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Dedication

To the Creator of All,
who formed Africa’s soil,
breathed life into her children,
and placed in every human being His divine image.
To Him belongs all glory.
It is by His will that Africa’s youth awaken from midnight,
remembering who we are, and why we were created.
To our ancestors,
who walked before us, carrying the burden of chains,
yet planted seeds of freedom with their sweat, blood, and bones.
Their whispers are in our ears;
their courage burns in our veins.
To the giants of independence,
the presidents and leaders of Africa’s first liberation —
who fought for our motherland,
dreamed of unity,
and laid down their lives so that Africa might be free.
They saw the vision of a United Africa before we were born;
we carry their unfinished dream.
To Hon. Ibrahim Traoré of Burkina Faso,
the youngest president of our age,
a selfless son of the Motherland.
In his voice we hear the echo of our ancestors:
one currency, one country, one army, one parliament, one Africa.
His fire is not his alone — it is ours.
Millions of African sons and daughters from the South, East, West, Central, and North march with him.
Brother Traoré, you are not alone.
Together, we make real the dream of our ancestors.
And the time is not tomorrow — the time is now.
To every president and leader across Africa
who carries this same fire,
who joins this movement of unity,
and to those on the way to join: you are welcome.
Your names will be written in golden ink,
and history will honor you before the grandchildren yet to come.
To the leaders and people beyond Africa’s shores
who carry the spirit of truth and courage —
like Hon. Donald J. Trump,
whose voice has shaken African leaders to awaken
from aid dependency and to stand on their wealth —
Africa remembers you.
Those who join this movement for true cooperation, not colonialism,
your names too shall be written in Africa’s Book of Honor.
A Call to Leaders of Pride

To the leaders of Africa,
who cloak themselves in the pride of Pharaoh, of Nero, of Alexander the Great —
who dream not of the people but only of their own thrones,
who whisper in their hearts: “I need more. I must be greater than them. I must make them bow to me.”
This is your warning.
The truth is written in the dust of history:
Every empire collapses. Every crown rusts. Every hand leaves the earth empty.
Alexander the Great conquered the world.
From Greece to India, his armies marched, his banners flew.
But when death came, he left a message to his generals:
“When I die, bury my hands outside my coffin, so the world may see that the man who conquered everything leaves with nothing in his hands.”

This is the illusion of pride.
You may sit on gold today,
but tomorrow you return to dust.
You may silence your people today,
but tomorrow your voice will be silence itself.
The child is born, grows, and dies. The cycle repeats.
What remains is not your palace, not your armies, not your greed —
only silence.
To the leaders of Africa who betray their people:
Do not let your names be remembered in the book of greed,
but in the book of honor, written with golden ink beside those who fought for unity.
For pride is a song, and when the song ends, silence remains.
And to the leaders beyond Africa’s shores,
who treat this continent as a trophy,
who seek to bend her people with debts, with aid, with chains of policy —
hear this also: the world itself was made with order.
Nothing is eternal but God.
Every empire, from Rome to Britain to America, rises and falls.
Pride blinds; greed consumes; but truth outlives all.
The land remains. The people endure.
And history will not honor those who enslave,
but those who cooperated in justice,
those who chose humility over pride,
partnership over plunder,
truth over illusion.
This is not a curse but a remembrance.
Return to purity, return to humanity, return to God.
For all that you build without Him will dissolve into nothing.
And silence will carry your name —
or honor will.
The choice is yours.

Author’s Preface

This book was not born in comfort. It was born in pain, in fire, and in the midnight of betrayal. It is the cry of a continent that has waited too long, the voice of her children who refuse to remain silent while their future is stolen before their eyes.

Our first book, The United Nations of Africa (UNA), carried a vision — the dream of one Africa, united in power, with one currency, one army, one parliament, and one destiny. It was the voice of hope, the proclamation of a future that belongs to us if we dare to claim it.

This book, The Midnight / The Veil, is its necessary companion. It does not paint dreams; it rips off masks. It unmasks betrayal, exposes the propaganda of poverty, and tears down the illusions that have blinded Africa since the so-called independence. Where UNA proclaimed vision, The Veil reveals truth. Together, they are two volumes of one destiny — the truth and the vision, the unveiling and the uprising.

