a	bard	or	on	the	skins	of	animals,	but	unwritten	history	is	much	more	fragile--after	all,	speech	is	nothing	more	than	wind,	which	cannot	be	dug	up	from	the	earth	a	century	later.	All	lands	have	their	own	histories,	but	sadly,	we	only	get	to	hear	a	scant	few	in	their	own	words.We	know	that	Africa	had	empires	as	complex	and	powerful	as	those	of	Europe--beyond	the	well-known	examples	of	Egypt	and
Carthage,	the	Romans	give	us	secondary	evidence	of	the	great	Central	African	empires	from	which	they	got	their	salt	and	gold,	alongside	many	subsequent	references--but	in	the	end,	these	amount	to	little	more	than	myths	and	legends.Carthage	itself	was	so	thoroughly	destroyed	that	Rome	basically	erased	their	true	history,	replacing	it	with	Roman	propaganda	and	rumor-mongering,	until	in	The	Aeneid,	Carthage	becomes	nothing	more	than	Rome’s	jealous,	jilted	lover--instead	of	what	she	truly	was:	the	template	of	naval	dominance	and	mercantile	power	that
Rome	copied	and	built	her	empire	upon.The	African	continent	is	just	as	full	of	ruins	and	archaeological	treasures	as	Europe	or	Asia,	but	due	to	rampant	social	and	economic	instability	caused	by	multinationals	squabbling	over	resources	and	profits	in	the	power	vacuum	left	in	the	wake	of	post-colonialism,	it’s	not	currently	safe	or	supportable	to	research	these	sites	and	rediscover	the	cultures	they	represent.	Hopefully	someday,	we	will	be	able	to	uncover	this	wealth	of	knowledge,	but	until	then,	we	can	only	imagine	all	that	we	have	missed:	the	great	loves	and
wars	of	Africa,	the	dark-skinned	Caesars	and	Helens,	the	Subotais	and	Musashis	of	the	savanna.But	not	all	is	lost	to	us.	We	still	have	pieces	of	the	puzzle:	the	fact	that	fractal	math,	on	which	we	base	our	computer	languages,	comes	from	North	African	divination	(which	is	why	Fibonacci	had	to	go	there	to	learn	it),	or	the	fact	that	most	of	the	Greek	and	Roman	texts	upon	which	the	Western	literary	tradition	is	based	were	passed	down	to	us	not	from	Christian	monks,	but	Islamic	scholars	(this	is	why	Averroes	appears	in	Raphael's	School	of	Athens	,	and	why	he
and	Avicenna	appear	alongside	Plato	and	Aristotle	in	the	works	of	Dante).	The	glory	of	Benin	City,	the	wealth	of	Mansa	Musa--all	these	await	the	student	of	African	histories.Plus,	there	are	still	storytellers	in	Africa--the	lineages	through	which	their	histories	have	passed	are	not	all	dead.	Though	the	words	were	not	written	down,	we	can	research	them,	all	the	same--looking	for	lost	‘texts’,	rare	tales,	and	compiling	them,	collecting	them,	and	finally	giving	voice	to	histories	that	have	been	too-long	obscured.	Knowing	all	of	this,	I	thirsted	for	depth	and	complexity
from	Achebe--to	get	a	view	into	one	of	the	innumerable	cultures	of	Africa.The	power	of	a	story	from	a	different	culture	is	in	defamiliarization.	Though	all	cultures	share	certain	universal	ideas:	love,	freedom,	revenge,	tyranny--the	way	they	are	expressed	in	each	particular	culture	can	be	eye	opening.	So,	they	are	capable	of	showing	us	familiar	things,	but	making	them	feel	new,	making	us	look	at	them	in	a	fresh	way.Yet,	that's	not	what	I	got	from	this	book--indeed,	everything	in	it	felt	immediately	recognizable	and	familiar,	not	merely	in	the	sense	of	'universal
human	experience',	but	in	almost	every	detail	of	expression	and	structure.	I	have	read	modern	stories	by	fellow	American	authors	which	were	stranger	and	produced	more	culture	shock,	more	defamiliarization	than	this--but	perhaps	that	was	Achebe's	intention.He	expressed	in	interviews	just	how	difficult	it	was	for	an	African	author	to	publish	a	novel	at	all--that	no	one	assumed	an	African	would	want	to	write	their	own	story,	and	the	manuscript	was	almost	lost	because	the	typing	agency	just	didn't	take	it	seriously.	Back	then,	the	very	notion	that	Africa	might
have	a	history	outside	of	Egypt	was	controversial--even	though	it	seems	simple	and	obvious	to	us	now	that	of	course	every	people	in	every	nation	has	their	own	history,	and	the	desire	for	their	unique	voices	to	be	heard.So,	perhaps	it	would	have	been	impossible	to	write	a	more	complex	book,	that	it	just	wouldn't	have	been	received--Achebe	was	among	the	first	generation	of	his	people	to	be	college	educated,	in	a	branch	of	a	London	University	opened	in	Nigeria	taught	by	White,	English	teachers.	More	than	that,	he	may	have	been	trying	to	show	that	his	own
culture	was	just	like	the	culture	of	his	teachers--to	stress	the	similarities	instead	of	the	differences.So	then,	it	makes	sense	that	Achebe	is	not	writing	a	primer	of	his	culture,	but	is	rather	reflecting	European	culture	back	at	itself,	from	the	mouth	of	an	Igbo	man	(a	brave	and	revolutionary	act!).	After	all,	he	was	the	consummate	Western	man	of	letters,	by	his	education,	and	everything	about	his	book's	form	reflects	that.	It	is	written,	not	oral,	it	is	in	English,	it	aligns	neatly	to	the	Greek	tragic	structure	and	the	form	of	the	novel--and	even	the	title	is	taken	from	one
of	the	most	famous	poems	in	the	English	language.Achebe	is	hardly	being	coy	with	his	inspirations	here--he	wants	us	to	know	that	he	is	adopting	Western	forms,	he	wants	us	to	recognize	them,	to	mark	them.	He	is	aware	that	this	is	a	post-colonial	work,	a	work	from	a	culture	that	has	already	been	colonized,	and	is	responding	to	that	colonization.	This	is	not	a	voice	from	the	past--the	discovery	of	Gilgamesh	buried	in	the	sands--it	is	a	modern	voice	speaking	from	the	center	of	the	storm.The	central	theme	is	the	onset	of	colonization,	the	conflict	between	the	tribe
and	the	European	forces	just	beginning	to	encroach	upon	them.	Like	his	most	notable	lecture,	this	book	is	a	deliberate	response	to	writers	like	Conrad,	Kipling,	and	Haggard.I'm	not	trying	to	suggest	that	it's	a	problem	that	Achebe	is	writing	in	the	Western	style,	or	that	he's	somehow	'too	Western'--because	it's	any	author's	prerogative	if	they	want	to	study	and	explore	Western	themes.	Indeed,	as	Said	observed,	it's	vital	that	writers	reach	across	these	boundaries,	that	we	don't	just	force	them	into	a	niche	where	'women	writers	write	the	female	experience'	and
'Asian	writers	write	the	Asian	experience'--because	that's	just	racial	determinism:	due	to	the	culture	you're	born	in,	you	can	only	every	write	one	thing	(unless	you're	a	White	man,	and	then	you	can	write	whatever	you	like).Indeed,	one	cannot	confront	colonialism	without	understanding	it,	adopting	its	forms,	and	turning	them	against	the	power	structure.	Achebe	himself	recognized	that	an	oppressed	individual	has	to	use	every	tool	to	his	advantage	to	fight	back--even	those	tools	brought	in	by	the	oppressors,	such	as	the	English	language,	which	Achebe	realized
would	allow	him	to	communicate	with	colonized	peoples	from	countries	around	the	world.	Authors	from	all	sorts	of	national	and	cultural	background	have	taken	on	the	Western	style	in	this	way,	and	proven	that	they	can	write	just	as	ably	as	any	Westerner.	Unfortunately,	that's	not	the	case	with	this	book.As	a	traditionally	Western	tale,	there	just	isn't	a	lot	to	it.	It	is	a	tale	of	personal	disintegration	representing	the	loss	of	culture,	and	of	purpose.	It	is	an	existential	mode	seen	in	Arthur	Miller,	Joseph	Heller,	and	J.D.	Salinger--but	by	trying	to	make	the	story	more
universal,	Achebe	has	watered	it	down	too	much,	so	that	it	lacks	depth,	sympathy,	and	possibility.	His	existentialism	is	remarkable	for	its	completeness.	There	is	no	character	who	is	wholly	sympathetic,	nor	wholly	vile.	There	is	no	culture	or	point	of	view	which	is	either	elevated	or	vilified.Achebe	is	extremely	fair,	presenting	the	flaws	of	all	men,	and	of	the	organizations	under	which	they	live,	be	they	Western	or	African	in	origin.	Like	Heller	or	Miller,	his	representation	of	mankind	is	almost	unfailingly	negative.	Small	moments	of	beauty,	joy,	or	innocence	are
always	mitigated.	They	exist	only	in	the	inflated	egos	of	the	characters,	or	the	moralizing	ideals	of	the	culture.Unlike	Miller,	he	does	not	give	us	the	chance	to	sympathize.	There	are	not	those	quiet	moments	of	introspection	that	make	Death	of	a	Salesman	so	personally	tragic.	Unlike	Heller,	Achebe	does	not	contrast	the	overwhelming	weight	of	loss	with	sardonic	and	wry	humor.	This	is	not	the	hyperbole	of	Belinda's	lock,	nor	the	mad	passion	of	Hamlet.Achebe's	characters	are	not	able	to	find	their	own	meaning	in	hopelessness--nor	do	they	even	struggle	to	find
it	and	fail,	they	cannot	even	laugh	at	themselves.	They	persist	only	through	naivete	and	escapism,	and	since	the	reader	sees	through	them,	we	see	that	this	world	has	only	despondence	and	delusion.The	constant	reminder	of	this	disappointment	makes	the	book	difficult	to	connect	with.	Since	all	the	hope	we	are	given	is	almost	immediately	false,	there	is	little	dynamic	possibility.	Everything	is	already	lost,	we	only	wait	on	the	characters	to	realize	it.It	is	difficult	to	court	the	reader's	sympathy	when	there	is	nothing	left	to	be	hopeful	for.	With	no	counterpoint	to
despondence--not	even	a	false	one--it	is	hard	to	create	narrative	depth,	to	reveal,	or	to	surprise.	Trying	to	write	a	climax	through	such	a	pervasive	depression	is	like	trying	to	raise	a	mountain	in	a	valley.No	matter	how	hard	they	try,	there	is	no	visible	path	to	success.	Nothing	is	certain,	and	the	odds	against	are	often	overwhelming.	Achebe	felt	this	doubly,	as	an	author	and	a	colonized	citizen.	He	succeeds	in	presenting	hopelessness,	sometimes	reaching	Sysiphean	Absurdism,	but	with	too	few	grains	to	weigh	in	the	scale	against	it,	his	tale	presents	only	a	part	of
the	human	experience.Though	we	may	know	that	others	suffer,	this	is	not	the	same	as	comprehending	their	suffering.	The	mother	who	says	'eat	your	peas,	kids	are	starving	in	Africa'	succeeds	more	through	misdirection	than	by	revealing	the	inequalities	of	politics	and	the	human	state.Achebe	presents	suffering	to	us,	but	it	is	not	sympathetic;	we	see	it,	but	are	not	invited	to	feel	it.	His	world	loses	depth	and	dimension,	becomes	scattered,	and	while	this	does	show	us	the	way	that	things	may	fall	apart,	particularly	all	things	human,	this	work	is	more	an	exercise
in	nihilism	than	a	representation	of	the	human	experience.So,	it	ends	up	being	one	of	those	books	that	it	more	notable	for	its	place	in	the	canon	than	its	quality.	It	was	certainly	a	brave	and	revolutionary	act	for	Achebe	to	write	it,	and	to	persist	with	it,	but	the	book	itself	is	less	impressive	than	the	gesture	that	produced	it.	For	me,	it	becomes	prototypical	of	a	whole	movement	of	books	by	people	of	non-Western	descent	who	get	praised	and	published	precisely	because	they	parrot	back	Western	values	at	us	and	avoid	confronting	us	with	actual	cultural
differences,	while	at	the	same	time	using	a	thin	patina	of	'foreignness'	to	feel	suitably	exotic,	so	that	the	average	Western	reader	can	feel	more	worldly	for	having	read	them.It's	flat	works	like	The	Kite	Runner	or	House	Made	of	Dawn	which	are	just	exotic	enough	to	titillate	without	actually	requiring	that	the	reader	learn	anything	about	the	culture	in	order	to	appreciate	it--because	of	course	every	guilt-ridden	Liberal	Westerner	wants	to	read	about	other	cultures,	but	as	Stewart	Lee	put	it:	"...	not	like	that,	Stew,	not	where	you	have	to	know	anything	..."In	the
most	extreme	cases	you	get	something	like	The	Education	of	Little	Tree	,	where	a	racist	KKK	member	pretends	to	be	a	Native	American	and	writes	a	book	so	saccharine,	so	apologetic	and	appeasing	of	White	guilt	that	it	can't	help	but	become	a	best-seller--because	it	turns	out	that	no	one	is	better	at	predicting	what	comforting	things	Middle	America	wants	to	hear	about	race	than	a	member	of	the	KKK.Of	course,	I'm	not	suggesting	that	Achebe	is	anywhere	near	that--just	that	it	makes	obvious	the	problem	with	judging	a	book	by	its	historical	place	rather	than
the	actual	words	on	the	page.	Indeed,	it's	downright	insulting	to	the	author	and	the	culture.	It's	the	same	response	people	would	have	to	hearing	that	a	dog	wrote	a	book:	'Wow!	I've	got	to	read	that!"--which	has	nothing	to	do	with	the	quality	of	the	book,	and	everything	to	do	with	the	fact	that	we	have	very	low	expectations	of	dogs.To	treat	a	person	the	same	way	because	they	are	from	another	culture	is	pure	condescension.	Just	because	someone	is	born	into	a	culture,	that	does	not	make	them	representative	of	that	culture--authenticity	is	not	an	in-born	trait,
which	is	the	problem	of	the	illusion	of	the	'pure	voice',	because	there	is	no	pure	cultural	voice,	and	to	imagine	there	is	is	to	reduce	that	culture	to	a	stereotype.A	woman	can	be	a	misogynist,	an	African	American	can	hate	his	own	people.	To	suggest	that	somehow,	a	person's	views	and	perspective	are	in-born	and	unchangeable	is	simply	racism--and	it	doesn't	matter	if	the	trait	you	are	assigning	to	that	race	is	positive	or	negative,	it's	still	a	limitation	you're	putting	on	that	person.Non-Westerners	are	just	as	capable	of	creating	great	works	of	art	as	Westerners--but
they	are	also	just	as	capable	of	writing	cliche	tripe.	Like	any	other	human	being,	they	run	the	gamut	from	brilliant	to	dull,	from	bigoted	to	open-minded,	from	staid	to	imaginative.	As	such,	there's	no	reason	to	grade	non-Western	authors	on	some	kind	of	sliding	scale,	to	expect	less	from	them,	or	to	be	any	less	disappointed	when	their	works	fall	short.	Of	course,	we	shouldn't	judge	their	work	by	Western	standards,	either--to	blame	a	Japanese	fairytale	for	not	being	Hamlet--unless	like	Achebe	they	are	writing	in	a	recognizable	Western	style	and	deliberately
