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We need history, but not the way a spoiled loafer in the garden of knowledge needs it.
Nietzsche, ‘Of the Use and Abuse of History”

LEARNING OUTCOMES

Upon the successful completion of this module, the student should be able to:

* Demonstrate a competent and critical understanding of different
approaches to global history:.

e Demonstrate a comprehension of the different way that academics have
engaged with the concept of globalisation and glocalisation. In particular,
to be able to respond critically or creatively to various archaeological and

historical debates and contributions from the world of literature.




THE NATURE & PURPOSE OF HISTORY

all rulers are the heirs of those who conquered before them. Hence, empathy with the
victor invariably benefits the rulers. Historical materialists know what that means.
Whoever has emerged victorious participates to this day in the triumphal procession in
which the present rulers step over those who are lying prostrate. According to traditional
practice, the spoils are carried along in the procession. They are called cultural treasures,
and a historical materialist views them with cautious detachment. For without exception
the cultural treasures he surveys have an origin which he cannot contemplate without
horror. They owe their existence not only to the efforts of the great minds and talents who
have created them, but also to the anonymous toil of their contemporaries. There is no
document of civilization which is not at the same time a document of barbarism. And just
as such a document is not free of barbarism, barbarism taints also the manner in which it
was transmitted from one owner to another. A historical materialist therefore dissociates
himself from it as far as possible. He regards it as his task to brush history against the
grain.

Walter Benjamin, Theses on the Concept of History VII



HEART OF DARKNESS: EXCUSING IMPERIALISM

What saves us is efficiency —the devotion to efficiency. But these chaps were
not much account, really. They were no colonists; their administration was
merely a squeeze, and nothing more, I suspect. They were conquerors, and
for that you want only brute force —nothing to boast of, when you have it,
since your strength is just an accident arising from the weakness of others.
They grabbed what they could get for the sake of what was to be got. It was
just robbery with violence, aggravated murder on a great scale, and men
going at it blind —as is very proper for those who tackle a darkness. The
conquest of the earth, which mostly means the taking it away from those
who have a different complexion or slightly flatter noses than ourselves, is
not a pretty thing when you look into it too much. What redeems it is the
idea only. An idea at the back of it; not a sentimental pretence but an idea;
and an unselfish belief in the idea—something you can set up, and bow
down before, and offer a sacrifice to....”



“Black shapes crouched, lay, sat between the trees leaning against the trunks, clinging to the earth, half coming
out, half effaced within the dim light, in all the attitudes of pain, abandonment, and despair. Another mine on the
cliff went off, followed by a slight shudder of the soil under my feet. The work was going on. The work! And this
was the place where some of the helpers had withdrawn to die.

“They were dying slowly —it was very clear. They were not enemies, they were not criminals, they were nothing
earthly now —nothing but black shadows of disease and starvation, lying confusedly in the greenish gloom.
Brought from all the recesses of the coast in all the legality of time contracts, lost in uncongenial surroundings,
fed on unfamiliar food, they sickened, became inefficient, and were then allowed to crawl away and rest. These
moribund shapes were free as air—and nearly as thin. I began to distinguish the gleam of the eyes under the
trees. Then, glancing down, I saw a face near my hand. The black bones reclined at full length with one shoulder
against the tree, and slowly the eyelids rose and the sunken eyes looked up at me, enormous and vacant, a kind
of blind, white flicker in the depths of the orbs, which died out slowly. The man seemed young—almost a boy —
but you know with them it's hard to tell. I found nothing else to do but to offer him one of my good Swede's
ship's biscuits I had in my pocket. The fingers closed slowly on it and held —there was no other movement and
no other glance. He had tied a bit of white worsted round his neck —Why? Where did he get it? Was it a badge—
an ornament—a charm—a propitiatory act? Was there any idea at all connected with it? It looked startling round
his black neck, this bit of white thread from beyond the seas.

