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Hunter Found Himself Hunted: 

Ivory Coast Case
Storyline by Darius Coulibal

Introduction

I grew up in a rural environment, in the north of the Ivory Coast in West Africa. Like many other kids of my age I spent the day hunting birds and playing soccer in the afternoon.  My parents always warned my brothers and I about going deep in the forest to hunt. One morning, around 10am, my friends and I went to hunt. We were walking in the forest with our slang shot while singing happily. It was a very nice day, and we were talking about what type of birds and other animal such as rabbits we wanted to kill.  Every time we walked through a field of mangoes, peanuts, or bananas plantain, we simply stole couple of fruits, or whatever that particular plantation has to offer.  We have developed that bad habit to eat whatever we found in our way. For us it was fun to climb a papaya or mangoes tree and simply eat and fill up our small hunting bags, without asking permission to the owner.  

That particular nice day, we were coming from a successful hunt. We all killed couple birds and caught a big rabbit. As we were going back home, we happened to pass by Mr.Sekongo’s plantation of mangoes. It was a big plantation and the mangoes were big and juicy. Mr. Sekongo was known for his toughness and mean demeanor, especially towards kids stealing his mangoes.  Well, that day one of my friends Ahmed suggested that we go in, and fill up our bags quickly. Ahmed was 13 years old and the oldest of the group and was also the leader. We all followed his lead. Here we are up in the trees, making all sort of noise because of the size the mangoes.  All of the sudden Ahmed yelled “here is coming Mr. Sekongo”.  We all jump and start to run leaving our bags behind us. For some reason Mr. Sekongo was running after me. He probably felt that I was the slowest in the group and could catch me easily.  The closer he got to me, the faster my heart was beating, and strangely my feet were getting heavier and heavier. After couple of minutes of chase, he finally caught me. I was so scared that I started to cry before he even laid his hands on me. He holds me tight with one hand, and was breathing hard. He was so out of breath that he could not spank me right away. So, we sat on the ground while he was catching his breath. In the meantime I could see my friend standing couple of yards away and staring at the whole scene. After couple of minutes Mr. Sekongo asked me why we stole his mangoes.  He starts to spank me, before I even answer to the question. I guess he did not expect any answer.  While I was crying Mr. Sekongo decided to go get a stick to whip me. As soon as he left my hand to grab a stick I started to run again. That time he could not catch me. I was running fast, and Mr. Sekongo stopped running after couple yards. I joined my friends and we kept running until we got home. We left all the birds that we killed and the mangoes in Mr. Sekongo’s plantation.  As we sat behind my house trying to catch our breath, Ahmed suggested that I go back tomorrow and grab my bag in Mr. Sekongo’s plantation. I said, “ No way, I’ll never pass near this man’s plantation again.” All my friends started to laugh at me.  I got mad and got into my house. I was still scared that he came by my house and tell my parents about it. Then I would be in serious trouble. That night I went to bed scared. Every time my friends brought up the incident at Mr. Sekongo’s field I got mad. It was not funny back then, because I get caught and spanked and they did nothing to help me out.

As Steve Allen said ” Tragedy+Time= Comedy. That particular event scared me and made me mad, but now that I look back on it, I find it very funny.  I realized that greediness could lead to a lot of trouble.  Coming from a successful hunt, we decided to steal some mangoes.  We wanted to have it all, and then we lost everything.  In this particular story the distance in time makes the story very funny. Now that the event is farther in the past, I can easily laugh about it.

Since that event we never went back in anybody’s plantation without asking permission to the owner. Even though my friends made fun of me, we all learned not to steal, and more importantly not to be greedy.  Since that day, we just went by our business of hunting. This incident, funny to my friends at that time bring us closer. We laughed about it from times to times, and always hang out together. The laugh my friends got from the incident itself reinforced the bond between us.  We experienced together a particular event that brought together because it was funny and dangerous at the same time.

This is a prime example of laughter as social lubricant as John Morreal talked about in his book Humor can work.  He argues that humor and laughter bring people together.  This story is a valid proof of Morreal’s statement. My friends and I did get closer since that funny event. Even though at that time it was not funny to me, I did laugh about it couple days later. But the distance in time is definitely making the story funny to me. Humor is hardly appreciated when the action is taking place.  The distance in time is definitely making the event or story funny.  Humor can come from various situation, dangerous, meaningless, or even life threatening, but distance in time can make the event funny or humorous.   

Leading Questions

Discuss what is meant by the title of this case.

Is the culture of the Ivory Coast the same as the USA?

How would you compare this case to today’s environment?
[image: image2.png]fSp it





































lllHumor in Action!








Using Humor in


Developing the


Entrepreneurial Spirit








Learning in Action! 


A Cross-disciplinary Problem-Based Learning Environment for Entrepreneurship





Hunter Found Himself Hunted: 


Ivory Coast Case





Test Version 1.0


(A Work in Progress)





R. Wilburn Clouse, PhD


Vanderbilt University      























2

