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Preface

Every great political philosophy was born of a wound. Plato wrote The Republic after watching his beloved Athens execute Socrates and descend into mob tyranny. Rousseau penned The Social Contract from the margins of a society that celebrated inequality as natural order. Marx and Engels composed The Communist Manifesto from the underbellies of industrial cities where children died in factory smoke. Every grand rethinking of power has been a response to unbearable reality.

This book, De la Civitocracy, is no different. It is born of the wound of a continent: Africa. a wound inflicted not merely by colonialism, though that is certainly part of it, but by something deeper: the betrayal of independence itself. Africa was freed, but its people were not liberated. The borders remained. The artificial nations remained. The tribes that hated each other remained locked in the same room, handed a constitution written in the language of Geneva and Paris, told to call themselves one people, and left to manage the consequences.  The consequences have been catastrophic.

This book is a son's tribute to his forefathers, a philosopher's challenge to the world, and a citizen's blueprint for a new order. My name is Steeve Adjeh Venance. I carry in my name the rivers and coastlines of West Africa :  the Ga of Accra, the Anlo of the Volta Basin, the French-speaking AOF that shaped my grandfather Julien Gabriel, the Christian faith of Pastor Andreas Aku who taught in Keta and dreamed of Eweland. I carry all of this. And I have written this book for all of this  and for the world that still does not understand why Africa bleeds. 

What follows is not a lament. It is a philosophy. It is a proposal. It is a plan.

We call it Civitocracy. And it will save the world.


Introduction

In 1924, a failed Austrian painter sat in Landsberg Prison and wrote the first volume of Mein Kampf. He was furious, wounded, and filled with a dark vision of the world. He blamed, he hated, he fantasized. He wrote to release demons and the demons came. Within two decades, they had consumed fifty million lives.

I am writing from a different place. Not from prison. Not from fury. I write from memory,  from the memory of my ancestors who lived, loved, built kingdoms, lost them, survived colonialism, and still dreamed of dignity. I write to release not demons, but angels.

An angel, in the oldest sense, is a messenger. What you hold in your hands is a message  from the forefathers  to the children of a future still possible.

Africa stands today at a crossroads more consequential than the Berlin Conference of 1884-1885, when European powers carved the continent like a cake on a conference table, assigning rivers and mountains and peoples to distant crowns. At that conference, no African voice was heard. Today, a different kind of conference is needed : one held not in European salons but in the hearts and minds of African thinkers, African leaders, African citizens,  one where the question is not how to divide Africa, but how to genuinely free it.

This book asks a simple but devastating question: What if democracy is not the answer for Africa?

And it proposes something far more radical, far more African, and ultimately far more just: Civitocracy, a system where power belongs not to vague 'people' but to citizens organized around their genuine nations, languages, cultures, and traditions, governed not by politicians but by experts and elders, represented not by party warriors but by ordinary men and women who serve as their own ambassadors for one year and then return to their lives.

This is the dream of my forefathers. Let us begin.

PART ONE

THE WOUND: DEMOCRACY AND ITS DISCONTENTS IN AFRICA


Chapter One: The Dream of My Forefathers — A Personal Testimony

I.  Memory of  Scattered Ga People

Before philosophy, there is story. And my story begins on the coast of West Africa, where two great people: the Ga and the Anlo-Ewe or the Ewe in general were scattered by history but never separated in soul.

My father, VENANCE Cesar J. Raymond Tete Kofi Raoul, carries in his very name a map of diaspora. He is both Ga and Anlo: a man of the sea, of trade winds, of old kingdoms. His paternal lineage belongs to the Touglo clan, a royal Ga family who departed from Accra after a moment of historical tragedy that would echo across generations.