“Near the same tree two more bundles of acute angles sat with their legs drawn up. One, with his chin propped
on his knees, stared at nothing, in an intolerable and appalling manner: his brother phantom rested its forehead,
as if overcome with a great weariness; and all about others were scattered in every pose of contorted collapse, as
in some picture of a massacre or a pestilence. While I stood horror-struck, one of these creatures rose to his hands
and knees, and went off on all-fours towards the river to drink. He lapped out of his hand, then sat up in the
sunlight, crossing his shins in front of him, and after a time let his woolly head fall on his breastbone.



suddenly, as we struggled round a bend, there would be a glimpse of rush walls, of peaked grass-roofs, a burst of yells,
a whirl of black limbs, a mass of hands clapping of feet stamping, of bodies swaying, of eyes rolling, under the droop of
heavy and motionless foliage. The steamer toiled along slowly on the edge of a black and incomprehensible frenzy. The
prehistoric man was cursing us, praying to us, welcoming us—who could tell? We were cut off from the
comprehension of our surroundings; we glided past like phantoms, wondering and secretly appalled, as sane men
would be before an enthusiastic outbreak in a madhouse. We could not understand because we were too far and could
not remember because we were travelling in the night of first ages, of those ages that are gone, leaving hardly a sign—
and no memories.

“The earth seemed unearthly. We are accustomed to look upon the shackled form of a conquered monster, but there —
there you could look at a thing monstrous and free. It was unearthly, and the men were—No, they were not inhuman.
Well, you know, that was the worst of it—this suspicion of their not being inhuman. It would come slowly to one. They
howled and leaped, and spun, and made horrid faces; but what thrilled you was just the thought of their humanity —
like yours —the thought of your remote kinship with this wild and passionate uproar. Ugly. Yes, it was ugly enough;
but if you were man enough you would admit to yourself that there was in you just the faintest trace of a response to
the terrible frankness of that noise, a dim suspicion of there being a meaning in it which you —you so remote from the
night of first ages—could comprehend. And why not? The mind of man is capable of anything —because everything is
in it, all the past as well as all the future. What was there after all? Joy, fear, sorrow, devotion, valour, rage —who can
tell? —but truth —truth stripped of its cloak of time. Let the fool gape and shudder —the man knows, and can look on
without a wink. But he must at least be as much of a man as these on the shore. He must meet that truth with his own
true stuff —with his own inborn strength. Principles won't do. Acquisitions, clothes, pretty rags —rags that would fly
off at the first good shake. No; you want a deliberate belief. An appeal to me in this fiendish row —is there? Very well; I
hear; I admit, but I have a voice, too, and for good or evil mine is the speech that cannot be silenced. Of course, a fool,
what with sheer fright and fine sentiments, is always safe. Who's that grunting? You wonder I didn't go ashore for a
howl and a dance? Well, no—1I didn't.



Heart of Darkness projects the image of Africa as "the other world," the antithesis of
Europe and therefore of civilization, a place where man's vaunted intelligence and
refinement are finally mocked by triumphant beastiality. The book opens on the River
Thames, tranquil, resting, peacefully "at the decline of day after ages of good service
done to the race that peopled its banks." But the actual story will take place on the
River Congo, the very antithesis of the Thames. The River Congo is quite decidedly not
a River Emeritus. It has rendered no service and enjoys no old-age pension. We are
told that "Going up that river was like traveling back to the earliest beginnings of the
world." Is Conrad saying then that these two rivers are very different, one good, the
other bad? Yes, but that is not the real point. It is not the differentness that worries
Conrad but the lurking hint of kinship, of common ancestry. For the Thames too "has
been one of the dark places of the earth." It conquered its darkness, of course, and is
now in daylight and at peace. But if it were to visit its primordial relative, the Congo, it
would run the terrible risk of hearing grotesque echoes of its own forgotten darkness,
and falling victim to an avenging recrudescence of the mindless frenzy of the first
beginnings.

Achebe, Chinua. "An Image of Africa: Racism in Conrad's 'Heart
of Darkness'' Massachusetts Review. 18. 1977.



There are two probable grounds on which what I have said so far may be contested. The first is that it is no
concern of fiction to please people about whom it is written. I will go along with that. But I am not talking about
pleasing people. I am talking about a book which parades in the most vulgar fashion prejudices and insults from
which a section of mankind has suffered untold agonies and atrocities in the past and continues to do so in
many ways and many places today. I am talking about a story in which the very humanity of black people is
called in question.

Secondly, I may be challenged on the grounds of actuality. Conrad, atter all, did sail down the Congo in 1890
when my own father was still a babe in arms. How could I stand up more than fifty years after his death and
purport to contradict him? My answer is that as a sensible man I will not accept just any traveler's tales solely on
the grounds that I have not made the journey myself. I will not trust the evidence even off man's very eyes when
I suspect them to be as jaundiced as Conrad's. And we also happen to know that Conrad was, in the words of his
biographer, Bernard C. Meyer, "notoriously inaccurate in the rendering of his own history."