drawing	that	comparison.While	there's	certainly	something	to	be	said	for	'getting	your	foot	in	the	door',	that	isn't	a	defense	of	the	book	itself--of	its	plot,	characters,	or	themes.	It's	also	too	much	to	place	Africa	on	Achebe's	shoulders--to	pretend	as	if	there	aren't	thousands	of	unique	cultures,	histories,	and	traditions	there--and	yet	that	is	what	we	do.	We	make	Achebe	into	a	point	of	entry	to	a	whole	continent,	which	is	a	massive	burden	to	place	on	anyone.	Much	better	to	look	at	the	book	itself--its	words	and	images--than	to	try	to	make	it	into	something	that	it	is
not.A	book	that	lasts	can't	just	be	its	place	and	time,	it	needs	to	have	a	deeper	vein	that	successive	generations	can	return	to	over	and	over,	and	I	didn't	find	that	here.	Indeed,	I	find	it	ironic	that	Achebe	has	so	attacked	Conrad,	because	like	Achebe’s	work,	Heart	of	Darkness	is	remarkable	because	it	does	take	a	stand	against	colonialism	and	racism.	It	is	admittedly	an	early	stand,	and	an	incomplete	presentation,	just	like	Achebe’s.	It	works	only	because	it	is	situated	in	that	certain	way,	transgressive	but	not	too	transgressive	to	alienate	its	audience--not	quite
able	to	escape	being	a	product	of	its	time,	but	still	managing	to	point	the	way	to	the	future.But	Conrad	is	not	merely	revolutionary	by	his	stance,	he	has	also	written	a	fascinating	and	fraught	book,	complex	and	many-layered,	which	succeeds	despite	its	shortfalls.	Things	Fall	Apart,	in	contrast,	is	a	book	that	only	works	because	of	its	positioning,	and	has	little	further	depth	to	recommend	it.	I	cannot	say	that	the	book	was	not	effective,	in	its	place	and	time--because	it	certainly	was--or	that	it	hasn't	been	inspirational,	but	in	the	end,	Achebe's	revolutionary	gesture
far	outshines	the	meager	story	beneath	it.africa	contemporary-fiction	novel	February	15,	2023LE	COSE	CAMBIANO,	CROLLANOÈ	impossibile	circoscrivere	il	ruolo	di	Achebe	nella	letteratura	africana.	È	come	cercare	di	definire	in	che	modo	Shakespeare	ha	influenzato	gli	scrittori	inglesi	o	Puškin	quelli	russi.Il	crollo,	o	anche	Le	cose	crollano,	(1958)	è	il	primo	romanzo	di	una	trilogia	che	include	Non	più	tranquilli	del	1960	e	il	celebre	La	freccia	di	dio	apparso	quattro	anni	dopo	(1964).	Questo	primo	ha	venduto	oltre	dieci	milioni	di	copie,	è	stato	tradotto	in	50
lingue,	ed	è	libro	di	testo	in	molte	scuole	del	continente	nero.Effetti	delle	locuste.	Tre	romanzi	fondamentali	per	raccontare	l’incontro	dell’uomo	bianco	con	l’uomo	nero:	più	nello	specifico,	quello	dei	bianchi	colonizzatori	inglesi	con	la	comunità	Igbo,	il	popolo	di	Achebe.	La	stessa	gente	che	abbiamo	visto	nelle	foto	e	i	reportage	sul	Biafra	(1966),	forse	le	prime	immagini	di	bambini	denutriti	con	gli	occhi	sbarrati	e	la	pancia	gonfia	giunte	in	Occidente.Qui,	il	fiero	Okonkwo	rifiuta	fino	alla	morte	di	scendere	a	patti	con	l’invasore,	l’uomo	bianco.	E	la	sua	storia	è
ambientata	all’inizio	del	secolo	in	cui	si	svolse	la	breve	epopea	del	Biafra,	e	quindi,	nel	primo	Novecento.La	conquista	della	terra,	che	sostanzialmente	consiste	nello	strapparla	a	quelli	che	hanno	la	pelle	diversa	dalla	nostra	o	il	naso	leggermente	più	schiacciato,	non	è	una	cosa	tanto	bella	da	vedere,	quando	la	si	guarda	troppo	da	vicino.Parole	di	Marlow	in	“Cuore	di	tenebra”	di	Joseph	Conrad.Achebe	non	mette	in	scena	il	“buon	selvaggio”	che	incontra	il	vile	invasore.	Il	suo	Okonkwo	è	un	vero	selvaggio,	governato	da	regole	e	leggi	lontanissime	da	quelle	dei
bianchi,	ma	anche	da	quelle	che	i	bianchi	possono	solo	concepire.	Eppure,	anche	i	bianchi	nel	passato	sono	stati	legati	al	ciclo	della	terra	e	delle	stagioni…Ma	Achebe	non	divide	il	suo	universo	in	buoni	neri	e	cattivi	bianchi:	Okonkwo	è	violento	con	le	sue	mogli,	ama	i	suoi	figli	ma	non	si	sottrae	al	sacrificio	rituale	del	figlio	adottivo	Ikemefuna,	è	impaziente,	giudica	l’indolenza	maschile	un	aspetto	di	personalità	femminile,	non	va	d’accordo	col	suo	clan,	è	un	guerriero	bellicoso,	vince	ogni	gara	di	lotta,	beve	il	vino	di	palma	dal	teschio	della	sua	prima	vittima…
l’uomo	nero	non	avrebbe	potuto	restare	così	primitivo	in	eterno…L’invasore	bianco	non	si	presenta	con	le	armi,	ma	ben	più	subdolamente	chiedendo	un	po’	di	terreno	per	costruire	la	sua	chiesa:	è	dalla	chiesa	dei	bianchi	che	parte	la	conquista	(colonizzazione).L'uomo	bianco	è	molto	astuto.	È	venuto	adagio	e	in	pace	con	la	sua	religione.	Noi	ridevamo	della	sua	follia	e	gli	abbiamo	permesso	di	restare.	Adesso	ha	conquistato	i	nostri	fratelli	e	il	nostro	clan	non	può	più	essere	quello	di	prima.	Ha	messo	un	coltello	tra	le	cose	che	ci	tenevano	uniti	e	noi	siamo	crollati
giù.Achebe	adotta	la	lingua	dell’invasore,	l’inglese:	ma	alla	sua	d’origine	lascia	ampio	spazio	introducendo	termini,	proverbi,	metafore,	tanto	da	necessitare	un	glossario	finale.La	colpa	dell’uomo	bianco	è	nota,	ma	mai	abbastanza	sottolineata	e	riconosciuta:	aver	deciso	che	la	sua	cultura	è	superiore	alle	altre.	Quella	dell’uomo	nero	è	di	essersi	piegato	a	una	nuova	religione	e	avere	accolto	nuove	regole	che	non	gli	appartenevano.	Di	essere	lasciato	dominare	dalle	locuste,	i	bianchi.	E	fors’anche,	d’essersi	fidato	troppo	della	sua	magia.Sulla	copertina	dell’edizione
più	recente.June	22,	2019How	to	attempt	a	balanced	review	of	Things	Fall	Apart:	1.	The	book	is	serious.	Themes	and	issues	dealt	in	the	book	are	far	more	serious	than	many	other	books	written	by	the	contemporary	authors	of	Achebe.	2.	The	colonial	abstract	takes	an	altogether	different	turn	as	Achebe	explores	that	colonisers	not	only	colonised	the	land	and	properties	but	also	the	minds	and	hearts	of	the	native	people.	3.	Racism	has	been	dealt	very	aptly	and	also	religious	hypocrisy	-	different	churches	for	the	people	who	have	converted.	4.	The	plot	might
seem	relaxed	and	lazy	(almost)	if	you	ignore	the	themes	and	issues.	However,	the	plot	is	more	than	enough	to	keep	the	'readers'	engaged.	DO	I	recommend	the	book	-	yes,	of	course!	April	1,	2024Okonkwo	achieved	success	at	an	early	age	..	18,	the	wrestling	champ	of	his	tribe	the	Ibo	in	colonial	Nigeria,	fame	did	not	bring	riches	the	hard	work	on	his	farm	accomplished	that	.	His	lazy	flute	playing	father	Unoka	embarrasses	him,	neglects	his	wives	and	children	(the	son	Okonkwo	determines	never	to	be	poor)	dying	with	a	vast	amount	of	debts	.	He	prospers	on	the
other	hand	and	becomes	an	important	man,	(	in	spite	of	his	many	obvious	deficits	and	failings)	but...	still	in	the	village	marries	three	women,	having	numerous	children,	however	times	are	changing	a	new	religion	arrives,	the	old	gods	and	customs	are	slowly	vanishing	like	a	poof	of	smoke	on	a	windy	day.	Still	many	resist,	trouble	brews	as	if	a	pot	of	hot	coffee,	led	by	Okonkwo...why	can't	things	stay	the	same?	The	fierce	warrior	has	killed	many	in	the	tribal	wars	,	they	have	to	be	respected	and	their	rivals	can	be	punished	severely,	the	pride	of	the	Ibo	must	and
will	be	maintained	.	A	quite	unfortunate	occurrence,	an	accident	causes	the	unbeaten	rambunctious	thoroughly	unafraid	former	brave	wrestling	yet	knowns	his	limitations,	the	fierce	not	anymore	champ	to	flee	his	native	village	exiled	for	seven	years	to	his	mother's	home,	the	disaster	humiliated	his	whole	family	,	he	has	to	begin	again	with	his	children	and	wives.	Years	pass	not	very	fast	yet	finally	back	goes	Okonkwo	,	nevertheless	the	clock	doesn't	stand	still,	the	atmosphere	flows	with	a	strange	current...	However	the	missionaries	build	a	church	on	an	evil
spot	in	the	village	where	the	spirits	of	the	cursed	thrive	,	an	infestation	is	known	to	the	frightened	people	even	so	the	Christians	aren't.	Converts	begin	to	flock	to	the	building	in	Umuofia	,	a	Mr.	Brown	the	head	missionary	a	white	man	a	gentle	soul	gets	many	new	members	even	Nwoye	,	Okonkwo's	troubled	son,	a	weak	person	with	little	ambition	this	shames	the	great	man.	If	only	he	thinks	his	favorite	child	the	dynamic,	always	faithful	and	beautiful	daughter,	clever	Ezinma	was	male	everything	would	be	different	nature	is	not	fair,	she	is	such	a	facsimile.	Strife
is	about	to	commence	and	death	as	inevitable	as	rain	follows,	but	what	will	the	British	soldiers	do	their	harsh	rule	is	well	known	and	the	survivors	will	learn	for	a	while	at	least.	The	most	popular	book	in	modern	Africa	selling	over	twenty	million	copies	and	I	see	the	reasons,	it	tells	the	story	of	the	continent's	warts	and	all,	the	good	the	bad,	the	history.	This	is	better	than	a	history	book	for	the	facts	are	dry	but	the	human	experiences	are	not,	blood	is	messy...October	29,	2014Y'know	when	you	read	a	novel	that	is	just	so	stark	and	bare	and	depraved	that	you	know
it's	going	to	stay	with	you	for	a	very	long	time?	Yep,	it's	happened	guys.	It's	happened.	This	novel	ruined	me.	Ugh	it's	so	great	and	so	horrible.	It's	what	Yeats	would	describe	as	a	"terrible	beauty".	Read	it,	let	it	wreck	you,	and	bathe	in	its	importance.	20th-century	read-in-2014June	28,	2014 ىلع 	 ظافحلل 	 لتاقيو 	 ،اههجو 	 يف 	 فقيف 	 ووكنوكوأ 	 قلقي 	 ام 	 وهو 	 ،روهظلا 	 يف 	 تلاوحتلا 	 أدبت 	 مث 	 ،اهتافارخو 	 اهتاداعو 	 اهنيد 	 ،رامعتسلاا 	 لبق 	 ام 	 ةيقيرفلأا 	 ةيرقلا 	 ملاع 	 يف 	 شيعن 	 ،هتيرق 	 يف 	 لجر 	 ىوقأ 	 راصو 	 رفصلا 	 نم 	 هسفن 	 ىنب 	 يذلا 	 يوقلا 	 لجرلا 	 ووكنوكوأ 	 عم 	 شيعن 	 ةياورلا 	 هذه 	 يف .	 ةيقيرفلأا 	 لودلا 	 نم 	 ريثك 	 يف 	 يسارد 	 جهنمك 	 تررق 	 امك 	 ،ةيقيرفلأا 	 تاياورلا 	 رهشأ 	 نم 	 تراص 	 ام 	 ناعرسو 	 ةيزيلجنلإا 	 ةغللاب 	 ،م 	1958	 ةنس 	 هذه 	 هتياور 	 يريجينلا 	 يئاورلا 	 يبيشتأ 	 اونيغ 	 رشن .	 انتفاقث 	 يف 	 كانهو 	 انه 	 ًاضاقنأ 	 ًافلخم 	 يهتنيو 	 ىعادتي 	 وه 	 اه 	 نكلو 	 ،لوزي 	لا	 مئاد 	 هنأ 	 اننظو 	 هيف 	 انشع 	 ،ام 	 ملاع 	 ءاهتناو 	 طوقسل 	 يقيقح 	 فصو 	 نم 	 هل 	 اي 	 ،ستييل 	 ةديصق 	 نم 	 هاقتسا 	 يذلاو (	 ىعادتت 	 ءايشلأا 	) مهلملا 	 اهناونع 	 وه 	 يبيشتأ 	 اونيغ 	 ةياور 	 يف 	 يننتف 	 ام 	 لوأ .	 اهنع 	 ةباتكلا 	 يف 	 ةبغرلا 	 دقفأ 	 نل 	 ،ريصملا 	 اذه 	 شيعت 	 نل 	 ووكنوكوأ 	 ةصق 	 نكلو 	 ،يتبتكم 	 يف 	 ئفادلا 	 اهناكم 	 ىلإ 	 اهتدعأو 	 كلذ 	 يف 	 ةبغرلا 	 تدقف 	 ىتح 	 ً،اضيأ 	 اهنع 	 ةباتكلا 	 تلجأ 	 ىرخأ 	 بتك 	 كانه !!	 ريصملا 	 اذه 	 يف 	 هدحول 	 سيل 	 وهو 	 ،لضفأ 	 هنع 	 بتكأ 	 نأ 	 يف 	 بغرأ 	 تنك 	 قمحلل 	 ايو 	 يننلأ 	 طقف 	 ً،لاجؤم 	 يقب 	 هتوقو 	 هلامج 	 مغر 	 هنكلو 	 ً،اريثك 	 تبتكو 	 ًاريثك 	 تأرق !!	 ناعذإب 	 يبتكم 	 ىلع 	 رظتني 	 وهو 	 رهشأ 	 ةعبس 	 ترم 	 دق 	 اهو 	 ،يضاملا 	 ربمفون 	 يف 	 هتءارق 	 نم 	 تيهتنا 	 ً،اريثك 	 باتكلا 	 اذه 	 نع 	 ةباتكلا 	 تلجأ !!	 سوردلا 	 نم 	 ملعتأ 	لا	 يننأ 	 ودبي 	 ىعادتت 	 ءايشلأا
0. ووكنوكوأ 	 اي 	 ىعادتي 	 ءيش 	 لك 	 ًلاعف 	 ،كامير 	 ايرام 	 كيرلإ (	 ةيبرغلا 	 ةهبجلا 	 ىلع 	 ئداه 	 ءيش 	 لك 	) ةياهنب 	 ينتركذ 	 يتلاو 	 تاياهنلا 	 لمجأ 	 نم 	 ةياورلا 	 ةياهن .	 تهتنا 	 دق 	 هترماغم 	 نوكت 	 ةيرامعتسلاا 	 ةموكحلا 	 نم 	 ًاثوعبم 	 ووكنوكوأ 	 لتقي 	 امدنعو 	 ،ةيحيسملل 	 نيقنتعملا 	 دايدزاب 	 نيدلا 	 ريغتيو 	 ،تاداعلا 	 ريغتت 	 نكلو 	 ،هفرع 	 امك 	 at	good	is	Achebe	if	Yet	you.	with	stay	and	engaging,	exciting,	are	that	book	this	in	episodes	few	a	are	there	and	vignettes,	for	talent	a	has	Achebe	strong.	very	are	which	book	this	in	moments	occasional	are	there	that	said	be	must	it	And	prose.	of	terms	in	least	read—at	to	painful	never	is	Apart	Fall	Things	result,	a	As	writer.	solid	a	is	Achebe	positives.	some	with	start	should	I	criticisms	my	before	But	book.	this	disliked	I	word,	a	2020In	26,	fiction-africaJune	7-reread	favorites-هملاع
vignettes,	he	is	a	weak	storyteller.	This	book	hardly	has	a	plot.	Things	happen,	then	more	things	happen,	and	then	it	ends.	It	is	a	series	of	episodes	whose	sum	is	less	than	the	individual	parts.	There	is	no	conflict,	goal,	or	struggle	that	unifies	this	string	of	events.	Now,	some	authors	do	this	intentionally,	and	plotless	novels	can	be	wonderful;	but	I	got	the	impression	that	this	was	the	result	of	a	lack	of	technique	or	vision,	rather	than	an	artistic	choice.	The	plot	is	haphazard.	Except	for	Okonkwo,	the	protagonist,	the	cast	is	ever-revolving.	Every	time	Achebe	wants
something	to	happen	in	the	story,	he	summons	a	character	to	appear	and	bring	it	about.	He	does	not	allow	any	tension	or	pressure	to	build,	but	things	happen	all	at	once	with	no	warning	and	with	short-lived	consequences.	The	result	is	not	compelling:	merely	a	deflationary	string	of	anticlimaxes.	The	ending	of	the	book	is	exemplary	in	this	respect.	No	buildup,	no	warning,	no	pathos,	just	an	out-of-the-blue	event	which	seems	contrived	as	a	way	to	end	the	book.	A	bit	of	well-placed	foreshadowing	could	have	substantially	improved	Things	Fall	Apart.	That	would
have	unified	the	story	and	allowed	Achebe	to	build	expectations.	Instead,	since	the	story	is	so	chaotic,	the	audience	has	no	expectations	at	all.	And	it	is	impossible	to	be	surprised	without	expectation.	Another	major	flaw	is	the	protagonist.	I	think	it	was	bad	judgment	on	Achebe’s	part	to	use	Okonkwo—an	example	of	toxic	masculinity	if	there	ever	was	one—as	the	story’s	hero.	There	is	nothing	likable	about	him.	He	is	not	a	tragic	hero,	because	a	tragic	hero	has	a	fatal	flaw,	whereas	Okonkwo	is	flawed	all	the	way	down.	You	can	hardly	empathize	with	the	guy,
since	he	himself	seems	devoid	of	empathy.As	with	many	flawed	books,	then,	what	saves	this	one	is	its	brevity.	Even	so,	apart	from	whatever	aesthetic	merits	or	demerits	one	can	find—largely	a	matter	of	taste	and	judgment—I	think	that	the	message	of	the	book	was	extremely	muddled.	At	the	very	least,	the	moral	seems	rather	different	than	how	it	is	normally	portrayed.	Specifically,	if	Achebe	was	trying	to	show	the	evils	of	colonialism,	I	think	that	he	did	an	awful	job.	Again,	the	protagonist,	Okonkwo,	is	a	dreadful,	disturbed,	and	depressed	human	being.
