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Jak funguji stereotypy a jak je lze bourat? Zaci diskutuji o tom, jak literatura

a média mohou vytvaret obrazy svétovych regiont a jak tyto obrazy ovliviuji
zivoty lidi z téchto regionti. ZaloZeno na projevu nigerijské spisovatelky
Chimamandy Ngozi Adichie.

Zarazeni do kurikula:
~ predmét/seminar:
» Cesky jazyk a literatura — ¢tenarské a komunikacni schopnosti, funkce komunikat,
rétorika,
» anglicky jazyk — poslech a ¢teni s porozuménim, slovni zasoba, samostatny pisemny
a ustni projev, redlie — poznavani anglicky mluviciho svéta,
» obcansky a spolecenskovédni zdklad — ¢lovék ve spolecnosti — socialni fenomény
a procesy (masmédia), mezinarodni vztahy, globalni svét — proces globalizace,
~ prirezova témata:
» vychova k mysleni v evropskych a globalnich souvislostech — globaliza¢ni a rozvojové
procesy,
» medialni vychova — medialni produkty a jejich vyznamy, a¢inky medialni produkce
a vliv médii, role médii v modernich déjinach.
Zarazeni do NS GRV:
~ globalizace a vzdjemna zavislost jednotlivych ¢asti svéta — kulturni, socialni a politicka
globalizace.

Cile:
~ zak popise fungovani stereotypu,
~ zak premysli nad roli literatury v kontextu stereotypt,
~ zak premysli nad vztahem mezi literaturou, moci a stereotypy,
~ zak rozumi, co Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie mini , jedinym pribéhemS,
~ zak uvazuje o zjednoduseném obrazu Afriky, ktery maji zapadni zemé,
~ zak si uvédomuje dilezitost africké literatury.
Vékova skupina: 15-19 let.
Typ aktivity: ¢teni/poslech textu, analyza a diskuze, rozbor medialnich sdéleni a psani
vlastnich ¢lankda.
Casova naro¢nost: 3-5 x 45 minut.
Prostredi a potfebné vybaveni: tfida s audiovizualni technikou a s pripojenim k internetu.
Potfebny material: velké mnozstvi ¢asopisti, novin, pracovni listy, projev Chimamandy Ngozi
Adichie.

Instrukce:

Cteni textu projevu

Muzete nejprve zhlédnout video s Chimamandou Ngozi Adichie na www.ted.com (nepovinné)
a potom si precist text projevu. To mtzZe byt provedeno bud’ve tfidé, nebo jako domaci tukol.
Zaci by méli zvyraznit klicova slova a klicové fraze.

Prace na porozuméni textu

Projdéte se zZaky slova v textu, kterym nerozumi.
Analyza textu a diskuse

ZAci diskutuji o textu v malych skupinach (5 Ziktl) pomoci otazek v pracovnim listu. Poté by
kazda skupina méla sdélit ostatnim, co zjistila a zda méli Zaci ve skupiné odlisné nazory na



nékteré otazky. Tato Cast trva asi 40 minut. Moderujte diskuzi, shrnujte zavéry a poukazujte
na sporné otazky.

Rozbor medialnich sdéleni: Nachazime , jediné pribéhy*“ v médiich?

Nyni rozdélte zaky do skupin po tiech. Kazda skupina dostane velké mnozstvi novin, ¢asopist
atd. Skupiny by se mély zacist do téchto sdélovacich prostredki a pokusit se najit ¢lanek, ktery
obsahuje ,jediny pribéh“ tak, jak jej definovala Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie ve svém projevu.
Kazda skupina poté prezentuje clanek, ktery objevila, a argumenty, proc tento ¢lanek obsahuje
Jjediny pribéh“ (nebo diivody, pro¢ nebylo mozné zadny clanek s, jedinym pribéhem* nalézt).
Tato cast trva asi 60 minut.

Tvuardi psani

Psani vlastnich pribéhti, alternativnich k témto ,jedinym pribéhiim“ (nepovinné).

Mtzete pokracovat v praci s témito , jedinymi pribéhy“ tak, Ze se zZaci vrati do malych skupin

po tfech a napiSou vlastni, alternativni pribéh obsahujici riizné aspekty, které nejsou ukazany
v ,jedinych pFibézich. Zaci budou nejspis potiebovat prostor pro vyzkum faktd a informaci
vztahujicich se k tématu. PrestoZe alternativni pribéhy nemusi byt pravdivé, mély by byt
vérohodné. Pokud zbyva néjaky cas, zaci mohou své alternativni pribéhy precist ostatnim.
Tato ¢ast trva asi 100 minut.

Reflexe:

Viz otazky v pracovnim listé.