But more important by far is the abundant testimony about Conrad's savages which we could gather if we were
so inclined from other sources and which might lead us to think that these people must have had other
occupations besides merging into the evil forest or materializing out of it simply to plague Marlow and his
dispirited band. For as it happened, soon after Conrad had written his book an event of far greater consequence
was taking place in the art world of Europe. This is how Frank Willett, a British art historian, describes it:
Gaugin had gone to Tahiti, the most extravagant individual act of turning to a non-European culture in the
decades immediately before and after 1900, when European artists were avid for new artistic experiences, but it
was only about 1904-5 that African art began to make its distinctive impact. One piece is still identifiable; it is a
mask that had been given to Maurice Vlaminck in 1905. He records that Derain was 'speechless' and 'stunned’
when he saw it, bought it from Vlaminck and in turn showed it to Picasso and Matisse, who were also greatly
affected by it. Ambroise Vollard then borrowed it and had it cast in bronze. . .



Okonkwo 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.

Okonkwo did not have the start in life which many young men usually had. He did not inherit a
barn from his father. There was no barn to inherit. The story was told in Umuofia, of how his father,
Unoka, had gone to consult the Oracle of the Hills and the Caves to find out why he always had a
miserable harvest. ....

With a father like Unoka, Okonkwo did not have the start in life which many young men had. He
neither inherited a barn nor a title, nor even a young wife. But in spite of these disadvantages, he had
begun even in his father's lifetime to lay the foundations of a prosperous future. It was slow and
painful. But he threw himself into it like one possessed. And indeed he was possessed by the fear of
his father's contemptible life and shameful death.

ACHEBE, CHINUA. 7HINGS FALL APART,



Three moons ago," said Obierika, "on an Eke market day a little band of fugitives came into our town.
Most of them were sons of our land whose mothers had been buried with us. But there were some too
who came because they had friends in our town, and others who could think of nowhere else open to
escape. And so they fled into Umuofia with a woeful story." He drank his palm-wine, and Okonkwo
filled his horn again.. He continued: "During the last planting season a white man had appeared in their
clan." "An albino," suggested Okonkwo. "He was not an albino. He was quite different." He sipped his
wine. "And he was riding an iron horse. The first people who saw him ran away, but he stood beckoning
to them. In the end the fearless ones went near and even touched him. The elders consulted their Oracle
and it told them that the strange man would break their clan and spread destruction among them."
Obierika again drank a little of his wine. "And so they killed the white man and tied his iron horse to
their sacred tree because it looked as if it would run away to call the man's friends. I forgot to tell you
another thing which the Oracle said. It said that other white men were on their way They were locusts, it
said, and that first man was their harbinger sent to explore the terrain. And so they killed him." "What
did the white man say before they killed him?" asked Uchendu. "He said nothing," answered one of
Obierika's companions. "He said something, only they did not understand him," said Obierika. "He
seemed to speak through his nose," "One of the men told me," said Obierika's other companion, "that he
repeated over and over again a word that resembled Mbaino. Perhaps he had been going to Mbaino and
had lost his way." "Anyway," resumed Obierika, "they killed him and tied up his iron horse. This was
before the planting season began. For a long time nothing happened. The rains had come and yams had
been sown. The iron horse was still tied to the sacred silk-cotton tree. And then one morning three,white
men led by a band of ordinary men like us came to the clan. They saw the iron horse and went away

again. THINGS FALL APARI,



What makes Conrad different from the other colonial writers who were his contemporaries is that, for
reasons having partly to do with the colonialism that turned him, a Polish expatriate, into an employee
of the imperial system, he was so selfconscious about what he did. Like most of his other tales,
therefore, Heart of Darkness cannot just be a straightforward recital of Marlow's adventures: it is also a
dramatization of Marlow himself, the former wanderer in colonial regions, telling his story to a group
of British listeners at a particular time and in a specific place. That this group of people is drawn largely
from the business world is Conrad's way of emphasizing the fact that during the 1890S the business of
emp1re once an adventurous and often individualistic enterprise, had become the empire of business.