Because	we	partially	experience	the	Ibo	culture	through	his	eyes,	the	result	is	a	dreadful,	disturbed,	and	depressing	picture	of	the	culture.	What	“things”	are	supposed	to	be	falling	apart?	The	general	impression	one	gets	of	the	pre-colonial	villages	is	of	an	unpredictable	chaos;	when	the	colonialists	arrive	there	is	just	chaos	of	a	different	sort.More	then	that,	Achebe	seems	to	be	fascinated	by	the	violent	side	of	the	Ibo,	and	spends	the	large	majority	of	the	first	half	bringing	this	home	to	the	reader.	In	particular,	there	is	an	event	near	the	beginning	which	seems
deliberately	aimed	at	making	the	reader	disgusted	at	Okonkwo	and	the	people	of	his	village.	The	episode	plays	no	other	role	in	the	plot.	Meanwhile,	both	of	the	white	missionaries	are	depicted	as	courageous,	selfless,	and	heroic.	The	villagers,	by	contrast,	are	depicted	as	violent,	incompetent,	and	confused.	And	since	Okonkwo	is	against	the	Christians,	I	was	inclined	to	root	for	them,	as	I	wanted	nothing	more	than	for	him	to	lose.	As	an	anti-colonial	work,	then,	I	found	this	book	to	be	ludicrously	ineffective.	To	sum	up,	this	book	is	a	quick	and	relatively	painless
read.	There	are	some	undeveloped	germs	of	good	ideas.	But	on	the	whole,	it	is	poorly	executed	and	poorly	conceived.africana	colonial	novels-novellas-short-storiesMay	15,	2019I	'finally'	read	this	book	-	the	50th	Anniversary	Edition-	THANK	YOU	for	the	book	Loretta!!!	I'm	sorry	it	took	me	so	long	to	read	it!!!!Interesting	timing	for	me,	too,	having	just	read	"NW"	by	Zadie	Smith,	Chimamanda	Ngozi	Adichie-	and	a	couple	of	James	Baldwin	books	recently---plus,	yesterday	was	Martin	Luther	King's	day.	African	identity,	nationalism,	decolonization,	racism,	sexism,
competing	cultural	systems,	languages	-and	dialogue,	social	political	issues	have	been	in	my	space!!	I	didn't	know	what	to	expect...."may	be	Africa's	best-loved	novel...For	so	many	readers	around	the	world,	it	is	Chinua	Achebe	who	opened	up	the	magic	casements	of	African	fiction"	----by	Kwame	Anthony	Appiah.	After	I	read	this	book	--	joining	thousands	and	thousands	of	others	around	the	world	feeling	disturbed	&	conflicted	when	I	read	lines	like	this:	"I	will	not	have	a	son	who	cannot	hold	up	his	head	in	the	gathering	of	the	clan.	I	would	sooner	strangle	him
with	my	own	hands.	And	if	you	stand	staring	at	me	like	that,	he	swore,	Amadiora	will	break	your	head	for	you".	......	I	wanted	to	'also'	read	more	about	Kwame	Anthony	Appiah....	Who	taught	philosophy	and	African	American	studies	at	Yale	and	Harvard.	He	helped	give	me	a	broader	understanding	of	this	book.	He	studied	ethics	around	the	world.	Things	he	had	to	say	about	"kindness	to	strangers",	made	sense	to	me.	It	is	not	for	'us'	to	save	the	poor	and	starving,	but	up	to	their	own	governments.	Nation-states	must	assume	responsibility	for	their	citizens.	In
"Things	Fall	Apart",	western	culture	is	portrayed	as	arrogant	and	ethnocentric.	Their	culture	was	vulnerable	to	the	western	civilization.	With	so	much	sadness	and	tragedy	in	his	culture,	growing	up	as	he	did	in	..	China	Achebe	(	who	wrote	in	English),	was	amazing!!!!!	He	continues	to	have	influence	on	other	African	novelists	today.....	inspiring	writers	around	the	world.	Readers	too!Never	too	late	to	read	"Things	Fall	Apart"July	18,	20204,5/5Buf,	me	ha	encantado	este	libro.Ha	sido	una	auténtica	sorpresa	porque	no	esperaba	que	fuera	a	gustarme	tanto,	pero
¡Que	bien	escribe	Achebe!	Esta	es	la	historia	de	Okonkwo	y	cómo	su	sociedad	se	desmorona	tras	la	colonización	del	hombre	blanco.	Okonkwo	es	un	personaje	realmente	odioso	en	muchos	aspectos,	representa	la	parte	más	extrema	de	su	sociedad,	el	guerrero	perfecto	que	cumple	todas	las	normas	a	rajatabla	y	desprecia	todo	lo	que	no	encaja	con	su	estandar	de	lo	que	debe	ser	un	hombre.	Cómo	el	autor	logra	que	termines	empatizando	con	Okonkwo	y	sintiendo	verdadera	pena	y	lástima	por	todo	lo	que	ocurre...	es	impresionante.Es	una	descripción	terrible	de	lo
que	es	la	caída	de	una	civilización.	El	libro	está	plagado	de	costumbres,	refranes,	leyes,	detalles	de	una	sociedad	que	en	pocos	años	cambió	drásticamente	y	fue	desterrada.Un	libro	que	ha	ido	creciendo	en	mi	según	iba	avanzando	la	lectura	y	que	me	ha	impresionado	mucho	más	de	lo	que	esperaba.	Sin	duda	seguiré	con	la	Trilogía	Africana	de	Achebe.January	19,	2020El	relato	tiene	un	claro	carácter	documental.	Un	narrador	aséptico,	aunque	con	licencia	para	poetizar,	nos	detalla	la	vida	tribal	en	el	África	occidental	de	finales	del	siglo	XIX	utilizando	como
elemento	“novelizador”	la	vida	de	Okonkwo,	gran	guerrero	y	hombre	prominente	de	la	tribu	que	asiste	al	desmoronamiento	de	su	vida	en	el	contexto	del	total	y	brutal	desmoronamiento	del	mundo	en	el	que	vive.	Lo	primero	y	lo	que	más	llama	la	atención	es	la	forma	cruda	en	la	que	la	novela	rompe	con	esa	visión	un	tanto	paternalista	del	buen	salvaje	viviendo	en	el	paraíso,	todo	concordia	y	felicidad.	La	sociedad	que	describe	Achebe	no	tiene	nada	de	salvaje	y	sí	muchas	razones	para	su	reprobación.	Fuertemente	jeraraquizada,	la	sociedad	estaba	sujeta	a
estrictos	ritos	y	tradiciones	basados	en	un	sinfín	de	supersticiones	y	costumbres	ancestrales	que	muchas	veces	eran	de	dudosa	eficacia	y	con	frecuencia	claramente	censurables.	Hasta	el	más	respetuoso	con	la	diferenciación	cultural	no	puede	sino	llevarse	las	manos	a	la	cabeza	ante	costumbres	como	la	de	sacrificar	a	los	nacimientos	gemelares	o	que	ciertos	delitos	sean	compensados	con	la	entrega	de	familiares,	generalmente	jóvenes,	al	miembro	damnificado	de	la	tribu,	y	que	a	veces	acababan	siendo	sacrificados	en	beneficio	de	la	comunidad	de	acogida,	o	el
estado	de	esclavitud	en	el	que	vivían	las	mujeres	o	el	trascendental	papel	que	jugaban	sacerdotes,	sacerdotisas,	hechiceros	o	adivinadores	en	la	observancia	de	las	estrictas	normas	de	cumplimiento	establecidas	casi	para	cada	acto	por	cotidiano	que	este	sea.	Tampoco	reinaba	la	fraternidad	en	las	relaciones	intertribales,	no	siendo	raras	las	guerras	en	las	que	los	mejores	guerreros	se	vanagloriaban	de	las	cabezas	cortadas	que	llevaban	a	sus	casas	como	trofeos	y	que	llegaban	a	ser	utilizadas	como	recipientes	para	sus	bebidas.	Y	aun	así,	las	tribus	llevaban	siglos
manteniendo	una	armonía	social	solo	alterada	por	algunos	pocos	individuos	incapaces	de	atenerse	a	las	normas	o	de	prosperar	en	ellas.	Estos	miembros	marginales	fueron	los	débiles	eslabones	de	la	cadena	que	misioneros	y	colonizadores	rompieron	mediante	su	evangelización	iniciando	así	el	desmoronamiento	social	de	sus	tribus.	Aunque	no	pueda	decir	que	la	novela	me	haya	seducido	literariamente	hablando,	es	indudable	que	es	una	narración	muy	interesante	por	su	contenido.	Más	allá	de	todo	lo	dicho	sobre	el	choque	cultural	quiero	terminar	haciendo
mención	de	esos	pequeños	y	espléndidos	cuentos	que	el	autor	va	intercalando	en	la	historia	a	modo	de	fábulas	morales	que	eran	transmitidos	oralmente	de	padres	a	hijos.March	14,	2019 ةعفادلا 	 ةوقلاو 	لا	 فيكو 	 اهتقرخو 	 اهتللح 	 كنلأ 	 ابناج 	 اهيقلتف 	 ؛لكاشملا 	 ىولت 	 لكاشملا 	 ىقلت 	 هوحن 	 مهسلاك 	 قلطتنتف 	 ،كليلو 	 كموي 	 يف 	 ،هدعبو 	 مونلا 	 لبق 	 ؛نامزو 	 ناكم 	 لك 	 يف 	 هرضحتستف 	 ،كسأر 	 يف 	 هتعضو 	 يذلا 	 فدهلا 	 كلذ 	 اهنإ .	 ادبأ 	 كفرعي 	 مل 	 هنأكو 	 لعفت 	 مل 	 كنأك 	 ،كنع 	 هسأر 	 اريدم 	 ةطاسبب 	 اذكه 	 بهذي 	 ةياهنلا 	 يفو 	..	 لاملآاو 	 يناملأا 	 لكب 	 رطاختو 	 ،بعصلا 	 عراصتو 	 ،ليحتسملا 	 هلجأ 	 نم 	 لعفت 	 يذلا 	 صخشلا 	 كلذ 	 اهنإ .	 ةقحلاتم 	 لاوط 	 تاعاسو 	 ،ةلئازلا 	 كتاظحل 	 نمثأو 	 ،ينافلا 	 كرمع 	 نينس 	 اهيلع 	 فرصت 	 يتلا 	 ءايشلأا 	 كلت 	..	 ةيعادتملا 	 اهئايشأو 	 ةياورلا 	 نع 	 ثدحتنو 	 اهناجشأو 	 ةراقلا 	 ثيدح 	 كرتنل 	 نكلو . ةبيجعلا 	 ةراقلا 	 هذه 	 يف 	 دروم 	 لكل 	 صاملا 	 ،بصاغلا 	 ،بهانلا 	 ،شحوتملا 	 ،ملاظلا 	 رامعتسلإا 	 نم 	 نورق 	 اهيلت 	 نم 	 نورق 	 هببس 	 لب 	 اذكه 	 يتأي 	 مل 	 رقفلا 	 نأو 	 ،ةفعو 	 لامج 	 داوسلا 	 نإ 	 نوملعي 	لا	 مهو 	 ةريقفلا 	 ءارمسلا 	 نولوقيف .	 رقفلا :	 وه 	 لاحو 	 ،ءارمسلا :	 يه 	 ةفصب 	 اقصتلم 	 لاإ 	 ةراقلا 	 مسإ 	 نوركذي 	لا	 نيذلا 	 ىرخلأا 	 تاراقلا 	 ءانبا 	 نم 	 فلتخملا 	 ريغلا 	 تارظنو .	 انتافازنتسا 	 انيسنو 	 بدجلاب 	 ،انريثأت 	 انيسنو 	 ضرملاب 	 ،انرود 	 انيسنو 	 رقفلاب 	 اهانريع 	 ،راع 	 سيل 	 وه 	 امب 	 اهانريعو 	 ليمجلا 	 انركن 	 اننكلو 	 ،لجو 	 زع 	 قلاخلا 	 اهيف 	 اهعدوا 	 تاريخب 	 انتطاحاو 	 ةراقلا 	 هذه 	 انتنضتحا 	 نيذلا 	 نيذلا 	 ءانبلأا 	 ،نيّقاعلا 	 اهئانبأ 	 نحن 	 ءاوس 	 ؛اهل 	 ةيرصنعلا 	 تارظنلا 	 نم 	 تناع 	 املاط 	 يـّتلا 	 ايقيرفإ .	 قيرعلا 	 خيراتلا 	 تاذ 	 ةبوهنملا 	 ةمولظملا 	 ضرلأا 	 ايقيرفإ 	 اهّنإ .. ةرحاسلا 	 ايقيرفإ 	 يف 	 كب 	 لاهأ 	..	 معن . كب 	 اًبحرمو 	 لاهسو 	 لاهأف 	..	 تلصو 	 دق 	 كّنأب 	 كربخأ 	 ينعدف 	..	 ةديرفلا 	 اهتعيبط 	 فلاتخاب 	 فلتختو 	 تافاقثلا 	 اهيف 	 عّونتت 	 ،ةرحاس 	 ةراق 	 يف 	 ةرحاس 	 ةلحر 	 نع 	 ثحبت 	 تنك 	 اذإ 	 امّأ . انه 	 كتقو 	 عيضت 	لا	 ءاجر 	 نأب 	 كربخأ 	 ينعدف 	..	 ةميظعلا 	 تاسابتقلإاب 	 ةئيلم 	 ،اهللحتو 	 ةيرشبلا 	 سفّنلا 	 يف 	 صوغت 	 ،حورلا 	 ةيكسفيوتسود 	 ةياور 	 نع 	 ثحبت 	 تنك 	 اذإ . هنم 	 لئاط 	لا	 انه 	 كثحب 	 نّأب 	 كربخأ 	 ينعدف 	..	 راكتبلإا 	 اهنولو 	 لايخلا 	 اهتفص 	 ،ةبيرغ 	 ملاوع 	 ىلإ 	 كذخأت 	 ،ةيلايخ 	 ةياور 	 نع 	 ثحبت 	 تنك 	 اذإ . بسانملا 	 ناكملا 	 يف 	 تسل 	 كّنأب 	 كربخأ 	 ينعدف 	..	 تاحفصلا 	 رورمب 	 سامحلاو 	 قيوشتلا 	 قسن 	 اهيف 	 دعاصتي 	 ،ةراثلإاب 	 ةرماع 	 ،ثادحلأاب 	 ةئيلم 	 ةياور 	 نع 	 ثحبت 	 تنك 	 اذإ

همجعو 	 هبرعب 	..	 هبرغ 	 ىلإ 	 هقرش 	 نمو 	 ،هبونج 	 ىلإ 	 هلامش 	 نم 	 يقيرفلإا 	 بدلأا 	 ملاوعو 	 قافآ 	 يه 	 ،ةينغ 	 ملاوعو 	 قافآ 	 يل 	 تحتف 	 ةياورلا 	 هذه 	 انهو 	..	 افلتخم 	 اقيرط 	 وأ 	 اديدج 	 لاصف 	 ،اديدج 	 ةايح 	 حتفت 	 ةدحاو 	 ةملك 	 انايحأ .	 ةقباسلا 	 يتاءارق 	 يف 	 اناكم 	 هسفنل 	 زجحي 	 ملف 	 ةيرصنعلا 	 ةرظنلا 	 ىودعب 	 رثأت 	 فسلأل 	 يذلا 	..	 يقيرفلإا 	 بدلأا 	 عم 	 يتقلاع 	 طبض 	 ديعأو 	 لايلق 	 يسفن 	 عجارأ 	 ينتلعج 	 ةياورلا 	 هذه !!	 ىعادتت 	 امدنع 	 ءايشلأا 	 بعصأ 	 ام 	 هآ 	..	 ءيش 	 يأ 	 هلجأ 	 نم 	 لعفُي 	 نأ 	 قحتسي 	 ءيش 	 يأ 	 كانه 	 دعي 	 ملو 	 ءيش 	 لك 	 مطحت .	 اهرهوجو 	 اهتركفو 	 هذه 	 انتياور 	 ناونع 	 وه 	 ىعادتتو 	 ءيش 	 لك 	 مطحت .	 ملاعلا 	 كلم 	 يهانلا 	 رملآا 	 ديسلا 	 ةروطسأ 	 هسفنل 	 اعناص 	 ،نورق 	 دعب 	 انورق 	 مهدبعتساو 	 مهسفنأ 	 رشبلا 	 ذخأ 	 لب 	 دراوملا 	 عايضو 	 تاعمتجملا 	 ككفت 	 دعب 	 فقوتي 	 ملو 	 لصاوو .	 اهنم 	 هسفن 	 ءانبو 	 اهللاغتساو 	 اهبهنب 	 ماقف 	 ؛اريثك 	 اريزغ 	 قفدتتو 	 اهنم 	 دراوملا 	 ليستل 	 اهرقبف 	 اهنطب 	 يف 	 هسأف 	 عضوو 	 ،اهقزمو 	 اهعطقف 	 اهتاعمتمجم 	 رصاواو 	 فارطأ 	 ىلع 	 ةداحلا 	 هنيكس 	 عضيل 	 ،ءارمسلا 	 ةراقلا 	 ىلإ 	 ضيبلأا 	 لجرلا 	 ءيجمب 	 ىعادتتو 	 مطحت 	 معن 	..	 ىعادتتو 	 ءيش 	 لك 	 مطحت 	 مث .	 دوجوو 	 ىنعم 	 كسفنل 	 عضتل 	 اهتسبل 	 يتلا 	 اهتاداعب 	 ايضارو 	 ،اهنيناوقو 	 اهطورش 	 ايعارم 	 هب 	 مايقلا 	 كيلع 	 بجي 	 امب 	 موقت 	 اهيف 	 ارئاس 	 كتفْلأو 	 ،كتفِلأو 	 اهتفلأ 	 يتلا 	 ةايحلا 	 كلت 	 اهنإ .	 ءاوخ 	 هدعب 	 ام 	 ءاوخ 	 كلذ 	 دعب 	 كتايح 	 حبصتف 	 فدهلا 	 كلذ 	 ىعادتي 	 ةأجفو 	 ،ةرابج 	 ةميظع 	 انه