Metodické poznamky:
Video je mozné shlédnout v anglictiné s ceskymi titulky na:
http://www.ted.com/talks/lang/cs/chimamanda_adichie_the_danger_of_a_single_story.html

Rozsifujici informace pro ucitele:
Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie se narodila v Nigérii v roce 1977. Je autorkou romant Fialovy
ibisek (2003) a Pul Zlutého slunce (2006) a sbirky povidek s nazvem Véc na krku (2009).

Ziskala fadu ocenéni a vyznamenani vcetné ceny pro beletrii Orange Broadband (2007)
a MacArthur Foundation Fellowship (2008). Zije v Nigérii a ve Spojenych statech.

Vice informaci (v anglictiné) na: http://www.l3.ulg.ac.be/adichie/cnabio.html.



Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie

Nebezpeci jediného pribéhu (projev z Cervence 2009)

Jsem vypravécka. A rada bych vam povédéla nékolik osobnich pribéht o tom, cemu
rikam ,nebezpeci jediného pribéhu. Vyrostla jsem na univerzitnim kampusu ve vychodni
Nigérii. Moje matka rika, Ze jsem zacala Cist ve dvou letech, ackoliv ja si myslim, zZe spis ve
¢tyfech. TakZe jsem byla rand ¢tenarka. A to, co jsem cetla, byly britské a americké knihy
pro déti.

I psatjsem zacalabrzy. Akdyzjsem, zhrubavsedmiletech, zacala psat pribéhy, ilustrované
pastelkami, které byla ma uboha matka nucena cist, psala jsem presné takové pribéhy, jaké
jsem Cetla. VSechny moje postavy byly modrooci bélosi. Skotacily ve snéhu. Jedly jablka.
A hodné mluvily o pocasi, jak je krasné, ze vyslo slunce. To vSe navzdory skutecnosti, Ze
jsem zila v Nigérii. Nikdy jsem nebyla mimo Nigérii. Neméli jsme snih. Jedli jsme manga.
A nikdy jsme nemluvili o pocasi, protoze nebyl diivod.

Moje postavy také pily spoustu zazvorového piva, protoze postavy v britskych knihach,
které jsem Cetla, pily zazvorové pivo. Nezavisle na tom, zZe jsem netusila, co je zazvorové
pivo. A dalsi spoustu let poté jsem touzila ochutnat zazvorové pivo. Ale to je jiny pribéh.

Myslim si, Ze to dokazuje, jak ovlivnitelni a zranitelni jsme tvari v tvar pribéhu,
predevsim v détstvi. Protoze jediné, co jsem cetla, byly knihy, ve kterych byly postavy
cizinci, dosla jsem k presvédceni, Ze knihy, od své podstaty, musi byt o cizincich a vécech,
se kterymi jsem se ja nemohla ztotoznit. Ale to se zménilo, kdyZ jsem objevila africké
knihy. Nebylo jich mnoho. A nebyly tak snadno k nalezeni jako zahrani¢ni knihy. Ale diky
spisovatelim jako Chinua Achebe a Camara Laye jsem prosla zménou ve svém vnimani
literatury. Uvédomila jsem si, Ze lidé jako ja, divky s pleti barvy ¢okolady, jejichz kudrnaté
vlasy nelze svazat do culiku, mohou také existovat v literature. Zacala jsem psat o vécech,
které jsem znala.

Milovala jsem tyto americké a britské knihy. Podnécovaly moji predstavivost. Otevira-
ly mi nové svéty. Ale neplanovany dtsledek byl, Ze jsem netusila, Ze lidé jako ja mohou
v literature existovat. Cili objev africkych spisovatelti pro mne znamenal toto: zachranil
mne pred jednostrannym pohledem na to, o ¢em jsou knihy.

Pochazim z konvencni, stredostavovské nigerijské rodiny. M1j otec byl profesor. Moje
matka byla administrativni pracovnice. A tak jsme meéli, jak bylo bézné, pomocniky
v domacnosti, ktefi casto pochazeli z nedalekych vesnic. A kdyZ mi bylo osm, priSel k nam
novy pomocnik. Jmenoval se Fide. Jedina véc, kterou ndm o ném moje matka rekla, byla,
ze jeho rodina je velmi chuda. Moje matka posilala sladké brambory a ryzi a nase staré
Saty jeho rodiné. A kdyz jsem nedojedla veceti, matka rikavala: , Dojez to! Copak nevis, Ze
lidé jako Fideho rodina nemaji nic?“ A tak jsem Fideho rodinu nesmirné litovala.

Pak jsme jednu sobotu navstivili jeho vesnici. A jeho matka nam ukazala krasné vzo-
rovany kosik, vyrobeny z barvené rafie, ktery délal jeho bratr. Byla jsem zarazena. Nena-
padlo mé, Ze by nékdo z jeho rodiny mohl viibec néco vytvorit. Jediné, co jsem o nich
slySela, bylo, jak jsou chudi, a tak se pro mé stalo nemoznym vidét vic nez jen, Ze jsou chudi.
Chudoba byl mijj jediny pribéh o nich.