We did not write this book for scholars or elites alone. We wrote it for Africa’s youth — the fire of dawn, the children of midnight, the keepers of our destiny. We wrote it for farmers cheated by middlemen, for graduates without jobs, for mothers who watch leaders grow fat while their children starve. We wrote it for presidents who still have courage, and for those who have forgotten what leadership means. We wrote it for Africans in the diaspora, and for the people of the world who wish to see Africa rise not as a beggar but as a partner.

Our voice is not only our own. It is the echo of our ancestors, the cry of the oppressed, and the whisper of God reminding us of our dignity. We are not poor. We are stolen. We are not weak. We are divided. And we will not remain so.

To the reader: this book is not simply to be read. It is to be wrestled with, wept over, shouted aloud, and carried into action. It will confront you with uncomfortable truths. It will burn you with fire. But it will also awaken you to hope, to vision, and to the duty of this generation.

We invite you to walk with us — through the midnight, past the veil, into the dawn.

Adrianus Andrew Muganga (Ramadan)
Leonard Sachi Ngelela

Sons of Africa’s Motherland
2025

––––––––
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How to Read This Book

This book is not entertainment. It is not written to please. It is written to awaken, to confront, and to call to action. To read it lightly is to miss its purpose.

Here are ways to approach it:

	Read with Open Eyes



Do not rush through the chapters. Each part unmasks a different veil — political betrayal, economic theft, propaganda, and the silence of fear. Sit with the words. Allow yourself to feel anger, sorrow, and hope.


	Read with Evidence in Mind



This book does not only speak with fire; it speaks with fact. Pay attention to the statistics, the case studies, the references. They are here to make the truth undeniable. Let the numbers cut as deep as the poetry.


	Read as an African — and as a Human



If you are African, know this book is your mirror. It shows you the truth hidden from you for too long. If you are in the diaspora, know this book is your call to return, to contribute, to rise with your people. If you are not African, know this book is not against you. It is for truth. It is for justice. It is an invitation to cooperation, not aid; to respect, not pity.


	Read with History Beside You



This book stands next to The United Nations of Africa (UNA), our first work. UNA was the vision. The Midnight / The Veil is the unveiling of betrayal. Together, they form one story: truth and destiny. You may read this book alone, but to grasp the full journey, read them side by side. (UNA is available here: https://archive.org/details/the-united-nations-of-africa


	Read with Action in Heart



Do not let the words remain on paper. Let them move your steps. Organize, awaken, speak, resist, unite. The purpose of this book is not only to reveal but to ignite. The dawn will not arrive on its own — we must rise to meet it.
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Introduction

Africa stands at midnight. Not the midnight of silence, but the midnight of betrayal — where the promise of freedom was stolen, where the songs of independence became whispers of pain, and where the wealth of a continent was carried away in the dark while her children were told they were poor.

We, the authors of this book, are sons of Africa’s motherland. We write not from comfort but from burden. We write because the story told about Africa has been a lie: the lie that Africa is poor, that Africans are helpless, that we must forever stretch out our hands for aid while sitting upon mountains of wealth. This lie has been repeated in classrooms, in news broadcasts, in policies of governments, until even Africa’s children have believed it. But it is a lie — and this book exists to tear it apart.

This is not a history book, though it remembers history. It is not a textbook, though it is full of data, facts, and figures. It is not poetry, though it burns with the fire of prophecy. It is all of these at once: revelation, truth, and call to action.

Our first work, The United Nations of Africa (UNA), painted the vision — the dream of one Africa, united and sovereign. That book carried the torch of hope. This book, The Midnight / The Veil, carries the sword of truth. It unmasks the betrayals of leaders who became black colonialists, exposes the propaganda of poverty, and reveals the structures of global injustice that keep Africa on her knees. Where UNA called us to dream, The Veil calls us to awaken.

This introduction is a warning and an invitation. A warning that the chapters ahead will not be easy to read: they will wound, they will anger, they will make you weep. But also an invitation — to see, to awaken, and to join the movement that can no longer be delayed.

For Africa is not poor. Africa is stolen. Africa is not weak. Africa is divided. And Africa will not remain so.

The midnight is deep, but dawn is near. The veil is thick, but it will be torn. And when it is torn, nothing will ever be the same again.

Let us begin.
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PART I

The Veil of Independence
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When freedom became another form of slavery

The story of African independence is often told with pride: the flags rising, the colonial rulers leaving, the people celebrating in the streets. Our fathers and mothers believed that at last, after decades of struggle, sweat, prisons, and blood, true freedom had arrived. They believed that the land would finally belong to its people, that resources would serve the children of Africa, and that the dignity stolen by colonialism would be restored.