tradition	and	fighting	to	be	different	to	his	father.	He	is	strong	and	proud	and	unable	to	show	his	feelings.	His	courage	and	rashness	get	him	into	trouble	with	his	community	and	traditions.	The	book	also	charts	the	coming	of	Christian	missionaries	to	the	area	and	the	effects	they	had;	especially	in	attrating	those	who	were	outcast	and	of	low	status.	Okonwko's	fate	is	tragic	and	is	representative	of	the	destruction	of	his	culture.I	have	been	puzzled	to	read	some	of	the	negative	reviews	that	just	don't	seem	to	get	it;	saying	it	is	too	alien(??),	too	simple,	badly	written
and	so	on.	Part	of	Achebe's	genius	is	that	he	tells	the	tale	like	all	good	writers;	he	explains	when	he	has	too	and	creates	nuanced	characters.	The	white	missionaries	are	not	unthinking	or	one-dimensional;	just	convinced	they	are	right.	Okonwko	is	also	nuanced;	unable	to	show	the	feelings	he	clearly	has	(especially	to	his	daughter)	and	so	eager	to	be	strong	and	to	lead	that	he	is	unable	to	be	compassionate	like	his	peers.	Achebe	does	not	judge;	he	charts	the	decline	of	a	culture.	He	is	not	saying	one	side	is	entirely	good	or	bad	and	there	are	elements	to	shock
(the	treatment	of	twins)	and	areas	of	great	strength.	The	brilliance	is	in	the	capturing	of	a	period	of	change	and	cataclysm	in	the	Ibo	culture;	but	it	is	also	a	simple	father/son	relationship	story.	Achebe	powerfully	shows	that	like	many	of	the	greatest	authors,	he	has	the	ability	to	put	complex	ideas	across	simply.December	31,	20184	Stars	from	what	I	remembered	from	reading	this	in	high	school3	Stars	from	rereading	it	nowThis	book	is	a	classic	that	is	on	a	lot	of	required	reading	lists.	I	can	understand	that	as	it	gives	a	fictional	glimpse	into	the	Westernization	of
Africa.	A	topic	like	this	is	very	heavy,	controversial,	and	important	–	because	of	this,	a	tale	in	this	genre	is	going	to	have	a	big	impact	and	will	easily	make	its	way	to	must	read	status.When	I	read	it	in	high	school,	I	think	I	enjoyed	it	more	than	now	because	the	style	of	writing	and	subject	matter	were	different	than	the	typical	high	school	reading.	Also,	back	then	I	was	much	more	interested	in	politics	–	in	our	current	world,	while	I	know	stories	like	this	are	important,	I	tend	to	immediately	shy	away	from	being	deeply	interested	in	politically	controversial	stories.
That	doesn’t	lessen	the	quality	of	writing	or	the	message!When	I	read	it	this	time,	it	felt	very	clinical	and	not	very	riveting.	I	know	that	some	of	the	story	was	to	lay	the	background	of	the	people	and	how	they	lived,	but	it	had	trouble	holding	my	interest.	The	book	is	only	about	200	pages	but	it	felt	like	it	took	forever	to	read.	A	couple	of	times	I	got	done	with	a	chapter	feeling	like	I	must	have	put	a	huge	dent	in	it	for	the	day,	but	when	I	went	to	update	my	status,	I	had	only	read	10	pages!Interesting	side	note:	I	remember	the	project	I	had	to	do	for	this	book	in	high
school	was	to	write	my	own	Clif	Notes	for	the	book.	It	was	and	enjoyable	project,	but	I	don’t	think	I	did	very	good!2017	classic	completist-book-club	May	10,	20121959.	Love	it	or	hate	it,	Achebe's	tale	of	a	flawed	tribal	patriarch	is	a	powerful	and	important	contribution	to	twentieth	century	literature.Think	back	to	1959.	Liberation	from	colonial	masters	had	not	yet	swept	the	African	continent	when	this	book	appeared,	but	the	pressures	were	building.	The	US	civil	rights	movement	had	not	yet	erupted,	but	the	forces	were	in	motion.	Communism	and	capitalism
were	fighting	a	pitched	battle	for	control	of	hearts	and	minds,	for	bodies	and	land,	around	the	world.	Africans	would	suffer	under	the	proxy	wars	waged	there	to	keep	the	Cold	War	cold.Achebe	tells	the	tale	of	Okonkwo,	a	young	man	of	some	fame	throughout	the	nine	villages	and	beyond,	for	his	wrestling	prowess.	He	is	a	product	of	his	land,	his	culture,	his	religion,	and	his	people.	He	represents	a	way	of	life	which	admires	and	rewards	strength,	loyalty,	hard	work,	a	strong	hand,	and	strict	adherence	to	a	social	code.He	builds	his	life,	takes	wives,	works	his
land,	produces	boys	and	girls	to	honor	and	carry	on	his	legacy.	When	duty	to	the	tribe	makes	demands,	he	must	respond	even	if	that	response	requires	great	personal	sacrifice.You	can't	read	this	book	through	the	prism	of	your	own	experience.	Part	of	the	mystery	of	fiction	from	cultures	far	afield	from	your	own	is	the	chance	it	affords	to	consider	how	men	and	women	of	a	certain	time	and	place	grappled	with	the	very	human	issue	of	living	within	an	exotic	social	group.Consider	your	own	social	group,	and	imagine	how	you	would	explain	your	daily	and
exceptional	actions	to	someone	from	another	religion,	from	another	country,	from	another	language	group,	from	another	generation,	from	another	century.	Where	would	you	start?	Perhaps	by	considering	how	you	spend	a	normal	day,	then	how	you	arrived	at	the	great	choices	that	formed	your	life.	That's	a	helluva	task	to	set	yourself.	In	my	humble	opinion,	that	was	the	task	Achebe	set	for	himself	in	writing	this	book.February	17,	2023The	white	man	is	very	clever.	He	came	quietly	and	peaceably	with	his	religion.	We	were	amused	at	his	foolishness	and	allowed
him	to	stay.	Now	he	has	won	our	brothers,	and	our	clan	can	no	longer	act	like	one.	He	has	put	a	knife	on	the	things	that	held	us	together	and	we	have	fallen	apart.…The	world	has	no	end,	and	what	is	good	among	one	people	is	an	abomination	with	others.…If	you	don't	like	my	story,	write	your	own.Things	Fall	Apart,	published	in	1958,	has	the	reputation	of	being	the	first	great	African	novel.	Set	in	the	late	1800s,	the	story	revolves	around	Okonkwo,	a	prominent	farmer	and	community	leader	who	has	worked	hard	since	he	was	forced	to	fend	for	himself	at	an
early	age	after	his	deadbeat	father	died	young.	But	Okonkwo	worries	that	the	next	generation	does	not	respect	tradition.	Worse,	British	Missionaries	have	arrived,	threatening	to	destroy	village	life	as	they	know	it.There	are	some	timeless	themes	explored	in	this	novel.	And	the	writing	is	technically	strong,	subtle	and	full	of	symbolism	(yams,	anyone?).	That	said,	Things	Fall	Apart	is	a	tough	read	in	2019.	First,	at	least	half	the	book	is	a	rather	detailed	account	of	daily	village	life	that,	candidly,	did	not	interest	me	very	much	(so	many	yams).	In	this	respect,	it
reminded	me	of	the	exhaustive	sections	on	island	life	in	Robinson	Crusoe.	Far	more	importantly,	the	book	suffers	because	Okonkwo	is	a	rather	reprehensible	character.	Because	of	his	fear	of	being	weak	like	his	father,	he	cultivates	a	fiery	temper.	He	regularly	beats	his	wives;	his	family	is	afraid	of	him.	He	can	think	of	no	greater	insult	for	a	man	than	to	call	him	a	woman.Things	Fall	Apart	is	not	the	type	of	novel	I	typical	read,	as	I	generally	opt	for	a	bit	lighter	fare.	I	read	it	because	I'm	working	my	way	through	the	Pop	Chart	100	Essential	Novels,	which	is	the
point:	to	force	myself	to	read	classics	outside	of	my	wheelhouse.	I	respect	its	status	as	a	groundbreaking	classic,	but	this	book	just	did	not	work	for	me.	I	understand	it’s	the	first	of	a	trilogy,	but	I	don’t	plan	to	read	the	rest	of	the	series.2019	from-library	pc-100-essential-readFebruary	9,	2017Achebe's	classic	is	a	quick	and	interesting	read	albeit	with	a	depressingly	realistic	end.	My	curiosity	will	most	likely	lead	me	to	more	of	his	work	and	I	enjoyed	the	narrative	style.	The	ambiguities	of	cultural	clash	with	an	obvious	misbalance	of	power	and	the	two	different
kinda	of	brutality	in	the	conflict	were	thought-provoking	and	painful	to	read	because	they	were	surely	even	worse	in	real	life.african-lit	fiction	nigerian-20th-c	June	17,	2021Oh	boy,	where	do	I	start?	I	read	Things	Fall	Apart	(the	entire	African	Trilogy	acutally)	this	year	for	Black	History	Month.	So	quite	a	bit	of	time	has	passed	already	and	I	am	unhappy	to	report	that	the	story	hasn’t	really	left	a	lasting	impression	on	me.	I	have	forgotten	many	plot	points	and	had	to	consult	many	secondary	sources	in	order	to	write	this	review.	I	definitely	want	to	reread	Things
Fall	Apart	when	I	am	older,	I	think	it’s	one	of	those	books	that,	to	put	it	into	Calvino’s	words,	“has	never	exhausted	what	it	has	to	say”;	it	is	definitely	a	most	important	document	in	the	history	of	African	literature,	and	I	think	I’ll	appreciate	it	even	more	later	in	life.Before	Things	Fall	Apart	was	released,	most	of	the	novels	about	Africa	had	been	written	by	European	authors,	portraying	Africans	as	savages	who	were	in	need	of	Western	enlightenment.	Achebe,	who	had	studied	English	literature	at	university,	quickly	realised	that	there	was	a	“gap	in	his	bookshelf”
where	African	literature	should	have	been.	Thus	far,	novels	of	the	caliber	of	Joseph	Conrad’s	Heart	of	Darkness	were	the	custom	when	it	came	to	descriptions	of	Africa	in	literature	…	and	we	all	know	what	Achebe	thought	of	Conrad	and	his	notion	of	Africans	as	“rudimentary	souls.”	So,	I	think	we	can	all	agree	with	Achebe,	that	he	and	all	the	other	African	writers	of	the	time	were	incredibly	brave	and	needed	to	finally	fill	that	gap.	Things	Fall	Apart	was	written	in	1958	as	the	colonial	system	was	falling	apart	in	Africa.	Its	story	chronicles	pre-colonial	life	in	the
south-eastern	part	of	Nigeria	and	the	arrival	of	the	Europeans	during	the	late	nineteenth	century.	It	is	seen	as	the	archetypal	modern	African	novel	in	English,	one	of	the	first	to	receive	global	critical	acclaim.	It	is	a	staple	book	in	schools	throughout	Africa	and	is	widely	read	and	studied	in	English-speaking	countries	around	the	world.	The	novel	follows	the	life	of	Okonkwo,	an	Igbo	man	and	local	wrestling	champion	in	the	fictional	Nigerian	clan	of	Umuofia.	The	work	is	split	into	three	parts,	with	the	first	describing	his	family,	personal	history,	and	the	customs
and	society	of	the	Igbo,	and	the	second	and	third	sections	introducing	the	influence	of	British	colonialism	and	Christian	missionaries	on	the	Igbo	community.	“Does	the	white	man	understand	our	custom	about	land?”	“How	can	he	when	he	does	not	even	speak	our	tongue?	But	he	says	that	our	customs	are	bad;	and	our	own	brothers	who	have	taken	up	his	religion	also	say	that	our	customs	are	bad.	How	do	you	think	we	can	fight	when	our	own	brothers	have	turned	against	us?	The	white	man	is	very	clever.	He	came	quietly	and	peaceably	with	his	religion.	We
were	amused	at	his	foolishness	and	allowed	him	to	stay.	Now	he	has	won	our	brothers,	and	our	clan	can	no	longer	act	like	one.	He	has	put	a	knife	on	the	things	that	held	us	together	and	we	have	fallen	apart.”	I	have	to	admit	that	I	found	it	incredibly	hard,	at	first,	to	keep	track	of	what	was	happening	in	the	story.	I	might	be	at	fault	here	because	I	definitely	didn’t	read	it	as	attentively	as	I	could	have,	but	the	reader	has	to	get	through	a	large	portion	of	info	dumbs	and	various	introductions	of	characters	in	the	first	few	chapters	of	this	novel.	It	is	very	palpable