The story begins with the Akwamu War. In the late seventeenth century, the Akwamu kingdom, a powerful Akan state, launched a devastating assault on Accra. According to oral tradition preserved in the Touglo lineage, the King of Accra was betrayed not by an external enemy alone, but by treachery from within. Allies failed. Alliances collapsed. The Akwamu took the Christiansborg Castle in 1677, and the Ga of Accra were scattered. Some fled east. Some assimilated. The Touglo clan migrated along the coast  through Anlo territory, past the Volta, settling eventually in Agoue, Adjigo, and the coastal communities straddling what is today Togo and Benin. They brought with them their names. And names, among the Ga, are not decorative. They are identity. They are destiny. They are memory.

In the Ga naming tradition, certain names recur across generations in a spiritual pattern of continuity: Adjeh, Adjeteh, Adjeleh, Adjokoh, Teleh, Tete. These names cannot be inherited by non-Ga people. They cannot be transmitted outside the lineage. They are, in the deepest sense, a living constitution, a genetic inscription that says: We were here. We are one nation. We carry one destiny, even scattered along the coasts of Ghana, Togo, and Benin. We cannot lose ourselves.

The twin great-grandfather of my father's paternal line was Touglo Akouete. His grandson, Julien Gabriel, was born in Agoue in 1898,  the product of a union between Touglo Akouete and Pereira Anoumou Laura, a woman whose own name reflects the intermarriage of African lineages with Portuguese and Brazilian trading families that characterized the Gulf of Guinea coast in the nineteenth century. In 1928, Julien Gabriel made a decision that marked the colonial era's peculiar cruelty: he chose French citizenship. He adopted the name VENANCE  of  a Catholic priest (who carried the name Venance as a first name ) at his baptism. He became VENANCE Julien Gabriel.

This man,  my great-grandfather rose to become one of the first Black ‘Inspecteur and Commissaire de Police, and Secretaire des Greffes et Parquets de l'Afrique Occidentale Francaise (AOF)’. He was brilliant, disciplined, and deeply modern. And yet, he never forgot his Ga roots. To his first son, he insisted on adding 'Adjete',  the traditional Ga designation  because identity must survive even the most sophisticated forms of colonial absorption. Acculturation is not assimilation. Memory is resistance.

II. The Dream of Eweland: Pastor Andreas Aku and the Anlo Vision

On my father's mother's side flows the Anlo-Ewe river. My father's grandmother was Julia Folly, herself the first grandchild of Pastor Andreas Aku , a man who deserves more than a footnote in history.

Andreas Aku was born in 1863 at Adaklu Waya, in what is today the Volta Region of Ghana. He came from the Tsigbe clan of the Ewe people. He became a pastor, a teacher, and a visionary. He married Carolina Steffens, daughter of a Danish trader and a Keta woman again, that extraordinary coastal West African lineage, where European and African bloodlines merged not through conquest but through commerce and, sometimes, genuine affection.

Together, Pastor Aku and Carolina Steffens had eight children: Monika, Angelica, Paulina, Constantin, Fridoline, the twin sisters Juliana and Mariana, and Martin. He taught in Keta, one of the great trading towns of the Volta coast  where the Bremen Mission had established schools that would produce some of the most educated Africans of the early twentieth century. The Aku household was one of prayer, learning, and cultural pride.

But Andreas Aku carried a political vision that transcended his pastoral duties: the dream of Eweland. The Ewe people, a nation with a common language, common traditions, common spiritual practices had been divided by colonial borders. The British held the Gold Coast; the Germans held Togoland; later, the French took part of it. The Ewe people found themselves citizens of multiple European empires, separated by lines drawn on maps in Berlin. Pastor Aku and his contemporaries dreamed of a reunified Eweland, a state in which the Ewe would govern themselves as one nation, in their own tongue, according to their own customs.

This was not tribalism. This was the most natural political aspiration in the world: the desire to live together with your own people, to speak your own language without shame, to be governed by laws that reflect your own values.

It was also, tragically, a dream that the postcolonial settlement would crush.