Pozdéji, kdyz jsem opustila Nigérii, abych studovala na univerzité v USA, jsem si na to
vzpomnéla. Bylo mi 19. Moje americka spolubydlici mnou byla Sokovana. Ptala se mé, kde
jsem se naucila tak dobre anglicky, a byla prekvapena, kdyz jsem ji fekla, Ze v Nigérii



je anglictina jaksi oficidlnim jazykem. Zeptala se, zda bych ji pustila néco, cemu rikala
moje , kmenovd hudba“, a byla dost zklamana, kdyzZ jsem pustila kazetu s Mariah Carey.
Predpokladala, ze nevim, jak pouzivat sporak.

Doslo mi to: litovala mé jesté driv, nez mé vidéla. Jeji vychozi postoj viici mné — Africance—
— byla blahosklonna, dobre minéna litost. Moje spolubydlici znala jediny pribéh o Africe.
Jediny pribéh katastrofy. V tomhle jediném pribéhu neexistovala moznost, ze by ji
Africané byli jakkoliv podobni. Neexistovala moznost pociti komplexnéjsich nez litost.
Moznost spojeni mezi dvéma rovnocennymi lidskymi bytostmi.

Musim priznat, Ze dokud jsem neodjela do USA, nepripadala jsem si vnitiné jako
Africanka. Ale v USA se na mé lidé obraceli, kdykoliv ptisla fe¢ na Afriku. NezaleZelo na
tom, Ze jsem nevédéla nic o mistech, jako je Namibie. Ale postupné jsem se ztotoznila
s touto novou identitou. A ve spousté smérech se nyni citim jako Africanka. Prestoze mé
stale jesté dost irituje, kdyz se o Africe mluvi jako o zemi. NejCerstvéjsi priklad je mdj ji-
nak skvély let z Lagosu pred dvéma dny, béhem kterého aerolinky Virgin America hlasily
informace o charitativni ¢innosti v Indii, Africe a jinych zemich*.

Takze po tom, co jsem stravila par let v USA jako Africanka, jsem zacala chapat, pro¢ na
mé moje spolubydlici takto reagovala. Kdybych nevyrostla v Nigérii a vSechno, co bych
o Africe védéla, by pochazelo z propagacnich fotek, také bych si myslela, Ze Afrika je mistem
prekrasnych krajin, prekrasnych zvirat a nepochopitelnych lidi, vedoucich nesmyslné
valky, umirajicich na chudobu a AIDS, neschopnych mluvit sami za sebe, cekajicich na
zachranu dobrotivym, bilym cizincem. Vidéla bych Africany stejnym zplisobem, jako jsem
jako dité vidéla Fideho rodinu.

Tento jediny pribéh o Africe pochazi, domnivam se, ze Zapadni literatury. Tady je citace
ze zapiska londynského kupce jménem John Locke, ktery plul do zapadni Afriky v roce
1561 a vedl si fascinujici zapisky o své cesté. Poté, co popsal ¢erné Africany jako ,zvirata, co
nemaji domy*, pise: ,Jsou to také lidé bez hlav, kteri maji tista a oci v prsou.”

Smala jsem se pokazdé, kdyz jsem to Cetla. Musite uznat, Ze predstavivost Johna Locka
je obdivuhodna. Ale to podstatné na jeho zapiscich je, Ze reprezentuji pocatek tradice
vypravéni pribéht o Africe na Zapadé. Tradice subsaharské Afriky jako mista negativ,
rozdilnosti, temna, lidi, kteri, slovy skvélého basnika Rudyarda Kiplinga, jsou ,napiil dably,
napiil détmi“.

A tak jsem si zacala uvédomovat, ze moje americka spolubydlici musela béhem svého
zivota vidét a slySet rtizné verze tohoto jediného pribéhu, stejné jako jeden profesor, ktery
mi jednou rekl, Ze moje kniha neni ,autenticky africkd“. Ja jsem byla ochotna pripustit, Ze
nékteré véci ohledné té knihy nebyly tplné v poradku, Ze v nékolika mistech selhala. Ale
popravdé mé nenapadlo, zZe selhala pri dosahovani ¢ehosi jménem africka autenti¢nost.
Vlastné jsem vibec netusila, co to autenticka Afrika je. Ten profesor mi rekl, Ze moje
postavy jsou prili§ jako on, vzdélany muz ze stfedni tridy. Moje postavy ridily auta.
Nehladovély. Tim padem nebyly autenticky africké.

Ale musim rychle dodat, Ze ija jsem vinna, co se jediného pribéhu tyce. Pred nékolika lety
jsem navstivila Mexiko z USA. Politicka atmosféra v USA byla v té dobé napjata. A vedly se
debaty o pristéhovalectvi. A jak se v Americe Casto stava, imigrace se stala synonymem
pro Mexicany. Existoval bezpocet pribéht o Mexicanech jako o lidech, kteti odirali zdra-
votnicky systém, plizili se pres hranice, byli zatykani na hranicich a tak podobné.