that	Achebe	wrote	Things	Fall	Apart	with	a	Western	audience	in	mind.	He	explains	to	us	certain	festivities	and	traditions	in	a	very	straightforward	way.	He	introduces	us	to	the	Ancestral	religion	and	different	gods,	he	explains	how	a	bride	price	is	decided,	how	certain	pieces	of	clothing	are	worn	and	how	certain	instruments	look	and	are	being	played.	Being	from	the	West,	those	explanations	were	definitely	needed	and	came	in	handy,	nonetheless,	they	interrupted	the	flow	of	the	story	and	more	often	than	not	pulled	me	out	of	it.	Having	read	the	remainder	of
The	African	Trilogy,	I	can	attest	that	those	info	dumbs	became	less	and	less	as	the	books	move	along,	and	thus	made	a	much	more	enjoyable	overall	reading	experience	for	me	possible,	since	most	things	are	somewhat	understandable	through	context.Achebe	wrote	his	novels	in	English	because	the	written	standard	Igbo	language	was	created	by	combining	various	dialects,	creating	a	stilted	written	form.	In	a	1994	interview	with	The	Paris	Review,	Achebe	said,	"the	novel	form	seems	to	go	with	the	English	language.	There	is	a	problem	with	the	Igbo	language.	It
suffers	from	a	very	serious	inheritance	which	it	received	at	the	beginning	of	this	century	from	the	Anglican	mission.	They	sent	out	a	missionary	by	the	name	of	Dennis.	Archdeacon	Dennis.	He	was	a	scholar.	He	had	this	notion	that	the	Igbo	language—which	had	very	many	different	dialects—should	somehow	manufacture	a	uniform	dialect	that	would	be	used	in	writing	to	avoid	all	these	different	dialects.	Because	the	missionaries	were	powerful,	what	they	wanted	to	do	they	did.	This	became	the	law.	But	the	standard	version	cannot	sing.	There's	nothing	you	can
do	with	it	to	make	it	sing.	It's	heavy.	It's	wooden.	It	doesn't	go	anywhere.”Achebe's	choice	to	write	in	English	has	caused	controversy.	While	both	African	and	non-African	critics	agree	that	Achebe	modelled	Things	Fall	Apart	on	classic	European	literature,	they	disagree	about	whether	his	novel	upholds	a	Western	model,	or,	in	fact,	subverts	or	confronts	it.	Personally,	I	also	remain	undecided	on	this	issue.	Achebe	continued	to	defend	his	decision:	"English	is	something	you	spend	your	lifetime	acquiring,	so	it	would	be	foolish	not	to	use	it.	Also,	in	the	logic	of
colonization	and	decolonization	it	is	actually	a	very	powerful	weapon	in	the	fight	to	regain	what	was	yours.”	And	I	definitely	can’t	fault	him	for	that	logic,	I	actually	quite	agree	with	it.	Nonetheless,	throughout	the	book	it	also	becomes	clear	that	Achebe	tried	to	adhere	to	the	Western	standard,	in	all	probability	to	be	respected	as	a	serious	author,	and	I	can’t	fault	him	for	that	either.	Turning	and	turning	in	the	widening	gyreThe	falcon	cannot	hear	the	falconer;Things	fall	apart;	the	center	cannot	hold;Mere	anarchy	is	loosed	upon	the	world.	He	admits	himself	that
the	usage	of	the	opening	stanza	of	William	Butler	Yeats’s	poem	“The	Second	Coming,”	from	which	the	title	of	the	novel	is	taken,	as	an	epigraph	to	Things	Fall	Apart,	was	purely	done	for	show.	He	says:	“Actually,	I	wouldn’t	make	too	much	of	that.	I	was	showing	off	more	than	anything	else.	As	I	told	you,	I	took	a	general	degree,	with	English	as	part	of	it,	and	you	had	to	show	some	evidence	of	that.”	Apart	from	that,	Things	Fall	Apart	suffer	from	the	“unlikeable	characters”-syndrome.	There	are	simply	not	many	people	to	root	for	in	this	novel.	Okonkwo	is	strong,
hard-working,	and	strives	to	show	no	weakness,	but	he	is	also	obsessed	with	his	masculinity.	He	sees	(and	treats)	his	wives	as	inferior.	As	a	result,	he	often	beats	his	wives	and	children,	and	is	unkind	to	his	neighbours.	I	was	quite	prepared	for	Achebe	to	show	the	patriarchal	structures	of	village	life,	and	don’t	fault	him	for	showing	it	how	it	was,	nonetheless,	that	prevented	me	from	showing	to	much	empathy	toward	Okonkwo.	Unfortunately,	the	female	characters	truly	take	the	backseat	in	this	novel	and	I	never	really	got	a	sense	for	their	personality	and
therefore	didn’t	root	form	them	either.	Achebe	doesn’t	deem	them	important	enough	to	make	the	according	place	for	them	within	this	narrative.	It	seemed	as	if	the	very	soul	of	the	tribe	wept	for	a	great	evil	that	was	coming—it’s	own	death.	One	thing	I	absolutely	adored	about	this	book,	however,	was	its	ending.	I	know	it	might	come	across	as	quite	gimmicky	and	“in-yo-face”	but	I	think	that	Achebe	achieved	what	he	wanted	to	show	in	the	most	straightforward	way.	At	the	end,	when	the	local	leader	of	the	white	government,	Gregory	Irwin,	comes	to	Okonkwo's
house	to	take	him	to	court,	he	finds	that	Okonkwo	has	hanged	himself	to	avoid	being	tried	in	a	colonial	court.	Among	his	own	people,	Okonkwo's	actions	have	tarnished	his	reputation	and	status,	as	it	is	strictly	against	the	teachings	of	the	Igbo	to	commit	suicide.	A	researcher	comments	that	the	story	of	Okonkwo	will	make	for	a	good	page	in	his	book,	or	at	least	a	paragraph.This	sentence,	which	concludes	the	novel,	satirizes	the	entire	tradition	of	Western	ethnography	and	imperialism	itself	as	a	cultural	project,	and	it	suggests	that	the	ethnographer	in	question,
the	District	Commissioner,	knows	very	little	about	his	subject	and	projects	a	great	deal	of	his	European	colonialist	values	onto	it.	The	language	of	the	commissioner’s	proposed	title	reveals	how	misguided	he	is:	that	he	thinks	of	himself	as	someone	who	knows	a	great	deal	about	pacifying	the	locals	is	highly	ironic,	since,	in	fact,	he	is	a	primary	source	of	their	distress,	not	their	peace.african-writers	black-writersMay	12,	2016 قومرم 	 زكرم 	 ىلإ 	 لصيل 	 لصتملا 	 هلمعو 	،	 هداهجو 	،	 ىلولأا 	 هتأشن 	 ذنم 	 وكنوكوأ 	 ةريس 	 عتمملا 	 هبولسأب 	 بتاكلا 	 درسيف 	"	 ايفوموأ 	"	 ةيرق 	 ىف 	"	 ىبوأ 	"	 ةليبق 	 باطقأ 	 دحأ "	 وكنوكوأ 	"	 ةاسأم 	 ةصق 	 ةياورلا 	 ىكحت 	 ةياورلا 	 هذه 	 ىف 	 تاحفصلا 	 نيب 	 ضبنت 	 ةلماك 	 ةايح 	 مهتراجتو 	 مهلمع 	،	 مهبرشو 	 مهلكأو 	،	 هينيدلا 	 مهدئاقعو 	 مهاتومل 	 مهنفد 	 مسارم 	 ىلإ 	،	 مهنكسمو 	 مهتايح 	 بولسأ 	 نم 	 ةيرقلا 	 لهأ 	 ةايح 	 ىف 	 ليصافتلا 	 قدلأ 	 ضرعت 	 هنا 	 وه 	،	 قحب 	 ةلماك 	 ةروصلا 	 لعجامو 	 ىرصملا 	 عمتجملا 	 ملاعم 	 حيضوتل 	 ًاجذومن 	 اهدختا 	 امنيح 	 ةيرصملا 	 ةراحلا 	 عم 	 ظوفحم 	 لعف 	 امك 	 ًامامت 	 عمتجملا 	 اذه 	 للاظ 	 ىف 	 ةايحلل 	 ماعلا 	 راطلإا 	 هللاخ 	 نم 	 حضوي 	 ًاجذومن 	"	 ايفوموأ 	"	 ةيرق 	 نم 	 ذختيف 	. ايريجين 	 ىف 	 ديدحتلابو 	 ايقيرفأ 	 ىف 	 ةايحلل 	 ةل �� اك 	 ةروص 	 مسرل 	 ةيبدلأا 	 هتبهوم 	 للاغتسا 	 ىف 	 ةعاربب 	 حجن 	 بتاكلا 	 انه 	 بتاكلا 	 هلعفام 	 اذهو 	 اهليصافت 	 لكب 	 ةيرصملا 	 ةراحلاو 	 ىرصملا 	 عمتجملا 	 ةروص 	 مسر 	 ىلع 	 ةرحاسلا 	 هتردق 	 وه 	،	 ملاعلا 	 ىف 	 ةباتكلا 	 ملاعأ 	 نم 	 دحاو 	 هلعجو 	 ،نيعمجأ 	 برعلاو 	 نييرصملا 	 باّتُكلا 	 ةمق 	 ىلع 	 هلعجو 	،	 ظوفحم 	 بيجن 	 زّيم 	 ام 	 لمجأ 	 لعل 	 تأرقام 	 لمجأ 	 نم 	 ىبدأ 	 لمع 	 اهنم 	 جرخي 	 ًايبدأو 	 ًاينف 	 اهقح 	 موضهملا 	،	 ءارمسلا 	 ةراقلا

تمت 	 ريثكب 	 كلذ 	 نم 	 رثكأ 	 ماع 	 لكشب 	 بدلأا 	 ملاعو 	 ءارّقُلا 	 نم 	 ًامامتها 	 قحتست 	 ايقيرفا 	 نأو 	 بدلأا 	 ةطيرخ 	 ىلع 	 ةدوجوم 	 ايقيرفا 	 نأ 	 ىلإ 	 ملاعلا 	 هابتنا 	 تفل 	 ـل 	 ةليفك 	 تناك 	 كلذ 	 عم 	 اهنكلو 	 ةيملاعلل 	 لوصولا 	 ىف 	 ترثعت 	 ىتلا 	 ىرخلأا 	 ةيقيرفلأا 	 لامعلأا 	 فلاآ 	 طسو 	،	 ام 	 دح 	 ىلإ 	 ةرهشلا 	 سمشل 	 لوصولا 	 ىف 	 تحجن 	 ةياورًاريثك 	 دعب 	 اميف 	 هنع 	 أرقت 	 نل 	 امبرو، 	 لبق 	 نم 	 هنع 	 أرقت 	 مل 	 امبر 	 ملاع 	 نع 	 فشكت 	 ةعتمملا 	 تاياكحلاو 	 ليصافتلاب 	 ةمعفم 	،	 ةرحاس 	 ةياورلا 	 هذه 	 ًاماتخ 	 اهتاذ 	 ايقيرفا 	 ىف 	 نيلصّأتملا 	 ةقرافلأا 	 باتكلاب 	 ةًنراقم 	 نوليلق 	 مهف 	..	 ناك 	 امهمو 	،	 ةفورعملا 	 هيبنجلأا 	 تاغللا 	 نم 	 اهريغ 	 وأ 	 نيرجاهم 	 ةقرافلأ 	 ةيزيلجنلاا 	 ةغللاب 	 بتكُت 	 ىتلا 	 لامعلأا 	 ىدعتيلا 	 ىقيرفلاا 	 بدلأا 	 نم 	 راشتنلاا 	 ىف 	 حجنام 	 نأو 	. ةياغلل 	 ةدقعمو 	 اهضعب 	 نع 	 ةفلتخمو 	 ًادج 	 ةريثك 	 تاغل 	 ىهو 	،	 ةيلحملا 	 تاغللاب 	 هوبتكي 	 نويقيرفلأا 	 هبتكيام 	 مظعم 	 نأ 	 وه 	 ىقيرفلأا 	 بدلأاب 	 ملاعلا 	 مامتها 	 ةلق 	 ىف 	 ببسلا 	 نأ 	 ةمدقملا 	 ىف 	 تركذ 	 ةمجرتملا 	 نأ 	 مغر 	،	 نوكيام 	 لمجأ 	 نم 	 ةياورلا 	 ةمجرت 	 نهنيب 	 ةاواسملاو 	 لدعلا 	 ًاقبطم 	،	 ةدحاو 	 لك 	 بحل 	 ًاردقمو 	 رورسلاو 	 اضرلا 	 نهسفنأ 	 ىف 	 ًاثعاب 	 تاجوزلا 	 لك 	 ىديأ 	 نمو 	 قابطلأا 	 لك 	 نم 	 لكأي 	 لب 	،	 نهنم 	 ىأ 	 ماعط 	 ّدريلاو 	،	 ماعطلل 	 دعوم 	 لك 	 ىف 	 ةلماك 	 ةبجو 	 نهنم 	 ةجوز 	 لك 	 هل 	 ىهطت 	 نأ 	 ىلع 	 صرحي 	 هدجتف 	،	 بحلا 	 اذه 	 نهلدابي 	 جوزلاو 	 تايرخلأا 	 هتاجوز 	 نم 	 اهجوز 	 ءانبأ 	 بحتو 	،	 اهترّضُ 	 بحت 	 ةجوز 	 لك 	 هل 	 ليثم 	لا	 ًءافوو 	 ًابح 	 نهنم 	 لك 	 هل 	 نِّكُت 	 كلذ 	 عمو 	 دحاو 	 تقو 	 ىف 	 تاجوز 	 عست 	 نوجوزتي 	 امبر 	 لاجرلا 	 نوكيام 	 لمجا 	 نم 	 ةقيرطب 	 بتاكلا 	 همسر 	..	 ىقيرفلأا 	 بحلاو 	 لامجلا 	 ىتح 	 بتاكلا 	 نكمتو 	 ةياورلا 	 رحس 	 ىلع 	 ليلد 	 اذهو 	.	 ةياورلا 	 أرقأ 	 اناو 	 ىكاردإ 	 لماكب 	 ايقيرفأ 	 ىف 	 ىنأ 	 ترعش 	 ىسفن 	 نع 	 انأ 	 ةءارقلا 	 ءانثأ 	 ةياورلا 	 ىف 	 شيعت 	 كنأ 	 رعشت 	 كلعجت 	 ةلماك 	 ةروصب 	 عمتجملا 	 مسرت 	 ىتلا 	 ليصافتلاو 	 ليصافتلا 	 نم 	 نم 	 هرخآ 	 ىلإ 	 تاونسل 	 ةليبقلا 	 نم 	 ىفنُي 	 أطخلاب 	 ًادحأ 	 لتقي 	 نم 	 نأو 	.	 ةهللآا 	 ءاضرلإ 	 ةشحوم 	 ةباغ 	 ىف 	 مهنوكرتي 	 مأوت 	 ةأرما 	 دلت 	 املكف، 	 ةنهكلا 	 رظن 	 ىف 	 ةنعل 	 مئاوتلا 	 نأو 	 ،مئاوتلا 	 ةدلاو 	 لثم 	 ةمات 	 ةيدايحب 	 اهشقاني 	 ىتلا 	 ةبيرغلا 	 تاداعلا 	 نع 	 ثدحتي 	 مث 	 باسحب 	 ضرلأا 	 قدت 	 ىتلا 	 اصعلاو 	،	 سأرلا 	 ىلع 	 شيرلاو 	،	 هجولا 	 ىلع 	 موسرلاو 	 مهاري 	 نم 	 لك 	 سوفن 	 ىف 	 ةبهر 	 ثعبي 	 ىذلا 	 مهيزب 	 سانلا 	 ىقاب 	 نع 	 نوزيمتيو 	 سانلا 	 نيب 	 لصفلل 	 ءاضقلا 	 تاحاس 	 ىف 	 بيهم 	 ىزب 	 جرخت 	 صاخشا 	 ةعست 	 نم 	 نوكتت 	 ىهو 	"	 وجوجولأا 	 ةعامج 	"	 مهنوعديو 	 ةميكحلا 	 فلاسلأا 	 حاورأ 	 مهتسبلت 	 صاخشا 	 مهنأ 	 نومعزي 	 ةعامج 	 ىلإ 	 اهمكح 	 ىف 	 أجلت 	 ةليبقلاف 	 ءاضقلا 	 ىف 	 ملكتنو 	 نيدلا 	 رومأ 	 كرتن 	 ةايحلا 	 ىف 	 هظح 	 نع 	 لوؤسملا 	 هب 	 صاخلا 	 ههلا 	 صخش 	 لكل 	،	 اذه 	 لك 	 قوفو 	،	 لابجلاو 	 للاتلل 	 هلا 	 كانهو 	،	 رطملل 	 هلا 	 كلانهو 	،	 ةعارزلاو 	 ضرلأل 	 هلا 	 كانهف 	،	 اهب 	 نونمؤي 	 ىتلا 	 ةددعتملا 	 ةهللآاو 	 نيدلاو 	 ةديقعلل 	 ضرعتي 	 مث 	 ةرملا 	 ةقرولا 	 ءاسحو، 	 وفوفلا 	 ءاسحو 	،	 ليخنلا 	 رمخو 	 اهدحو 	 ةصق 	 اهل 	 فويضلاب 	 بيحرتلا 	 مسارمو 	 فويضلاب 	 بيحرتلا 	 مسارم 	 ىف 	 مدقت 	 ىتلا 	"	 لاوكلا 	" رامثو 	 ةمعطلأا 	 مهأ 	 ىه 	 ىتلا 	" مايلا "	 رامثك 	 ةدودعم 	 رامث 	 ىف 	 ةلثمتملا 	 ةمعطلأا 	 ةعارزلا 	 سوقطو 	،	 جاوزلا 	 سوقطًابيرقت 	 ةيعامتجلاا 	 ةايحلا 	 ىف 	 هليخت 	 نكمي 	 ئش 	 لكل 	 ضرعت 	 بتاكلا 	 نأ 	 لوقأف 	 ليصافتلا 	 هذه 	 ضعب 	 نع 	 تثدحت 	 اذاو 	. ليصافتلا 	،	 ةياورلا 	 ىف 	 هتسملام 	 لمجأ 	 نأ 	 ًاقباس 	 تركذةيرعاشو 	 لامجو 	 ةطاسب 	 نمو 	،	 ةئطاخ 	 ميقو 	 ةوسق 	 نم 	 ةايحلا 	 هذه 	 ىف 	 امب 	،	 ئراقلا 	 ىلإ 	 ثدحتت 	 ىتلا 	 ىه 	 اهدحو 	 ةروصلا 	 نأ 	 عبطلاب 	 ىنعي 	 اذهو؟ 	 ثادحلأا 	 هذه 	 لك 	 نم 	 بتاكلا 	 هذختي 	 ىذلا 	 فقوملام 	،	 أرقت 	 تنأو 	 ًاريثك 	 لئاستتسثادحلأا 	 هاجت 	 بتاكلا 	 نم 	 ةماتلا 	 ةيدايحلا 	،	 ةياورلا 	 لامج 	 رارسأ 	 نم 	 نأ 	 ملاكلا 	 اذه 	 ىف 	 ةدشب 	 اهعم 	 قفتاو 	،	 ةياورلا 	 ةمدقم 	 ىف 	 ةمجرتملا 	 لوقت 	 ةياهنلا 	 ىتأت 	 ىتح 	..	 ىحيسملا 	 نيدلا 	 ةاعدو 	 ةميدقلا 	 ةهللآا 	 ةنهك 	 نيبامو 	 ديدجلا 	 نيدلاو 	 ديلاقتلا 	 نيبام 	 عارص 	 ىف 	 ًاعابت 	 ثادحلأا 	 ىلاوتتو 	 ةميدقلا 	 ةهللآا 	 ديلاقتل 	 ىفانملا 	 نيدلل 	 ضراعمو 	 ديؤم 	 نيبام 	 تمسقنا 	 ىتلا 	 ةليبقلا 	 ىف 	 لاحلا 	 بلاقناب 	 مدصنيو 	 ،هتليبق 	 ىف 	 لغوتي 	 ىّحيسملا 	 نيدلا 	 نأ 	 فشتكيف 	 هتليبقل 	 دوعيو 	،	 اهقرحل 	 ىعادلا 	 ثادحلأا 	 نم 	 ريثكلا 	 اهيف 	 ثدح 	 ىتلا 	 ةبوقعلا 	 ةرتف 	 رمت 	 مث 	 ةليبقلا 	 جراخ 	 تاونس 	 عبس 	 ةدمل 	 ىفنلاب 	 هيلع 	 ىضقت 	 ةميرج 	 ىف 	 وكنوكوأ 	 طروتيو، 	 مايلأا 	 رمتو 	 هتاجوزو 	 هئانبلأ 	 ةوسقلاو 	 ةدشلا 	 نم 	 ًامئاد 	 هيدبي 	 امم 	 مغرلاب ..	 فوطعلا 	 بلأاو 	،	 لداعلا 	 جوزلاو 	،	 لطبلا 	 عراصملا 	 وهف 	. وكنوكوأ 	 ةيصخشل 	 ةلماكلا 	 داعبلأا 	 اهللاخ 	 نم 	 بتاكلا 	 ًاحضوم 	،	 ثلاثلا 	 هتاجوزو 	 هئانبأ 	 عم 	 وكونكوأ 	 ةايحل 	 ةضرعتم 	 ثادحلأا 	 ىلاوتتو 	 ةليبقلا 	 ىف