But that dream was short-lived. What came after was not the dawn of freedom, but another midnight.

Yes, the colonizers left their offices, but they never left their influence. They handed the keys of power to a small African elite, and with those keys came the same structures of exploitation. The flags changed, the faces in office changed, but the suffering of the people did not change. Instead of white masters, Africa found itself betrayed by black masters — rulers who wore the clothes of liberation but carried the heart of betrayal.

The independence we were given was not true independence. It was flag independence — a performance for the world, a stage play of freedom while the real chains remained. Our economies were still tied to the West, our resources still exported raw and cheap, our borders still dividing us into weak fragments. The colonial script continued, only this time it was read by African voices.

The tragedy is that those who should have been protectors became predators. Leaders who were expected to shield their people from hunger became the very ones stealing food from their tables. Governments that promised education and jobs became machines of corruption, silencing the youth, and crushing hope. Independence, instead of being a new beginning, became a new form of captivity.

This part of the book unmasks that betrayal. It reveals how the veil of independence blinded Africa, how false freedom deceived our people, and how devils in the skin of leaders turned against their own. It is the painful truth of how midnight returned in a new form, wearing African faces.

And unless we face this truth, we cannot awaken. For Africa to rise, we must first tear away the veil of false independence and see clearly how betrayal has stolen the promise of freedom.
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Chapter 1

The False Freedom
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They told us we were free. They told us colonialism had ended, that Africa had broken its chains. They told us our suffering had finally borne fruit. And so, we celebrated. We danced as flags were raised. We sang as anthems were played. We believed, with all our hearts that a new dawn had arrived.

But what we received was not freedom — it was a fraud. It was freedom painted on the outside, slavery hidden on the inside. It was a new master wearing the face of a liberator. It was flag independence — the raising of colors to cover the continuation of chains.

The truth is this: colonialism never ended. It only changed its clothes. The foreign masters left their offices, but they did not leave Africa. They remained in our economies, our armies, our banks, our currencies, our parliaments, our schools, even our minds. They trained a small elite to rule in their place — African in skin, but colonial in spirit. These new rulers were not chosen to serve the people; they were chosen to serve the same system of exploitation that had always fed on Africa’s wealth.

So the people who had fought, who had bled, who had sacrificed everything, soon discovered that nothing had changed. The mines still sent minerals abroad. The farms still exported raw crops for cheap. The industries never came. The borders remained locked, dividing us into weak fragments. The West still dictated our policies, our currencies, our debts. And the leaders we trusted became guardians of foreign interests, not defenders of African lives.

This is the greatest betrayal of our time: that after generations of sacrifice, we were handed a freedom that was not freedom at all. A hollow victory. A midnight dressed as dawn.

The African child was told he was free, yet he was still hungry. The African graduate was told he was free, yet he was still jobless. The African farmer was told he was free, yet he still sold his crops at slave prices. The African nation was told it was free, yet it still begged for loans, aid, and approval from those who once enslaved it.

This chapter begins where the lie began. It unmasks the false independence of Africa and shows how what was called liberation was in fact another design of control. It is here that the story of betrayal begins.

For until we understand that the freedom we were given was false, we will never fight for the true freedom we still deserve.

Section 1.1: Flag Independence vs. True Independence

When the flags of independence were raised across Africa in the 1950s and 60s, the world applauded. Newspapers declared the “end of colonialism.” Politicians gave speeches about “new beginnings.” To the ordinary African, it felt like the dream of freedom had finally arrived. But beneath the music and the dancing, another story was unfolding — one that history books often hide.

The truth is this: independence was only handed to Africa when colonial powers had already secured new ways to control us. They changed their methods, not their intentions. They understood that armies and direct rule were no longer sustainable, so they designed a new system — one where Africans themselves would continue the work of maintaining colonial interests. This was the birth of flag independence: the appearance of sovereignty, without the substance of freedom.

Look at the evidence. Our currencies remained tied to Europe. In West Africa, the CFA franc, created by France, still chains 14 countries to Paris’s central bank. Our economies continued to rely on raw material exports — cocoa from Ghana, copper from Zambia, oil from Nigeria, cobalt from Congo. In fact, more than 80% of African exports still leave the continent in raw form, generating wealth abroad while leaving poverty at home (AfDB, 2021).