Pamatuji si, jak jsem se prvni den prochazela po Guadalajare a pozorovala lidi, jak jdou
do prace, jak bali tortilly na trzisti, koufi, sméji se. Vzpominam si, Ze jsem nejprve byla
lehce prekvapena a pak mé zalil stud. Doslo mi, Ze jsem byla tak ponorena do zpravodaj-
stvi o Mexicanech, ze se v mé mysli slili vjednu véc, v bidného pristéhovalce. Uvérila jsem
jedinému pribéhu o Mexicanech a nemohla jsem se za sebe vic stydét. Takto se tvorijediny
pribéh — ukazujete skupinu lidi jako jednu véc, jednu jedinou véc, porad dokola, dokud
se ji nestanou.

Je nemozné mluvit o jediném pribéhu, aniZ bychom nemluvili o moci. V jazyce igho
existuje slovo, na které si vzpomenu, kdykoliv premyslim o strukture moci ve svété — slo-
vo ,nkali“ Je to podstatné jméno, které lze volné prelozit jako , byt vétsi nez druhy“. Stejné
jako nase ekonomické a politické svéty i pribehy jsou definovany principem nkali. To, jak
jsou vypravény, kdo je vypravi, kdy je vypravi, kolik jich je vypravéno, zavisi na moci.

Moc je schopnost nejen vypravét pribéh jiného clovéka, ale udélat z néj i definitivni
pribéh toho clovéka. Palestinsky basnik Mourid Barghouti pise, Ze pokud chcete uzurpo-
vat skupinu lidi, nejjednodussi zptisob je vypravét jejich pribéh a zacit slovem ,zadruhé*.
Zacnéte pribéh sipy indiand misto prichodem Britli a dostanete zcela jiny pribéh. Zacnéte
pribéh selhanim afrického statu namisto vzniku kolonialniho afrického statu a dostanete
zcela jiny pribéh.

Nedavno jsem méla proslov na univerzité, kde mi jeden student rekl, jak strasné ostud-
né je, Ze nigerijsti muZi jsou nasilnici jako postava otce v mé knize. Tak jsem mu fekla,
zZe jsem zrovna Cetla knihu jménem ,, Americké psycho“ a Ze je skutecné ostudné, Ze mladi
Americané jsou masovi vrazi. To jsem samozrejmé rekla v lehkém podrazdéni.

Nikdy by mé nenapadlo myslet si, Ze jenom proto, Ze jsem cetla knihu, ve které byla jedna
postava sériovym vrahem, Ze by néjakym zptisobem reprezentovala vSechny Americany.
A neni to proto, Ze bych byla lep§im ¢lovékem nez ten student, ale kvili kulturni a eko-
nomické moci Ameriky. Zndm mnoho pfibéhidl o Americe. Cetla jsem Tylera a Updika
a Steinbecka a Gaitskilla. Neméla jsem jen jediny pribéh o Americe.

KdyzZ jsem se pred nékolika lety dozvédéla, Ze spisovatelé musi mit opravdu nestastna
détstvi, aby se stali uspésnymi, zacala jsem premyslet, jak bych si mohla vymyslet désivé
udalosti, které mi rodice provedli. Pravdou je, Ze jsem méla velmi $tastné détstvi, plné
smichu a lasky, v blizce spojené rodiné.

Ale méla jsem i dédecky, ktefi zemreli v uprchlickych taborech. Mij bratranec Polle
zemrel, protoze nedostal odpovidajici zdravotni péci. Jeden z mych nejblizSich pratel,
Okoloma, zemrel pri leteckém nestésti, protoze hasici vozy nemély vodu. Vyrtstala jsem
pod represivnimi vojenskymi vladami, které devalvovaly vzdélani, takze moji rodice
obcas nedostali vyplatu. A tak jsem jako dité vidéla, jak ze snidané mizi marmelada, pak
zmizel margarin, pak uz byli chleba moc drahy a mléko zacalo byt na pridély. A predevsim
jakysi normalizovany politicky strach vtrhnul do nasich Zivott.

VSechny tyto pribéhy mé utvarely. Ale trvat jen na téch negativnich pribézich znamena
zplostit moje zazitky a prehlédnout tu spoustu ostatnich pribéhd, které mé utvarely.
Jediny pribéh vytvari stereotypy. A problém se stereotypy neni, Ze jsou nepravdivé, ale ze
jsou neuplné. Z jednoho pribéhu délaji jediny.