masculinity	all	in	one	go,	look	no	more,	because	those	are	the	two	forces	destroying	the	main	character	of	‘Things	Fall	Apart’;	one	from	the	outside,	the	other	one	from	the	inside.	I	loved	this	book.	Probably	because	I	never	had	to	read	it	at	school,	way	before	I	would’ve	been	ready	(full	disclosure:	I	don’t	think	I	was	one	of	those	really	mature	teenagers,	smart-alecky	sure,	but	not	mature.)	I	don’t	know	what	I	was	even	doing	reading	other	African,	and	specifically	Nigerian	books	without	having	this	foundation	first	(but	then	I	never	read	Madame	Bovary,	so	what
am	I	doing	reading	modern	European	literature?).	Now	I’m	looking	forward	to	exploring	other	titles	in	the	African	Writers	Series	of	which	Achebe	was	the	editor.It	is	true	that	Achebe	wrote	Things	Fall	Apart	in	English,	not	Igbo,	English	-	the	language	of	the	colonisers,	but	you	can’t	read	it	and	not	realise	that	Achebe	took	English	and	bent	it	to	his	will	and	made	it	his	own.	I	urge	you	to	read	an	excellent	essay	by	Ruth	Franklin	in	the	New	Yorker	for	more	about	that:	as	well	as	the	interview	with	Achebe	in	the	Paris	Review	(Art	of	Fiction	no	139	-	)The	novel,	of
course	not	some	idealised	vision	of	the	Igboland	pre-colonisation	–	the	portrait	is	often	brutal	and	yet	just	like	every	other	book	describing	the	inevitable	change	is	making	me	thoroughly	sad.	The	change	is	always	coming.	You	can’t	hold	onto	the	past.	The	old	ways	will	always	be	replaced	by	the	new	ways	and	it	is	always	making	me	mournful	even	though	I	am	an	adult	and	I	know	that	change	is	the	only	constant	in	life.Okonkwo,	the	main	character,	is	trying	to	deal	with	his	daddy	issues	(parents	–	they	fuck	you	up	in	every	altitude	it	turns	out)	while	also	fighting
the	colonisers,	invading	his	land	like	locust	(and	just	like	with	locust,	the	danger	isn’t	fully	recognised).	He	loses	twice.	If	after	reading	the	book,	it’s	still	not	clear	to	the	reader	that	Achebe	talks	about	the	danger	of	someone	else	telling	your	story,	the	colonisers	stealing	the	narrative	from	the	colonised,	he	helps	by	ending	the	book	with	having	the	District	Commissioner	contemplating	the	book	he	is	going	to	write	about	Africa.	He’s	decided	on	the	title	already:	“The	Pacification	of	the	Primitive	Tribes	of	the	Lower	Niger”.“Things	Fall	Apart”	was	amazing	to	me
now,	it	was	both	strange	and	familiar,	local	and	universal;	I	can	only	imagine	how	amazing	it	must’ve	been	in	the	late	50s.	And	to	wrap	this	review	up,	here	is	an	excerpt	from	the	earlier	mentioned	New	Yorker	essay:“Western	reviewers	praised	Achebe’s	detailed	portrayal	of	Igbo	life,	but	they	said	little	about	the	book’s	literary	qualities.	The	New	York	Times	repeatedly	misspelled	Okonkwo’s	name	and	lamented	the	disappearance	of	“primitive	society.”	The	Listener	complimented	Achebe’s	“clear	and	meaty	style	free	of	the	dandyism	often	affected	by	Negro
authors.”	Others	were	openly	hostile.	“How	would	novelist	Achebe	like	to	go	back	to	the	mindless	times	of	his	grandfather	instead	of	holding	the	modern	job	he	has	in	broadcasting	in	Lagos?”	the	British	journalist	Honor	Tracy	asked.	Reviewing	Achebe’s	third	novel,	“Arrow	of	God”	(1964),	which	forms	a	thematic	trilogy	with	“Things	Fall	Apart”	and	its	successor,	“No	Longer	at	Ease”	(1960),	another	critic	disparaged	the	book’s	language	as	“folk-patter.”What	a	bag	of	dicks.Displaying	1	-	30	of	22,299	reviewsGet	help	and	learn	more	about	the	design.	We	meet
Okonkwo	at	age	18	during	a	wrestling	match	–	the	moment	that	he	first	becomes	famous	among	the	local	villages.Okonkwo	is	fighting	against	an	undefeated	wrestler	called	Amalinze	the	Cat,	but	in	the	end,	Okonkwo	throws	the	Cat	and	wins	the	contest.This	wrestling	match	actually	happened	twenty	years	ago,	and	since	then	Okonkwo’s	reputation	has	grown	and	spread.Achebe	describes	Okonkwo	as	a	pretty	intimidating	guy.	He’s	physically	huge,	has	an	intense	face,	and	tends	to	use	his	fists	to	settle	his	arguments.	And	he’s	impatient	with	“unsuccessful”
men	–	like	his	dad.Okonkwo	despises	his	late	father,	Unoka,	for	his	laziness.	Unoka	died	ten	years	ago,	but	essentially	was	totally	irresponsible	and	was	always	blowing	his	money	on	booze	(okay,	gourds	of	palm-wine).	He	was	a	drink-and-be-merry	kind	of	guy	who	enjoyed	playing	the	flute,	feasting,	and	celebrating.As	a	youth,	Unoka	was	a	musician	and	his	happiest	moments	were	after	the	annual	harvest,	when	the	whole	village	would	gather	to	feast	and	enjoy	the	music.Later	in	life	though,	Unoka	was	a	failure	because	he	was	too	lazy	to	work.	Instead,	he
borrowed	money	from	all	his	friends	and	could	barely	afford	to	feed	his	family.	He	became	the	laughingstock	of	the	village.Flashing	back	to	when	Unoka	was	alive,	we	see	a	telling	scene.	Okoye,	Unoka’s	neighbor,	comes	to	visit	Unoka	and	offers	him	a	kola	nut,	which	is	a	ritual	gift.	Okoye	goes	through	a	long-winded,	stylized	discourse	which	is	a	polite	way	of	asking	Unoka	to	pay	back	the	loan	of	200	cowries	he	borrowed	from	Okoye.Unoka	laughs	at	Okoye	and	points	at	his	wall,	on	which	he	has	marked	down	all	his	debts.	He	owes	a	lot	of	people	a	lot	of
money.	He	snubs	Okoye,	saying	he	means	to	pay	off	his	big	debts	first	(because	he’s	in	major	debt)	and	Okoye	is	forced	to	leave	empty-handed.The	flashback	ends.Unoka	died	in	debt,	which	is	why	Okonkwo	is	ashamed	of	him.	Okonkwo,	unlike	his	father,	established	himself	as	a	rich	successful	yam	farmer	with	three	wives	and	two	tribal	titles.	He	seems	destined	for	great	things.At	the	end	of	the	chapter,	we	are	left	with	a	tantalizing	snippet	of	information	–	Okonkwo	is	somehow	left	in	charge	of	an	ill-fated	boy	named	Ikemefuna.	Chapter	1Summary:We	are
introduced	to	Okonkwo,	a	great	man	among	the	Igbo	tribe,	well	known	in	the	nine	villages	and	beyond.	In	his	youth,	he	became	famous	when	he	defeated	Amilinze	the	Cat,	a	great	wrester.	He	is	a	formidable	man,	stern	and	intimidating	in	appearance;	when	angry,	he	stammers.	The	stammer	makes	him	angrier,	and	he	uses	his	fists.	He	has	a	hot	temper.	He	has	no	patience	for	unsuccessful	men;	his	father	had	been	such	a	man.	His	father,	a	man	by	the	name	of	Unoka,	was	a	lazy	do-nothing,	who	has	died	deep	in	debt.	The	narrator	digresses	to	tell	us	about
Unoka.	Unoka	was	a	great	flute	player	in	his	youth,	but	he	became	a	failure	as	an	adult.	He	was	constantly	borrowing	from	his	friends	and	neighbors,	and	his	children	and	wife	did	not	have	enough	to	eat.	One	day,	a	neighbor	of	Unoka,	a	man	named	Okoye,	came	to	discuss	the	money	Unoka	owed	him.	The	rituals	of	hospitality	are	described:	the	guest	brings	kola,	a	kind	of	food	eaten	during	visits,	and	the	men	often	speak	in	proverbs.	Okoye	was	about	take	the	third-highest	title	in	the	land,	and	he	needed	to	collect	resources.	Unoka	laughed	him	off,	telling	him
that	he	had	many	other	debts	he	needed	to	pay	first.	Unoka	dies	deep	in	debt.	But	Okonkwo,	though	young,	is	already	a	great	man.	He	has	two	barns	full	of	yams,	and	he	has	fought	bravely	in	two	inter-tribal	wars.	He	has	taken	two	titles	already.	He	has	three	wives.	The	narrator	tells	us	that	his	high	standing	was	the	reason	he	was	trusted	to	watch	over	the	doomed	boy	who	was	sacrificed	to	Umuofia	to	avoid	war.	The	doomed	boy	was	named	Ikemefuna.	Analysis:Things	Fall	Apart	is	part	tragedy	and	part	documentary.	It	is	the	story	of	Okonkwo	and	his	tragic
death	after	the	coming	of	the	white	man;	it	is	also	a	piece	of	fiction	that	documents	the	world	that	the	white	man	destroyed.	Structure	is	important	to	tragedy,	and	by	Aristotle's	rules	of	tragedy	all	that	is	inessential	to	the	central	action	should	be	removed.	However,	the	tragedy	of	Okonkwo's	death	is	seen	as	part	of	a	greater	tragedy:	the	defeat	and	forced	transformation	of	a	great	people.	Achebe's	novel	is	both	tragedy	and	memory.	The	narrative	tends	to	digress;	to	understand	the	gravity	of	Okonkwo's	tragedy,	the	reader	must	see	him	within	the	context	of	his
world.	Achebe	gives	us	detailed	descriptions	of	Igbo	traditions,	customs,	and	beliefs.	Memory	is	an	important	theme;	here,	this	study	guide	uses	memory	as	a	broad	term	covering	all	documentary-style	descriptions	of	Igbo	life.	By	the	end	of	the	novel,	the	reader	realizes	that	the	account	he	has	just	read	is	the	story	of	a	culture	that	has	been	irrevocably	transformed.	Another	part	of	Achebe's	project	is	to	give	a	balanced	and	sensitive	portrait	of	Igbo	culture,	as	African	tribal	cultures	were	long	dismissed	by	white	scholars	as	barbaric	and	evil.	Digression	is	one	of
Achebe's	most	important	tools.	He	takes	any	opportunity	he	can	to	tell	us	about	a	past	incident	which	is	only	indirectly	connected	to	his	central	story.	These	digressions	allow	him	to	flesh	out	his	portrait	of	tribal	life.	Ambition	and	greatness	are	two	closely	connected	themes.	Okonkwo	is	determined	to	be	the	opposite	of	his	father.	He	has	already	taken	two	titles	(honorary	titles	that	give	a	man	status	in	the	tribe)	and	he	is	quite	rich.	Success	and	honor	are	very	important	to	Okonkwo.	He	has	worked	his	whole	life	to	win	the	respect	of	his	people.	His	work	ethic
and	his	ambition	also	give	rise	to	his	faults:	he	is	a	harsh	man,	quick	to	anger	and	without	humility.	Chapter	2Summary:One	night	as	Okonkwo	prepares	for	bed,	he	hears	the	town	crier,	beating	on	his	hollow	instrument	and	calling	all	the	men	of	Umuofia	to	a	meeting	early	tomorrow	morning.	The	night	is	dark	and	moonless,	and	the	narrator	explains	that	darkness	was	frightening	even	for	the	bravest	of	the	Igbo.	The	forest	is	a	sinister	place	at	night.	Okonkwo	suspects	that	a	war	might	be	brewing:	he's	a	distinguished	warrior,	and	war	gives	him	a	chance	to