Westerners may have physically left their old colonies in Africa and Asia, but they retained them not
only as markets but as locales on the ideological map over which they continued to rule morally and
intellectually. "Show me the Zulu Tolstoy," as one American intellectual has recently put it. The
assertive sovereign inclusiveness of this argument courses through the words of those who speak today
for the West and for what the West did, as well as for whal the rest of the world is, was, and may be.
The assertions of this discourse exclude what has been represented as "lost" by arguing that the colonial
world was in some ways ontologically speaking lost to begin with, irredeemable, irrecusably inferior.
Moreover, it focuses not on what was shared in the colonial experience, bur on what must never be
shared, namely the authority and rectitude that come with greater power and development
Rhetorically, its terms arc the organization of political passions, to borrow from Julien Benda's critique
of modern intellectuals, terms which, he was~ sensible enough to know, lead inevitably to mass
slaughter, and if not to literal mass slaughter then certainly to rhetorical slaughter.

Edward Said, “Two Visions in Heart of Darkness” Culture and Imperialism, (1993) pp. 22-31
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THE SHORT STORY AND THE ENLIGHTENMENT PRINCIPLE
OF INDIVIDUATION

There is no form of society to which any character in it could possibly attach himself and
regard as normal. In discussions of the modern novel we have come to talk of ... the novel
without a hero. In fact, the short story has never had a hero. What it has instead is a
submerged population group... That submerged population changes its character from
writer to writer, from generation to generation. It may be Gogol’s officials, Turgenev’s serfs,
Maupassant’s prostitutes, Chekhov’s doctors and teachers, Sherwood Anderson’s provincials,
always dreaming of escape.

Always in the short story there is this sense of outlawed figures wandering about on the
fringes of society, superimposed sometimes on symbolic figures whom they caricature and
echo — Christ, Socrates, Moses... As a result there is in the short story at its most characteristic
something we do not often find in the novel — and intense awareness of human loneliness.
Indeed, it might be truer to say that while we often read a familiar novel again from
companionship, we approach the short story in a very different mood.

Frank O’Connor, The Lonely Voice, 1962 17-19



AN ATLAS OF THE DIFFICULT WORLD

Here is a map of our country:

here is the Sea of Indifference, glazed with salt

This is the haunted river flowing from brow to groin
we dare not taste its water

This is the desert where missiles are planted like corns
This is the breadbasket of foreclosed farms

This is the birthplace of the rockabilly boy

This is the cemetery of the poor

who died for democracy This is a battlefield

from a nineteenth-century war the shrine is famous

This is the sea-town of myth and story when the fishing
fleets

went bankrupt here is where the jobs were on the pier
processing frozen fish sticks hourly wages and no shares

These are other battlefields Centralia Detroit here
are the forests

primeval the copper the silver lodes

These are the Suburbs of acquiescence silence
rising fume like from the streets

This is the capital of money and dolor whose spires

flare up through air inversions whose bridges are
crumbling

whose children are drifting blind alleys pent
between coiled rolls of razor wire

[ promised to show you a map you say but this is a
mural

then yes let it be these are small distinctions
where do we see it from is the question



Rich's major poem of the 1990s, "An Atlas of the Ditficult World," focuses on symbols of national
identity during Gulf War-era America, and on their power to create a falsely unified, public
identity out of all the interconnected experiences of loss she traces among immigrants, migrant
crop pickers, and Americans involved with wars across two centuries. The poem's title might
suggest that Rich intends to bear up all these unrepresented lives herself and interpret their
meanings for a readership unconnected to these histories. But Rich's intent is that her readers
should "embrace the responsibility of interpretation itself," according to Alice Templeton's study of
her work through the "Atlas" era. By refusing to be the single, heroic voice for her subjects, Rich
reflects her ethical attention to the histories of individual lives, even as she makes such public
artworks as the Statue of Liberty and Maya Lin's Vietnam Veterans Memorial into the foremost
symbols of contemporary America. ... Rich repeats a series of questions that indicate her interest in
American places-and, potentially, monuments-whose histories are not patriotically homogenized
but are instead the sites of shared struggle and mutual obligation: "Where are we moored? What
are the bindings? What behooves us?" (12, 23). In response to these questions, "Atlas" focuses on
events and people unrecognized by official American histories, especially in times of war, and takes
as one of its artistic models a new monumental tradition [...]that is exemplified by the Vietnam

Wall. Joshua S. Jacobs, "An Atlas of the Difficult World":
Adrienne Rich's Countermonument’, Contemporary Literature, 42: 4 (Winter, 2001), pp.727-49
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