Samozrejmé, Ze Afrika je kontinent plny katastrof. Obrovskych, jako hrizna znasilnéni
v Kongu. Skli¢ujicich, jako treba fakt, ze na kazdé volné pracovni misto v Nigérii pripada



5 000 uchazecu. Ale existuji jiné pribéhy, které nejsou o katastrofach. A je velice dtlezité,
uplné stejné dalezité, o nich mluvit.

Vzdycky mi pripadalo nemozné rfadné se zabyvat mistem nebo osobou, aniz bychom se
zabyvali vSemi pribéhy, které se k nim vazou. Nasledek jediného pribéhu je jeden: bere
lidem dustojnost. ZtéZuje nam vnimani lidské rovnosti. Zdiiraziuje to, v em jsme jini,
spi$ nez to, v ¢em jsme stejni.

Co kdybych pred svoji cestou do Mexika sledovala debatu o pristéhovalectvi z obou
stran, americké i mexické? Co kdyby nam moje matka fekla, Ze Fideho rodina je chuda
a pracovita? Co kdybychom méli africkou televizni sit, ktera by vysilala rozmanité africké
pribéhy po celém svété? To, Cemu nigerijsky spisovatel Chinua Achebe tika ,vyvdZenost
pribehi”.

Co kdyby moje spolubydlici védéla o mém nigerijském vydavateli, Muktovi Bakaray,
mimoradném muzi, ktery opustil praci v bance a el za svym snem zaloZit vydavatelstvi?
Selsky rozum rika, ze Nigerijci nectou literaturu. On s tim nesouhlasil. Citil, ze lidé, kteri
by mohli, by cetli, kdyby byla literatura dostupna.

Kratce po tom, co vydal moji prvni knihu, jsem $§la na interview do televizni stanice
v Lagosu. A Zena, ktera tam pracovala jako poslicek, mé oslovila a rekla: ,Vase kniha se
mi opravdu libila. Nelibil se mi konec. Musite napsat pokracovdni a v ném bude ndsledujici...“
A zacalami povidat, co mam do toho pokracovani napsat. Nejen, Ze mé to okouzlilo. Dojalo
meé to. Stala prede mnou obycejna Zena nigerijského lidu, ktera podle vseho neméla umét
Cist. Nejen, ze knihu Cetla, ona se s ni ztotoznila a citila dGvod mi fict, co mam napsat do
pokracovani.

Co kdyby moje spolubydlici védéla o mé kamaradce Fumi Onda, nebojacné Zené, ktera
ma vlastni televizni show v Lagosu a je odhodlana vypravét pribéhy, které bychom
radéji zapomnéli? Co kdyby moje spolubydlici védéla o operaci srdce, ktera byla prove-
dena v lagoské nemocnici minuly tyden? Co kdyby moje spolubydlici védéla o soucasné
nigerijské hudbé? Talentovani lidé, zpivajici anglicky a pidginem a v jazyce igho a yoruba
a ijo, michajici vlivy od Jay-Z pres Fela a Boba Marleye az po jejich dédecky. Co kdyby
moje spolubydlici védéla o pravnicce, ktera §la nedavno v Nigérii k soudu, aby napadla
smésny zakon, ktery prikazoval Zenam ziskat manzeliv souhlas, aby si mohly obnovit
pas? Co kdyby moje spolubydlici védéla o Nollywoodu plném prikopniki, tvoticich filmy
navzdory technickym nedostatkiim? Filmy tak popularni, Ze jsou tim nejlepsim prikladem
Nigerijc konzumujicich to, co vytvareji. Co kdyby moje spolubydlici védéla o mé skvélé,
ambiciézni kadernici, ktera nedavno rozjela vlastni obchod s pricesky? Nebo o milionech
jinych Nigerijcti, kteri se pousti do podnikani a obcas selZou, ale nevzdavaji se své ambice?

Pokazdé, kdyz jsem doma, jsem konfrontovana se vSim, co irituje vétSinu Nigerijcu:
nase Spatna infrastruktura a $patna vlada. Ale také s neuvéritelnou nezlomnosti lidi, kteri
prosperuji navzdory vladé, spis nez diky ni. Kazdé léto vedu workshopy psani v Lagosu.
A jsem ohromena, kolik lidi se hlasi, kolik lidi chce horlivé psat a vypravét pribéhy.

S mym nigerijskym nakladatelem jsme zalozili neziskovku jménem Farafina Trust.
A mame velké sny o stavbé knihoven a renovaci knihoven, které uz existuji, a poskytovani
knih statnim skolam, které ve svych knihovnach nemaji nic, a také organizaci mnoha
a mnoha workshoptl ¢teni a psani pro vSechny ty lidi, ktefi chtéji vypravét rozmani-
té pribéhy. Na pribézich zalezi. Na rozmanitosti pribéhti zalezi. Pribéhy byly zneuzity



k pomluvam a uzurpaci. Ale pribéhy mohou zaroven dodavat silu a zuslechtovat. Pribéhy
mohou zlomit hrdost skupiny lidi. Ale pribéhy mohou tu zlomenou hrdost i napravit.