win	greater	esteem.	The	next	morning,	the	ten	thousand	men	of	Umuofia	gather	in	the	marketplace.	Ogbuefi	Ezuogo,	a	powerful	orator,	gives	the	traditional	opening:	he	faces	four	different	directions,	raising	a	clenched	fist,	and	cries	"Umuofia	kwenu,"	to	which	the	men	all	cry	"Yaa!"	He	greets	them	this	way	a	fifth	time,	and	then	he	tells	them	that	men	from	the	neighboring	village	of	Mbaino	have	killed	a	girl	from	Umuofia.	The	men	discuss	the	situation,	and	decide	to	follow	the	normal	course	of	action:	the	will	issue	an	ultimatum,	demanding	a	boy	and	a	virgin
as	compensation.	The	neighboring	villages	fear	Umuofia,	because	its	warriors	and	medicine-men	are	powerful.	It's	most	powerful	war	medicine	(magic)	is	agadi-nwayi,	a	magic	enforced	by	the	spirit	of	an	old	woman	with	one	leg.	The	narrator	tells	us	that	in	fairness	to	Umuofia,	it	should	be	said	that	the	village	never	went	to	war	without	first	trying	a	peaceful	settlement,	and	even	then	it	only	went	if	the	war	was	approved	by	the	Oracle	of	the	Hills	and	the	Caves.	And	the	Oracle	often	forbade	war.	Okonkwo	is	chosen	as	emissary.	He	goes	and	is	treated	with
respect,	and	he	returns	with	the	young	boy	and	the	virgin	girl.	The	girl	goes	to	the	man	whose	wife	was	murdered.	As	for	the	boy,	the	village	is	in	no	hurry	to	decide	his	fate.	His	name	is	Ikemefuna.	He	goes	to	live	with	Okonkwo	and	his	family.	The	narrator	describes	Okonkwo	and	his	family,	as	well	as	their	living	situation.	Okonkwo	has	a	separate	hut,	or	obi,	at	the	heart	of	their	family	compound.	Each	wife	has	her	own	hut.	All	is	enclosed	by	a	large	red	wall.	Yams	are	the	main	crop	for	the	Igbo,	and	the	compound	includes	a	barn	for	yam-storage.	There	is	also
a	shrine,	or	"medicine	house."	Okonkwo	is	quick	to	anger.	He	rules	his	family	like	a	tyrant.	He	fears	failure,	and	hates	the	memory	of	his	idle	father;	his	oldest	son	Nwoye,	shows	signs	of	being	like	Okonkwo's	father,	and	so	Okonkwo	is	very	hard	on	him.	Ikemefuna	is	brought	home	with	Okonkwo	and	given	to	Nwoye's	mother.	The	boy	is	homesick	and	does	not	understand	why	he	has	been	taken	from	his	family.	Analysis:Achebe	gives	us	a	concise	portrait	of	the	social	organization	of	the	Igbo,	on	several	levels.	We	see	that	the	town	is	not	ruled	by	a	chief,	but	by	a
general	assembly	of	all	the	men.	In	effect,	the	Igbo	have	a	primitive	democracy.	We	learn	that	yams	are	a	staple,	and	a	large	store	of	yams	indicates	prosperity.	We	also	learn	that	Umuofia	prizes	justice,	and	does	not	wage	wars	of	conquest.	There	is	also	a	high	level	of	social	mobility.	Note	that	while	Unoka	was	a	failure,	Okonkwo	has	risen	to	become	a	great	man	among	his	people.	Okonkwo	fears	failure.	The	theme	of	ambition	has	its	converse,	and	it	is	Okonkwo's	fear	of	failure	that	makes	him	a	harsh	man.	He	is	strong,	but	he	fails	to	see	that	his	wives	and
children	are	not	as	physically	strong	as	he.	Yet	he	drives	them	to	work	as	hard	as	he	does.	All	of	his	wives	and	children	fear	him.	Okonkwo	tries	to	help	his	son,	Nwoye,	by	being	doubly	harsh	on	him.	But	this	approach	is	turning	Nwoye	into	a	sad	and	resentful	youth.	Chapter	3Summary:When	Okonkwo	was	young,	his	father	Unoka	went	to	Agbala,	the	Oracle	of	the	Hills	and	the	Caves.	He	asked	why	he	always	had	a	miserable	harvest,	despite	his	prayers	and	offerings	to	the	gods.	The	Oracle	told	him	that	the	fault	lay	not	in	the	gods,	but	in	his	laziness.	Unoka
died	of	swelling	that	the	Igbo	believe	is	an	abomination	to	the	earth	goddess.	Like	others	who	died	badly,	he	was	left	in	the	Evil	Forest.	Okonkwo	lives	in	fear	of	the	kind	of	failure	and	sad	end	that	met	his	father.	Okonkwo	did	not	inherit	a	barn	full	of	seed	yams.	He	had	to	start	out	as	a	sharecropper	for	a	rich	man	named	Nwakibie.	Nwakibie	was	generous,	but	the	first	year	Okonkwo	planted	was	the	worst	planting	year	in	Umuofia's	living	memory.	Okonkwo,	with	superhuman	determination,	survived.	His	father	was	in	his	last	days	then.	He	gave	Okonkwo
encouraging	praise,	but	it	only	tried	Okonkwo's	patience.	Analysis:Okonkwo	has	overcome	incredible	diversity.	His	father's	pathetic	end	and	death	tainted	him	with	shame,	and	left	him	without	inheritance.	His	rise	to	social	power	and	wealth	has	been	a	triumph	of	stubbornness	and	will.	Sharecropping	is	a	difficult	way	to	begin;	moreover,	the	first	year	Okonkwo	planted	was	a	terrible	harvest	year.	But	Okonkwo	was	young	and	strong,	and	he	was	able	to	survive.	The	experience	has	been	essential	to	the	formation	of	his	character.	Central	to	Okonkwo's	beliefs	is
not	only	a	work	ethic	but	a	faith	in	the	ability	of	the	will	to	overcome	adversity.	He	is	confident	that	he	can	master	his	environment;	he	rules	as	a	man,	and	he	is	fiercely	proud	of	his	people.	Understanding	these	beliefs	is	key	to	understanding	the	tragedy	that	strikes	Okonkwo	later,	after	the	coming	of	the	white	man.	Chapter	4Summary:Okonkwo	shows	few	emotions	openly,	none	of	them	tender	ones.	He	once	insulted	a	man	at	a	town	meeting,	implying	that	the	man	was	a	woman.	The	man	had	no	titles.	Okonkwo	was	reprimanded,	and	a	village	elder	said	that
the	fortunate	should	show	humility;	yet	Okonkwo	has	never	been	fortunate.	Everything	he	has	he	has	earned	himself.	Ikemefuna	is	terribly	homesick,	but	in	time	he	finds	a	place	among	Okonkwo's	family.	Nwoye,	two	years	younger,	is	inseparable	from	him;	even	Okonkwo	grows	fond	of	the	boy,	although	he	doesn't	show	it	openly.	Ikemefuna	is	a	clever	boy;	he	knows	how	to	make	flutes	and	traps	for	rodents.	He	begins	to	call	Okonkwo	"father."	During	the	Week	of	Peace,	Okonkwo's	youngest	wife,	Ojiugo,	goes	out	to	plait	her	hair	and	neglects	to	cook	afternoon
meal	for	him.	When	she	returns,	Okonkwo	beats	her	savagely.	This	act	is	an	abomination	to	the	Igbo.	No	one	is	allowed	even	to	speak	unkindly	to	another	during	the	Week	of	Peace;	Okonkwo's	transgression	threatens	the	harvest	of	the	whole	clan.	Ezeani,	priest	of	the	earth	goddess,	arrives	before	dusk.	He	scorns	Okonkwo's	traditional	offer	of	kola	nut	and	demands	a	stiff	fine	of	goods	and	money	from	Okonkwo.	Okonkwo	pays	it,	inwardly	repentant,	but	he	is	too	proud	to	admit	openly	to	his	neighbors	that	he	is	in	error.	His	neighbors	begin	to	say	he	has	grown
to	proud.	It	is	soon	time	to	plant;	as	they	prepare	the	seed	yams,	Okonkwo	is	very	harsh	to	Nwoye	and	Ikemefuna.	Yam	is	a	man's	crop,	and	Okonkwo	is	very	demanding.	Yams,	too,	are	a	difficult	crop	to	raise,	sensitive	and	labor-intensive.	The	rainy	season	comes,	during	which	children	huddle	by	fires	indoors,	resting.	With	planting	season	over,	the	Igbo	enjoy	a	resting	period	before	the	work	of	the	harvest.	Ikemefuna	and	Nwoye	have	become	very	close;	Nwoye	loves	the	older	boy,	who	is	now	like	a	brother	to	him.	Ikemefuna	has	an	endless	supply	of	folktales,
and	hearing	them	makes	Nwoye	see	the	world	in	a	new	light.	Analysis:Maculinity	is	one	of	Okonkwo's	obsessions.	He	sees	any	tender	emotion	as	feminine	and	therefore	weak.	His	culture	is	as	patriarchal	as	any	other,	but	in	his	need	to	be	strong	Okonkwo	carries	the	preoccupation	with	manliness	to	an	extreme.	He	has	not	learned	restraint.	His	beating	of	Ojiugo	is	the	first	concrete	incident	in	the	book	during	which	we	watch	Okonkwo	lose	control.	Although	he	begins	the	beating	having	forgotten	that	it	is	the	Week	of	Peace,	when	reminded	he	does	not	stop.
He	is	not	a	man	to	do	anything	half-way,	even	if	he	knows	there	are	consequences.	Later,	this	hubris	destroys	him.	His	neighbors	notice	his	pride.	Even	when	Okonkwo	feels	penitent,	he	takes	great	pains	to	hide	it.	This	drive	and	fierce	pride	have	made	him	a	great	man,	but	they	are	also	the	source	of	all	of	his	faults.	In	his	sincere	desire	to	see	his	son	Nwoye	become	great,	he	has	made	the	boy	extremely	unhappy.	Okonkwo	is	not	exactly	a	typical	Igbo	male:	though	Achebe	sets	up	Okonkwo's	fall	as	parallel	to	the	fall	of	his	people,	he	also	shows	us	that	Okonkwo
is	an	extraordinary	man	among	the	Igbo,	in	ways	both	good	and	bad.	In	other	men	of	the	village,	we	see	restraint	and	humility.	We	see	in	Ikemefuna	a	role	model	that	Nwoye	has	lacked.	Fearful	of	his	brutal	father,	Nwoye	now	has	a	kind	older	brother	to	look	up	to.	We	also	see	that	Nwoye	is	a	thoughtful	boy:	his	responses	to	Ikemefuna's	folktales	are	imaginative	and	beautiful.	Chapter	5Summary:The	Feast	of	the	New	Yam	approaches.	It	marks	the	beginning	of	harvest	season.	All	old	yams	are	disposed	of,	and	new	and	tasty	yams	are	eaten	for	the	feasts.	The
New	Yam	marks	the	start	of	a	new	year,	and	the	beginning	of	a	season	of	plenty.	Okonkwo,	like	all	rich	men,	always	invites	a	huge	number	of	guests	for	the	feast.	But	he	himself	is	rather	impatient	with	holidays,	and	would	prefer	to	be	working	on	his	farm.	Preparation	for	the	festival	makes	him	testy.	Three	days	before	the	festival,	he	becomes	furious	when	he	sees	that	a	few	leaves	have	been	cut	from	the	banana	tree	(banana	leaves	are	used	to	wrap	food	in	many	tropical	countries).	When	his	second	wife	admits	to	the	act,	he	beats	her	brutally.	He	then	decides
to	go	hunting.	Though	a	great	man,	Okonkwo	is	not	a	great	hunter.	The	wife	who	was	just	beaten	makes	a	snide	comment	about	guns	that	never	shoot,	and	he	tries	to	shoot	her.	He	misses.	Despite	these	disturbances,	the	festival	is	celebrated	happily.	The	second	day	of	the	new	year	is	the	day	for	wrestling.	Ekwefi,	Okonkwo's	second	wife,	loves	the	wrestling	matches.	It	was	watching	Okonkwo	defeat	the	Cat	that	she	fell	in	love	with	him.	She	married	another	man,	but	a	few	years	after	that	she	ran	away	from	him	and	came	to	live	with	Okonkwo.	In	those	days,
she	was	the	great	beauty	of	the	village.	That	was	thirty	years	ago.	Ekwefi	has	only	had	one	child,	her	daughter	Ezinma.	Ezinma	is	a	charming,	pretty,	and	clever	young	girl,	one	of	her	father's	favorites,	though	he	rarely	shows	it.	We	see	her	helping	the	other	wives,	doing	chores	for	her	mother,	and	bringing	Okonkwo	his	food.	Analysis:Chapter	5	fleshes	out	the	portrait	of	Okonkwo's	family	life.	His	three	wives	live	together	peacefully,	and	seem	to	have	great	affection	for	one	another.	Ezinma	is	well-beloved,	not	only	by	Ekwefi	and	Okonkwo,	but	by	the	other
wives	as	well.	The	children	live	together	as	brothers	and	sisters.	Ikemefuna	has	been	fully	absorbed	into	the	family.	But	Okonkwo	rules	with	fear.	His	anger	over	the	banana	tree	is	completely	unfounded;	he	uses	it	as	an	excuse	to	beat	someone.	He	is	madly	self-absorbed,	and	does	not	see	fit	to	learn	constraint	for	the	sake	of	his	family.	Igbo	society	is	patriarchal,	but	this	chapter	focuses	on	female	characters.	Ekwefi	is	far	from	timid:	fresh	from	a	beating,	she	makes	fun	of	her	husband.	We	also	meet	her	daughter	Ezinma,	one	of	book's	most	likable	characters.