III. What the Forefathers Taught Us About Political Organization

Long before the first European foot touched the soil of West Africa, the people of this region had developed sophisticated systems of political organization. The Ga had a system of governance centered on their Mantse (King) and a council of elders. Each Ga quarter  had its own governance structure, its own traditions, its own leadership, while remaining part of the larger Ga federation.

The Ewe had the Awoamefia, the paramount chief of the Anlo state, and below him a hierarchy of clan heads, town chiefs, and spiritual leaders. The system was participatory in a deeply African sense: decisions were made through consensus, elders were respected, and the people, the actual citizens of each community had voice through their clan representatives.

These were not primitive systems. They were sophisticated, layered, self-regulating governance architectures that had maintained peace, managed resources, resolved disputes, and preserved culture for centuries. They were, in essence, confederal systems long before the European Enlightenment invented the word 'confederation.'

And they were destroyed  not by African incompetence, but by European design.

"The most potent weapon in the hands of the oppressor is the mind of the oppressed." ( Biko, 1978)

What the forefathers dreamed of  and what this book proposes  is the recovery of this organizational wisdom, updated for the twenty-first century, dressed in the language of modern political philosophy, and offered not just to Africa but to the world.


Chapter Two: The Berlin Conference and the Architecture of African Dysfunction

I. The Crime of 1884-1885

On November 15, 1884, thirteen European nations gathered in Berlin at the invitation of German Chancellor Otto von Bismarck. They called it the 'Congo Conference.' They claimed it was about ending the Arab slave trade and opening Africa to free trade and civilization. What they actually did was one of the most audacious acts of collective theft in human history: they divided the African continent among themselves.

They drew 10,000 miles of new borders , straight lines across mountains, rivers, valleys, forests, and peoples. They used rulers on maps. They consulted atlases. They did not consult a single African.

The French got the vast Sahel and West African interior. The British got the Gold Coast, Nigeria, East Africa. The Germans got Togoland, Cameroon, and South West Africa. The Portuguese kept their coastal enclaves. The Belgians got the Congo  given personally to King Leopold II as his 'private property,' an arrangement that would produce one of the greatest genocides in human history.

In one conference, over a few months, the political geography of an entire continent was rewritten. Families were divided. Nations were split. People who had lived in organized independence for centuries found themselves suddenly 'subjects' of distant crowns they had never seen, administered by governors who did not speak their languages, taxed for the construction of railroads they did not need, conscripted for wars they did not understand.

The wound of the Berlin Conference has never healed. Every conflict in Africa today — from the Democratic Republic of Congo to Ethiopia, from Mali to Sudan  has its roots in those lines drawn on November 15, 1884.

"They came. They saw. They divided."  ( Nkrumah, 1963)

II. Which European Country Has As Many Languages?

Consider the following thought experiment that lies at the heart of this book's political argument: how many languages are spoken in Switzerland? Several : German, French, Italian... The Swiss solution? Federalism. Each linguistic community governs itself in its own language. The federal government coordinates. The result is one of the most stable, prosperous, and peaceful nations on earth.

Belgium has two main
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I. The Three Pillars of a Nation








II. The Case of Ghana: A Nation of Nations








III. The Threat of Linguistic Hegemony






Chapter Seven: Civitocracy — The Architecture of a New Order

I. The Philosophical Foundation







II. The Structure of Civitocracy: A Detailed Blueprint

d2d_images/cover.jpg
A PHILOSOPHY OF CITIZEN POWER, %,
- CULTURAL NATIONS, AND A NEW ORDER FOR AFRICA

" FROM THE WOUNDS OF COLONIAL
TO THE HEALING OF CITIZEN NATIONS

NOT DEMOCRACY. NOT AUTOCRACY.

CIVITOCRACY.
GOVERNMENT OF THE CITIZENS, BY THE CITIZENS, FOR THE CITIZENS.
P

STEEVE ADJEH VENANCE