Americka spisovatelka Alice Walker napsala toto o svych jizanskych pribuznych, kteti se
prestéhovalina sever. Ukazala jim knihu o tom jizanském Zivoté, ktery opustili., Poseddvali
a sami si tu knihu Cetli, poslouchali, jak tu knihu ctu ja, a znovunabyli jakéhosi rdje.”

Rada bych skoncila jednou myslenkou: kdyZ odmitneme jednothly pribéh, kdyz si
uvédomime, Ze nikdy neexistuje jen jeden ptibéh o jakémkoliv misté, znovunabydeme
jakéhosi raje.

Dékuji.



Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie

“The danger of a single story” (Speech held in July 2009)

I'm a storyteller. And I would like to tell you a few personal stories about what I like to
call “the danger of the single story”. I grew up on a university campus in eastern Nigeria.
My mother says that I started reading at the age of two, although I think four is probably
close to the truth. So I was an early reader, and what I read were British and American
children’s books.

I was also an early writer, and when I began to write, at about the age of seven, stories
in pencil with crayon illustrations that my poor mother was obligated to read, I wrote
exactly the kinds of stories I was reading: All my characters were white and blue-eyed,
they played in the snow, they ate apples, and they talked a lot about the weather, how
lovely it was that the sun had come out. Now, this despite the fact that I lived in Nigeria.
I had never been outside Nigeria. We didn’t have snow, we ate mangoes, and we never
talked about the weather, because there was no need to.

My characters also drank a lot of ginger beer because the characters in the British books
I read drank ginger beer. Never mind that I had no idea what ginger beer was. And for
many years afterwards, I would have a desperate desire to taste ginger beer. But that is
another story.

What this demonstrates, I think, is how impressionable and vulnerable we are in the
face of a story, particularly as children. Because all I had read were books in which cha-
racters were foreign, I had become convinced that books by their very nature had to have
foreigners in them and had to be about things with which I could not personally identify.
Things changed when I discovered African books. There weren’t many of them available,
and they weren’t quite as easy to find as the foreign books.

But because of writers like Chinua Achebe and Camara Laye I went through a mental
shift in my perception of literature. I realized that people like me, girls with skin the color
of chocolate, whose kinky hair could not form ponytails, could also exist in literature.
I started to write about things I recognized.

Now, Iloved those American and British booksIread. They stirred my imagination. They
opened up new worlds for me. But the unintended consequence was that I did not know
that people like me could exist in literature. So what the discovery of African writers did
for me was this: It saved me from having a single story of what books are.

I come from a conventional, middle-class Nigerian family. My father was a professor.
My mother was an administrator. And so we had, as was the norm, live-in domestic help,
who would often come from nearby rural villages. So the year I turned eight we gota new
house boy. His name was Fide. The only thing my mother told us about him was that his
family was very poor. My mother sent yams and rice, and our old clothes, to his family.
And when I didn’t finish my dinner my mother would say, “Finish your food! Don’t you
know? People like Fide’s family have nothing”. So I felt enormous pity for Fide’s family.

Then one Saturday we went to his village to visit, and his mother showed us a beautifully
patterned basket made of dyed raffia that his brother had made. I was startled. It had not
occurred to me thatanybody in his family could actually make something. All  had heard
about them was how poor they were, so that it had become impossible for me to see them
as anything else but poor. Their poverty was my single story of them.



Years later, I thought about this when I left Nigeria to go to university in the United
States. I was 19. My American roommate was shocked by me. She asked where I had
learned to speak English so well, and was confused when I said that Nigeria happened
to have English as its official language. She asked if she could listen to what she called
my “tribal music”, and was consequently very disappointed when I produced my tape of
Mariah Carey. She assumed that I did not know how to use a stove.

What struck me was this: She had felt sorry for me even before she saw me. Her default
position toward me, as an African, was a kind of patronizing, well-meaning pity. My
roommate had a single story of Africa: a single story of catastrophe. In this single story
there was no possibility of Africans being similar to her in any way, no possibility of
feelings more complex than pity, no possibility of a connection as human equals.

I must say that before I went to the U.S. I didn’t consciously identify as African. But in
the U.S. whenever Africa came up people turned to me. Never mind that I knew nothing
about places like Namibia. But I did come to embrace this new identity, and in many ways
I think of myself now as African. Although I still get quite irritable when Africa is referred
to asa country, the most recent example being my otherwise wonderful flight from Lagos
two days ago, in which there was an announcement on the Virgin flight about the charity
work in “India, Africa and other countries”.

So after  had spent some years in the U.S. as an African, I began to understand my room-
mate’s response to me. If [ had not grown up in Nigeria, and if all I knew about Africa
were from popular images, I too would think that Africa was a place of beautiful land-
scapes, beautiful animals, and incomprehensible people, fighting senseless wars, dying of
poverty and AIDS, unable to speak for themselves and waiting to be saved by a kind, white
foreigner. I would see Africans in the same way that [, as a child, had seen Fide’s family.