Okonkwo's	treatment	of	her	humanizes	him,	balancing	his	harsh	treatment	of	Nwoye.	One	of	the	reasons	for	his	gentleness	with	Ezinma	is	her	gender:	as	a	girl,	the	expectations	on	her	are	different.	Okonkwo	often	wishes	that	she	were	a	boy,	but	the	wish	seems	benign	next	to	his	merciless	treatment	of	Nwoye.	We	see	that	Okonkwo	is	at	least	capable	of	tenderness.	Because	he	does	not	have	the	same	terrible	expectations	of	a	girl	as	he	does	of	his	son,	he	can	treat	her	with	at	least	a	little	gentleness.	Okonkwo	was	a	famous	man	in	his	village	and	surrounding
areas,	for	having	defeated	the	most	popular	wrestler	Amalinze	the	Cat,	at	the	age	of	eighteen.	Their	fight	was	considered	the	fiercest	since	one	of	the	village	men	had	engaged	a	spirit	in	a	duel	for	seven	nights	and	days.	Amalinze	was	crafty	and	deft	as	a	cat	but	Okonkwo	was	as	slippery	as	a	fish;	Okonkwo	had	won	the	fight	easily	and	now,	twenty	years	later,	he	was	still	famous	and	respected.	He	was	a	tall	man	with	bushy	eyebrows	and	a	severe	look	on	his	face.	He	had	a	spring	in	his	step	and	a	slight	stutter;	if	angered,	he	used	his	fists	more	than	his	words
and	had	no	patience	for	unsuccessful	men,	such	as	his	father.	Okonkwo’s	father	Unoka	was	a	lazy	man	who	had	many	debts	and	only	indulged	in	merrymaking	and	wine-drinking.	He	was	a	musician	who	played	the	flute	beautifully	and	was	only	truly	happy	in	the	midst	of	music	or	when	he	was	drinking.	Unlike	his	son,	Unoka	had	a	stoop	and	a	haggard,	tired	look.	Unoka	was	happiest	during	the	harvest	season,	when	his	music	band	was	invited	to	play	for	several	villages.	The	weather	was	perfect—neither	too	hot	nor	too	cold	and	the	sun	would	shine
benevolently	over	the	fields.	At	such	times,	Unoka	would	look	at	the	sky	and	remember	his	childhood—singing	when	he	spotted	a	kite	flying.	He	was	a	romantic	man,	very	much	in	tune	with	nature.	However,	as	an	adult,	Unoka	was	a	failure	who	could	barely	provide	square	meals	to	his	family	and	was	perennially	in	debt.	He	was	once	visited	by	a	neighbor	called	Okoye.	The	two	men	exchanged	formalities	over	the	breaking	of	the	kola	nut	and	alligator	pepper.	This	was	a	traditional	greeting	in	the	Igbo	society—to	share	a	kola	nut	with	a	visiting	guest.	They
spoke	of	the	season’s	harvest,	heavy	rains,	and	an	impending	local	war.	These	topics	depressed	Unoka	who	began	talking	of	music;	it	swelled	his	heart	with	joy	to	discuss	music.	Okoye	was	a	musician	too	but	he	knew	how	to	provide	for	his	family	and	was	going	to	take	on	the	idemili	title—the	third	highest	in	the	land.	This	was	an	expensive	ceremony	and	Okoye	had	come	to	collect	his	debts	from	Unoka.	However,	the	Igbo	people	never	spoke	directly	of	delicate	matters—such	things	were	discussed	in	proverbs.	Unoka	responded	to	his	neighbor’s	request	with
bursts	of	laughter,	saying	he	could	not	return	the	money	to	him	yet	as	he	would	pay	his	bigger	debts	before	he	came	to	his	smaller	ones.	Unoka	died	in	debt	and	this	was	a	source	of	great	misery	to	his	son,	Okonkwo.	Fortunately,	Igbo	society	judged	the	worth	of	a	man	on	his	own	merit	and	not	his	ancestors.	Okonkwo	had	risen	to	the	ranks	of	a	great	man	by	being	a	famous	wrestler,	having	shown	his	prowess	in	two	intertribal	wars,	and	a	successful	farmer,	with	three	wives	and	two	titles.	On	account	of	his	early	fame	and	respect,	Okonkwo	was	given	the
responsibility	of	a	young,	ill-fated	boy	called	Ikemefuna	who	was	sacrificed	to	the	village	of	Umuofia	(Okonkwo’s	village)	by	the	neighboring	clan	to	avoid	war	and	bloodshed.	In	the	village	of	Umuofia,	lives	Unoka	the	musician	and	his	ambitious	son	Okonkwo.	Unoka	is	a	dreamer	who	is	respectful	yet	cowardly	and	he	dies	in	debt.	His	son	Okonkwo	cannot	be	more	different	from	his	father—he	is	ambitious,	competitive,	and	clearly	has	a	plan	for	life.	As	a	young	man,	Okonkwo	is	already	very	successful	and	is	counted	amongst	the	clan’s	most	respected	men.	While
Unoka	is	fun-loving	and	simpleminded,	Okonkwo	is	sharp	and	impatient.	And	on	account	of	his	position,	Okonkwo	is	given	the	responsibility	of	the	boy	Ikemefuna.	Share	—	copy	and	redistribute	the	material	in	any	medium	or	format	for	any	purpose,	even	commercially.	Adapt	—	remix,	transform,	and	build	upon	the	material	for	any	purpose,	even	commercially.	The	licensor	cannot	revoke	these	freedoms	as	long	as	you	follow	the	license	terms.	Attribution	—	You	must	give	appropriate	credit	,	provide	a	link	to	the	license,	and	indicate	if	changes	were	made	.	You
may	do	so	in	any	reasonable	manner,	but	not	in	any	way	that	suggests	the	licensor	endorses	you	or	your	use.	ShareAlike	—	If	you	remix,	transform,	or	build	upon	the	material,	you	must	distribute	your	contributions	under	the	same	license	as	the	original.	No	additional	restrictions	—	You	may	not	apply	legal	terms	or	technological	measures	that	legally	restrict	others	from	doing	anything	the	license	permits.	You	do	not	have	to	comply	with	the	license	for	elements	of	the	material	in	the	public	domain	or	where	your	use	is	permitted	by	an	applicable	exception	or
limitation	.	No	warranties	are	given.	The	license	may	not	give	you	all	of	the	permissions	necessary	for	your	intended	use.	For	example,	other	rights	such	as	publicity,	privacy,	or	moral	rights	may	limit	how	you	use	the	material.	A	simple	story	of	a	"strong	man"	whose	life	is	dom…	Chapter	1	Okonkwo	is	an	Igbo	Native	from	the	Umuofia	clan.	He	won	the	respect	of	all	the	clan	when	he	defeated	Amalizine	the	Cat	in	a	wrestling	match	when	younger.	He	earned	the	respect	of	all	nine	villages	which	make	the	clan.	With	this	win	Okonkwo's	tribe	"Iguedo"	became
more	important	within	the	nine.	Although	his	name	might	be	known	all	over	the	clan	with	respect,	his	father	wasn’t...	Unoka,	Okonkwo's	father	was	lazy	and	a	no	one	within	the	village,	the	only	thing	he	was	good	at	was	to	play	music,	he	borrowed	a	lot	of	money	but	never	paid	back	and	as	Okonkwo	grew	older	he	began	to	hate	and	feel	pity	for	him	for	being	such	a	failure.	Chapter	2	The	chapter	begins	with	the	town	carrier	gathering	every	men	of	the	clan	to	the	market	to	inform	that	someone	from	a	neighbor	village	(Mbaino)	killed	someone's	wife	from	the
tribe	when	she	was	at	the	local	market...	Everyone	reacts	angrily	and	send	Okonkwe	as	a	messenger	because	he	is	the	greatest	warrior	in	the	clan	and	everyone	knows	him	because	he	has	taken	the	head	of	5	hostiles	during	battle	to	the	hostile	tribe	in	order	to	make	a	peace	arrangement	before	they	went	to	a	war	in	which	Umuofia	would	most	certainly	win	because	of	their	great	reputation	as	warriors...	The	peace	treaty	consisted	in	giving	Okonkwo's	tribe	a	Virgin	and	a	young	man.	The	tribe	accepts	the	offering	and	sends	a	Woman	that	would	become	Ogbuefi
Udoe's	wife	due	to	the	elder’s	choice	dead	wife	and	a	young	lad	named	ikemufuna,	this	kid	is	sent	to	Okonkwo	because	no	one	knew	what	to	do	with	him	and	he	sends	Ikemufuna	with	his	first	wife.	Okonkwo	has	treated	his	3	wives	and	8	children	bad,	and	very	strict,	he	hated	everything	his	father	had	loved.	Nwoye	his	eldest	son	was	the	laziest	of	them	all	so	he	suffers	a	lot	when	his	father	is	nearby	and	has	to	stand	all	of	his	beatings.	Chapter	3	This	chapter	tells	how	Okonkwo	earns	all	of	his	wealth,	Unoka,	his	father	as	I	told	before	was	a	failure	and	had	many
debts,	the	oracle	said	this	was	due	to	his	laziness	so	Okonkwo	couldn't	use	his	father	to	start	his	richness,	here	it	is	told	that	Unoka	died	because	of	a	swelling	that	in	the	tribe	it	is	one	of	the	most	shameful	things	that	can	happen	to	someone.	If	you	die	by	this,	you	can’t	be	buried	because	it	would	be	an	offense	to	Mother	Nature	so	they	send	you	to	the	Evil	Forrest	to	die.	Okonwo	starts	his	farm	by	asking	someone	already	wealthy	within	the	clan	named	Nwakibie	to	lend	him	400	seed	yams	(which	they	used	as	currency	in	the	clan)	but	he	instead	gives	Okonkwo
800	because	he	has	always	been	a	hard	worker.	He	began	his	farm	with	those	and	400	yams	more	that	a	friend	gave	him.	He	suffered	a	lot	the	first	time	with	the	harvest	due	to	the	weather	and	almost	lost	everything,	but	he	tells	that	making	some	of	the	crops	survive	proves	the	strength	he	had.		Chapter	4	Peace	week	surrounds	the	village,	during	this	week	there	is	no	violence	in	all	the	clan,	this	to	make	the	crops	better	and	bigger	during	the	year.	Ikemufuna	and	Nwoye	begin	to	make	a	great	bond	as	if	they	were	good	brothers,	but	not	only	Nwoye	makes	a
bond	with	him,	Okonkwo	also	begins	to	bond	with	this	lad,	although	he	doesn’t	show	it	because	he	says	it	only	would	only	prove	weakness	it	is	shown...	Ikemufuna	begins	calling	him	father.	One	day	Okonkwo	comes	to	his	hut	and	sees	there	is	no	food	on	the	table,	soon	he	realizes	that	one	of	his	wives,	the	one	who	was	in	charge	of	serving	him,	was	braiding	her	hair	in	another	hut.	When	he	finds	her,	he	starts	to	beat	her	hard	although	his	other	2	wives	implore	him	not	to.	This	makes	him	get	a	punishment	for	interfering	with	the	peace	week.	He	is	to	sacrifice	a
hen,	a	goat,	give	100	cowries	(another	form	of	currency)	and	give	out	some	cloth.	After	the	week	of	peace	he	begins	to	settle	the	land	for	the	crops	with	Ikemufuna	and	Nwoye,	they	do	a	bad	work	and	Okonwko	criticizes	them	knowing	they	do	not	understand	farming	as	well	as	he	does,	at	the	end	Ikemufuna	tells	some	tales	from	home	to	the	Family.	Chapter	5	Before	crops	are	ready	the	village	throws	a	feast	for	the	New	Yam	which	makes	everyone	decorate	their	huts,	paint	themselves	with	creative	designs	and	they	throw	all	their	old	yams	to	bring	in	the	new
ones.	Okonkwo	isn’t	a	fan	of	the	feasts	because	he	thinks	it’s	a	time	for	laziness.	In	a	point	of	the	chapter	Okonkwo	beats	his	wife	Ekwefi	and	then	begins	to	get	ready	to	begin	to	hunt.	His	wife	mocks	him	in	a	whispering	voice	that	he	has	never	shot	his	rifle	and	that’s	why	he	is	so	bad	at	it	so	Okonkwo	turns	around	and	shoots	her,	he	misses...	Each	year	along	with	the	Feast	there	is	also	the	wrestling	match	in	which	many	years	ago,	Okonkwo	made	Ekwifi	fall	in	love	with	him	when	he	defeated	the	Cat.	So	much	that	she	escaped	from	her	current	husband	to	be
with	him.	In	Okonkwo's	hut	Ezinma,	Ekwefi's	Daughter	serves	Okonkwo	his	meal	and	as	the	chapter	goes	on	Okonkwo	makes	notice	that	he	really	likes	her	but	doesn’t	act	like	it	that	much.	Then	another	two	of	Okonkwo's	daughters	wait	for	him	to	finish	his	food.	Chapter	6	The	Wrestling	match	takes	place,	starting	with	kids	of	15	and	16	years.	the	son	of	one	of	Okonkwo's	friend	wins	a	match	and	the	matches	keep	on,	some	women	begin	to	talk	one	of	them	Ekwefi	and	the	other	one	a	priestess.	They	talk	about	how	a	girl	who	has	passed	10	is	now	"to	stay."	At
the	end	of	the	Chapter	a	guy	named	Okafo	who	won	against	Ikezue	is	to	represent	the	Village	wrestling.		Chapter	7	3	years	have	passed	since	Ikemufua	has	been	under	Okonkwo's	care,	he	has	bonded	with	all	his	family	and	has	been	taken	as	a	son	for	Okonkwo	because	he	is	like	a	son	he	never	had,	one	who	worked	well	and	wasn’t	lazy	as	Nwoye,	although	he	has	changed	to,	he	has	learned	to	be	manlier	throughout	the	years	now	just	to	please	his	father.	Locusts	begin	to	appear	in	the	tribe,	thing	that	happens	once	every	generation	for	seven	years	and	this	is
something	the	clan	expects	because	they	are	great	to	eat...	People	even	have	stories	about	them	and	tales,	Ogbuefi	comes	to	Okonkwo's	hut	just	to	tell	him	that	Ikemufuna	must	be	killed	as	the	Oracle	said,	Okonkwo	is	sad	and	he	is	told	not	to	interfere	with	this	matter.	Later	on	he	lies	to	Ikemufuna	and	to	Nwoye	telling	them	that	he	will	be	coming	back	to	his	family...	they	both	end	sad	and	the	journey	begins.	Many	men	escort	Ikemufuna	outside	the	village	and	soon	tell	Ikemufuna	not	to	look	back,	he	only	thinks	of	seeing	his	family	and	mother,	he	thinks	she
might	be	dead,	he	also	thinks	about	his	sister	who	might	not	recognize	him	because	he	was	taken	when	she	was	only	3.	Then	Ikemufuna	feels	how	a	man	attacks	him	with	a	machete	and	he	turns	running	to	Okonkwo	screaming	“My	father,	they	have	killed	me!"	Okonwko	finishes	him	in	order	to	not	seem	weak.	When	he	returns	home,	Nwoye	knows	Ikemufuna	had	died	and	felt	so	sad	but	he	didn’t	cry,	he	tells	he	felt	this	way	when	he	heard	some	cries	coming	from	the	Evil	Forrest	long	ago	from	babies,	babies	who	were	sent	there	because	they	were	twins.	edit
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of	women	in	Chinua	Achebe’s	Things	Fall	Apart	requires	a	thorough	and	unbiased	reading	of	the	novel.	This	might	be	challenging	for	someone	from	a	western	country	as	at	first	sight,	the	women	in	Things	Fall	Apart	may	seem	to	be	an	oppressed	group	with	very	little	saying	in	the	Igbo	society,	which	is	true	to	a	certain	extent.	However,	after	analyzing	the	theme	of	gender	thoroughly,	it	appears	that	the	Igbo	women	have	various	roles	of	great	importance	in	the	Igbo	society	as	portrayed	in	the	novel.	In	this	essay,	the	various	roles	women	play	in	Igbo	society	and
why	they	are	portrayed	that	way	will	be	analyzed	based	on	the	role	women	play	in	Igbo	religion,	their	role	as	caretaker	and	their	role	as	educators.	Firstly,	women	play	a	large	role	in	the	Igbo	religion.	Women	regularly	take	on	the	role	of	priestess	as	mentioned	in	the	novel.	A	quote	from	the	book	reveals	that	during	Okonkwo’s	childhood,	“the	priestess	in	those	days	was	a	woman	called	Chika.	She	was	full	of	the	power	of	her	god,	and	she	was	greatly	feared.”	During	the	present	time	in	which	the	novel	is	set,	the	priestess	is	Chielo.	When	Okonkwo’s	daughter,
Ezinma,	is	ill,	he	visits	Chielo	and	“Okonkwo	pleaded	with	her	to	come	back	in	the	morning	because	Ezinma	was	now	asleep.”	This	is	the	first,	and	last	time	in	the	novel	that	we	see	Okonkwo	plead	with	anyone.	Chielo	did	not	just	order	Okonkwo	to	give	her	Ezinma,	but	she	threatened	him	as	well.	This	displays	the	power	that	a	priestess	possesses	in	the	Igbo	society,	and	the	fact	that	a	woman	can	take	on	the	role	as	a	priestess	and	spiritual	leader	shows	us	the	possible	esteem	of	women	in	the	Igbo	society.	Another	example	of	women	playing	a	big	role	in	the
Igbo	religion	is	the	earth	goddess,	Ani.	She	is	described	as	playing	“a	greater	part	in	the	life	of	the	people	than	any	other	deity”.	It	seems	unlikely	that	a	society	in	which	women	are	inferior	to	men,	the	most	powerful	deity	is	represented	as	a	woman.	Ani	also	plays	a	large	role	in	the	yam	harvest.	A	quote	from	the	novel	reveals	that	it	is	important	for	all	clan	members	to	participate	in	the	week	of	peace	before	the	harvest,	“to	honor	their	great	goddess	the	earth	without	whose	blessing	their	crops	will	not	grow”.	Yams	are	often	the	symbol	of	masculinity	in	Things
Fall	Apart,	so	it	is	remarkable	that	the	men	are	so	reliant	on	the	blessing	of	a	female	being.	Secondly,	are	viewed	as	the	foundation	of	the	clan	and	its	people,	as	stated	by	Uchida.	They	can	always	be	relied	upon	and	they	are	the	caretakers	of	the	Igbo	clan.	These,	most	certainly,	are	roles	that	display	a	form	of	power	and	significance.	In	addition,	just	like	the	earth	goddess,	Ani,	women	have	played	an	important	role	in	the	procedure	of	producing	yams.	We	are	told	that	“the	women	weeded	the	farm	three	times	at	definite	periods	in	the	life	of	the	yams,	neither
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