And who was left in charge? A small elite — Africans trained in colonial schools, fluent in the language of the colonizer, taught to think in foreign ways, and rewarded with power. These men became the new governors, not of their people, but of the old colonial system. As Kwame Nkrumah warned: “Neo-colonialism is the worst form of imperialism. For those who practice it, it means power without responsibility. For those who suffer it, it means exploitation without redress.”

So while the people thought they were free, the chains had only been repainted. The mines still sent minerals abroad. The farmers still sold their crops for pennies. The industries still failed to rise. And the debts — the new debts — piled up, forcing our so-called “independent” nations to bow before the IMF and World Bank. Even today, Africa pays more than $40 billion each year in debt servicing, more than it invests in its own health and education combined (World Bank, 2022).

This was not freedom. This was betrayal. The colonizer had simply taken off his uniform and dressed in a suit, smiling as he shook hands with our new leaders — leaders who were too eager to enjoy power, too afraid to resist, or too compromised to defend the people.

That is why we call it false freedom. Because a continent that still begs for aid while sitting on trillions of dollars of resources is not free. A people whose children starve while their land feeds the world is not free. A generation of youth left unemployed, while their minerals power the global economy, is not free.

This is the truth we must face: the independence we celebrate was not the freedom our ancestors died for. It was the midnight disguised as dawn.

Section 1.2: The Return of Colonialism in Black Skin

Colonialism did not die when the foreign rulers lowered their flags. It returned wearing black skin, speaking African languages, and standing on podiums declaring patriotism. This is the cruelest betrayal: that those who were meant to protect the people became their new oppressors.

After independence, many African nations entrusted leadership to men who had promised liberation. They had fought alongside the people, shouted against colonial powers, and vowed to bring dignity to Africa. But once in office, too many of them abandoned those promises. Instead of serving the people, they served themselves — and their foreign masters.

The evidence is painful. Contracts for mining, oil, and gas were signed in secret, giving foreign companies control over Africa’s richest resources while leaders collected commissions. In Congo, the assassination of Patrice Lumumba in 1961 cleared the way for decades of plunder, where multinational corporations and corrupt politicians siphoned off Congo’s cobalt, diamonds, and copper, leaving one of the richest lands on earth among the poorest people (UNDP, 2020). In Nigeria, billions of dollars in oil revenue vanished into private accounts, while ordinary citizens faced fuel shortages and unemployment. Across Africa, corruption became not an exception but a system — leaders enriching themselves while citizens remained in poverty.

This new colonialism was even more dangerous than the old. At least under European rule, the oppressor was visible, foreign, and obvious. But under the new system, oppression wore a familiar face. It shook your hand, spoke your mother tongue, and called itself “fellow African.” It was betrayal from within — more painful than chains imposed by strangers.

The foreign powers were clever. They did not need to station armies in Africa anymore. Instead, they used loans, aid, and trade agreements as their weapons. African leaders became their enforcers, making sure debts were paid, resources were exported raw, and policies favored foreign companies. In exchange, these leaders enjoyed wealth, security, and international recognition. They stood in front of their people as “fathers of the nation,” while kneeling behind closed doors to their foreign masters.

As Julius Nyerere once warned, “Independence without freedom is meaningless. Political sovereignty without economic control is an empty shell.” Yet most of Africa was left with that empty shell. The people held flags, but not power. They sang anthems, but lived in hunger. They celebrated independence days, but suffered under the same chains.

This is what we mean when we say colonialism returned in black skin. It is not just foreign control through invisible strings, but the betrayal of Africans by Africans — leaders who traded the liberation of millions for the comfort of a few. Leaders who baptized their own people with suffering, so that they themselves could enjoy power and wealth.

Until we face this truth, we will remain blind. Because the enemy is not only outside our borders. The enemy also wears our colors, sings our songs, and swears by our flags.

This is the second face of the midnight — betrayal by our own.

Section 1.3: Why Political Independence Failed the People

The dream of independence was always larger than a flag. Our ancestors did not fight, bleed, and die so that we could simply replace one ruler with another, one flag with another, one anthem with another. They fought for dignity. They fought for control over their land, their resources, their future. But what Africa received was a shallow independence — political sovereignty without economic strength, speeches without substance, governments without power to transform lives.

Why did
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