This single story of Africa ultimately comes, I think, from Western literature. Now,
here is a quote from the writing of a London merchant called John Locke, who sailed to
west Africa in 1561 and kept a fascinating account of his voyage. After referring to the
black Africans as “beasts who have no houses’, he writes, “They are also people without heads,
having their mouth and eyes in their breasts’.

Now, I've laughed every time I've read this. And one must admire the imagination of
John Locke. But what is important about his writing is that it represents the beginning
of a tradition of telling African stories in the West: A tradition of Sub-Saharan Africa as
a place of negatives, of difference, of darkness, of people who, in the words of the wonder-
ful poet Rudyard Kipling, are “half devil, half child”.

And so I began to realize that my American roommate must have throughout her life
seen and heard different versions of this single story, as had a professor, who once told
me that my novel was not “authentically African”. Now, I was quite willing to contend
that there were a number of things wrong with the novel, that it had failed in a number
of places, but I had not quite imagined that it had failed at achieving something called
African authenticity. In fact I did not know what African authenticity was. The professor
told me that my characters were too much like him, an educated and middle-class man.
My characters drove cars. They were not starving. Therefore they were not authentically
African.

But I must quickly add that I too am just as guilty in the question of the single story.
A few years ago, I visited Mexico from the U.S. The political climate in the U.S. at the time



was tense, and there were debates going on about immigration. And, as often happens in
America, immigration became synonymous with Mexicans. There were endless stories of
Mexicans as people who were fleecing the healthcare system, sneaking across the border,
being arrested at the border, that sort of thing.

I remember walking around on my first day in Guadalajara, watching the people going
to work, rolling up tortillas in the marketplace, smoking, laughing. I remember first
feeling slight surprise. And then I was overwhelmed with shame. I realized thatI had been
so immersed in the media coverage of Mexicans that they had become one thing in my
mind, the abject immigrant. I had bought into the single story of Mexicans and I could not
have been more ashamed of myself. So that is how to create a single story, show a people
as one thing, as only one thing, over and over again, and that is what they become.

It is impossible to talk about the single story without talking about power. There is
a word, an Igbo word, that I think about whenever I think about the power structures of
the world, and it is “nkali”. It's a noun that loosely translates to “to be greater than another”.
Like our economic and political worlds, stories too are defined by the principle of nkali:
How they are told, who tells them, when they’re told, how many stories are told, are really
dependent on power.

Power is the ability not just to tell the story of another person, but to make it the defini-
tive story of that person. The Palestinian poet Mourid Barghouti writes that if you want
to dispossess a people, the simplest way to do it is to tell their story and to start with,

“secondly”. Start the story with the arrows of the Native Americans, and not with the arrival
of the British, and you have an entirely different story. Start the story with the failure of
the African state, and not with the colonial creation of the African state, and you have an
entirely different story.

I recently spoke at a university where a student told me that it was such a shame that
Nigerian men were physical abusers like the father character in my novel. I told him that
I had just read a novel called American Psycho — and that it was such a shame that young
Americans were serial murderers. Now, obviously I said this in a fit of mild irritation.

But it would never have occurred to me to think that just because I had read a novel in
which a character was a serial killer that he was somehow representative of all Ameri-
cans. This is not because I am a better person than that student, but because of America’s
cultural and economic power, I had many stories of America.  had read Tyler and Updike
and Steinbeck and Gaitskill. I did not have a single story of America.

When Ilearned, some years ago, that writers were expected to have had really unhappy
childhoods to be successful, I began to think about how I could invent horrible things my
parents had done to me. But the truth is that I had a very happy childhood, full of laughter
and love, in a very close-knit family.

But I also had grandfathers who died in refugee camps. My cousin Polle died because
he could not get adequate healthcare. One of my closest friends, Okoloma, died in a plane
crash because our fire trucks did not have water. I grew up under repressive military
governments that devalued education, so that sometimes my parents were not paid their
salaries. And so, as a child, I saw jam disappear from the breakfast table, then margarine
disappeared, then bread became too expensive, then milk became rationed. And most of
all, a kind of normalized political fear invaded our lives.
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All of these stories make me who I am. But to insist on only these negative stories is to
flatten my experience and to overlook the many other stories that formed me. The single
story creates stereotypes, and the problem with stereotypes is not that they are untrue,
but that they are incomplete. They make one story become the only story.

Of course, Africa is a continent full of catastrophes: There are immense ones, such as
the horrific rapes in Congo and depressing ones, such as the fact that 5,000 people apply
for one job vacancy in Nigeria. But there are other stories that are not about catastrophe,
and it is very important, it is just as important, to talk about them.

I've always felt that it is impossible to engage properly with a place or a person without
engaging with all of the stories of that place and that person. The consequence of the
single story is this: It robs people of dignity. It makes our recognition of our equal huma-
nity difficult. It emphasizes how we are different rather than how we are similar.

So what if before my Mexican trip I had followed the immigration debate from both
sides, the U.S. and the Mexican? What if my mother had told us that Fide’s family was
poor and hardworking? What if we had an African television network that broadcast
diverse African stories all over the world? What the Nigerian writer Chinua Achebe calls
“a balance of stories”.

What if my roommate knew about my Nigerian publisher, Mukta Bakaray, a remark-
able man who left his job in a bank to follow his dream and start a publishing house? Now,
the conventional wisdom was that Nigerians don’t read literature. He disagreed. He felt
that people who could read, would read, if you made literature affordable and available
to them.

Shortly after he published my first novel I went to a TV station in Lagos to do an inter-
view, and a woman who worked there as a messenger came up to me and said, “I really
liked your novel. I didn’t like the ending. Now you must write a sequel, and this is what will
happen..” And she went on to tell me what to write in the sequel. I was not only charmed,
I was very moved. Here was a woman, part of the ordinary masses of Nigerians, who were
not supposed to be readers. She had not only read the book, but she had taken ownership
of it and felt justified in telling me what to write in the sequel.

Now, what if my roommate knew about my friend Fumi Onda, a fearless woman who
hosts a TV show in Lagos, and is determined to tell the stories that we prefer to forget?
What if my roommate knew about the heart procedure that was performed in the Lagos
hospital last week? What if my roommate knew about contemporary Nigerian music,
talented people singing in English and Pidgin, and Igbo and Yoruba and Ijo, mixing
influences from Jay-Z to Fela to Bob Marley to their grandfathers. What if my room-
mate knew about the female lawyer who recently went to court in Nigeria to challenge
a ridiculous law that required women to get their husband’s consent before renewing
their passports? What if my roommate knew about Nollywood, full of innovative people
making films despite great technical odds, films so popular that they really are the best
example of Nigerians consuming what they produce? What if my roommate knew about
my wonderfully ambitious hair braider, who has just started her own business selling
hair extensions? Or about the millions of other Nigerians who start businesses and some-
times fail, but continue to nurse ambition?

Every time I am home I am confronted with the usual sources of irritation for most
Nigerians: our failed infrastructure, our failed government, but also by the incredible

1



resilience of people who thrive despite the government, rather than because of it. I teach
writing workshops in Lagos every summer, and it is amazing to me how many people
apply, how many people are eager to write, to tell stories.

My Nigerian publisher and I have just started a non-profit called Farafina Trust, and
we have big dreams of building libraries and refurbishing libraries that already exist and
providing books for state schools that don’t have anything in their libraries, and also of
organizing lots and lots of workshops, in reading and writing, for all the people who are
eager to tell our many stories. Stories matter. Many stories matter. Stories have been used
to dispossess and to malign, but stories can also be used to empower and to humanize.
Stories can break the dignity of a people, but stories can also repair that broken dignity.

The American writer Alice Walker wrote this about her Southern relatives who had
moved to the North. She introduced them to a book about the Southern life that they
had left behind: “They sat around, reading the book themselves, listening to me read the book,
and a kind of paradise was regained”. I would like to end with this thought: That when we
reject the single story, when we realize that there is never a single story about any place,
we regain a kind of paradise.

Thank you.

Zdroj
http:/www.ted.com/talks/lang/cs/chimamanda_adichie_the_danger_of_a_single_story.html
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Nebezpeci jediného pribéhu
Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie

Diskutujte nasledujici otazky:

- Co Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie mini pojmem ,jediny pribéh“? Jaké je nebezpeci
jediného pribéhu?

- Na zacatku svého projevu Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie popisuje, jak ji jako dité
ovlivnily knihy, které cetla. Jaky vliv to byl na zac¢atku? Co zménilo jeji nazor?

- Premyslej o svém détstvi: jakymi knihami, pfibéhy nebo filmy jsi byl/a ovlivnén/a?
Jakym zptisobem Té tyto pribéhy ovlivnily?

- Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie popisuje , africké pribéhy na Zapadé“. Jaky druh obra-
zu je obvykle vykreslovan na Zapadé, kdyZ mluvime o Africe? Proc je tento obraz
tak nedplny?

- Autorka popisuje, Zze ona sama ma také , jediné pribéhy“v hlavé — napriklad o me-
xickych imigrantech do USA. Jaké ,jediné pribéhy“ se podle tebe objevuji v nasi
spolecnosti?

- Jak miizeme my vsichni pracovat na nasich ,jedinych pribézich“? Jaké strategie
muizou pomoci v boji proti , jedinym pribéhiim“v nasi spolecnosti? O jakych strate-
giich se Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie zminuje?



