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PREFACE

ART II of this essav was wnitten during a

visit to the Unmted States (summer 1927):

smee e finst appearance i Enemy No. 2 1t
has been somewhat modified and other material has
been meorporated in . The part entitled ‘A Moral
Sitnation” and the passages comng beneath the
haading A Model Mcdtimg-pot” have been written
during the last few months, and are published here
for the first time.

For what our winte skin 1s worth. symboheally or
otherwise, 1t 1s 1n Ameceriea that its destinies are to-
day most clearly foreshadowed : the essential unf
versahty of the problems provided for the Palefuces
of Ameriea by the mdian factor in Latin America,
by the Negro m North Ameriea and the West Indies,
and by the proxmuty of Asa to the westorn shores
of the Umited States, makes thar attitudes m face of
them of <omne moment to Buropeans.  And though
there 1s no White Man's Burden in Kurope at present,
the solution of Kurope 1s rather arlificial ; and so,
politically, even, the questions hightly touched upon
in thus book are not msignificant.  1n other respects,
humanly, and artistically, there 15 an mnexhaustible
fund of simple amusement m consciousness of pig-
ment. Colour 1s notl perhaps so fundamental a
thing as form, but 1t 15, beyond dispute, 1 many
respects of more nmmediate mmportance to men.
Gentlemen prefér blondes, for instance—that was a
question of pigment, and what a popular subjeet 1t
proved! But gentlemen prefer, as far as their
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PALEFACE

own persons are concerned, sunkurn and a certam
swarthlyess. How hrunctte, however, would the
masculine mind suffer gentlemen to bgcome, m a
search for«.he virile ?—is 1t possible for gentlemen to
be too ‘dago’ and too ‘dark’? And then there must
be a certain number of blond g ntlemen.

Bul ultimately whiteness 15, m a pigmentary
sense, aristoeratic, pernaps —the proper colour for
a ‘gentleman’: and blackness irretrievably prole-
taman. May not this be an absolute, established m
our senses? Then the dispute about cuticles would
be seen to be another facet of the general assault
upon privilege.  Whiteness of skin if, hike ermune, it
is a symbol of rank, must be suspect to the democrat.
The most humble Babbitt possesses something envi-
able, to which, besides, mntellectually and socially,
he has no right--namely his ‘pale’ face. Bul T need
not msist: colour 1s not only controversial, 1t 1s for
the human bemg of symbolical importance—it 1s
able to dwarf stature, put intelligence 1n the shade,
challenge quarterings: pallor and divimty are quite
possibly 1n some way associated i our human eyes

WYNDHAM LEWIS
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PART 1
A ‘'MORAIL SITUATION?






A *MORAL SITUATION®

§ 1. The Future of the Paleface Postton
OW that mv essay Paleface 1» to appear
almost*intacl as part of this book, I hope
A by what 1 <hall say i the opening pages to
make 1t nipossible tomusanterhret ats drift too much.
« I have been denounced as a *champion” o1 savionr.”
andthat charge L must deal with onee and for all, of
only to be able to prosceute my tunetion of “unpar-
tial observer.”  After a couple of vears or aghteen
months more of mtense anti-Paleface propaganda,
such champions will m fact anse. That T regard
as fanly obvious. A vanely of ather astute or
mdignant men (persons actually pale with rage, or
elsc persons relleeting that they might as well get
somethengout of the possessionof owr traditional hue,
siee up to the present it has not cxacetly been an
asset) are at thns moment, upon that we can depend,
preparing 1o assumc that 1ole.

To all these bolnars I wish a prosperous outeome
to therr spinited endeavours At first their lot will
be a hard one.  They will have toideahize us a httle,
T expect—our pele faces have been so systematically
blackencd. And it will of course be dufficult to prove
that the Paleface 1s better than his Black or Yellow
brother, not only bhecause 1t 1s not true, but also
because 1t 15 <o unpopular a notion.

My position 1s that I am rcady and most anxious
to assist ali those who suffer from paleness of com-
plexion and all those under a cloud bhecause their
grandfathers extermuated the Redskins, or hought
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PALEFACE

and sold cargoes of Blacks. My sense of what 1s just
suffers when T obserw some poor honest Iittle pale-
taccd three-pound-a-weck elerk or mechame being
bullied by the hiterarv Borzor big-guns of Mr. Knopf,
and fold to go and hiss the toc of the nearest Negress,
and ask her humbly (as befits the pallld and unpmg-
mentcd) to be is bude T also am convulsed waith
a ittle Ianghter at the solcmmity with which so often
these disenssions ate pursucd — the measmeracnts of ¢
cramal mdex, of lip bram and <ve, v which the
Borzor ‘v estigator” will imdulge, the hngh seientifie
plane m short upon which so much of this matter
15 gushed forth. Bt there are striet hinats to my
allity 1o help, and these T muost now define.,

Mcantmie T agam pubhsh and foretell that the
time will come (and that immediately) when, upon
the daily “stancd and red-billed * appearance before
the foothghts of some mdignant righteous figure (his
face corkad to look hlack) despatehed by Mr. Knopf
or Mi. Mencken or M. Plomer to abuse and ridicule
the audience (squatting heneath hina, pale both with
natural pigment and with equally understandable
alarm). and to tell themy what a lousy lot they
are, an extremely pale tigure will etther arise from
among the spectators and dramatieally approach the
stage, or clse will appear out of a trap, or deseend
from the ceithng, or merely stalk from the wings, and
we shall kear what we shall hear.

0

§ 2 I the Redshiv weoe an our Posihon.

Tris fitst cssay, entitled 4 ‘moral situation,’ 1s
devoted to showing the part played by the puritan

4



, IF THE REDSKIN WERE IN OUR ROSITION

L]
morahty m the present atuation.  Tdo not of course
mcan that without that hamh, double-faccd and
double-edgad. deeply sentimental code the world-
seene would not hay ¢ changed drastieally? What 1
do wiean 1s that the transformation of owz society,
consequent upon the techmeal trumphes of sercnee,
would have buen conducted perhaps m oa more
rational atmosphare -not, us‘.ul prescnt, thick with
a medien ! gloom ot bloodshot nighteousness,

Historically, the nusehue £ that resedes m unbridled
moral righteousnoss ean be deseibed as follows.- -
Havag wiped out or subjugated all peoples who
had not had the advantages of a chrstian traming
in gentlencss, hunulity, and other-worldliness, the
punitun Paldfaces of America and Europe naturally
were very contnte and inad to make up for it to
those who were Ift. Quantities of edifyving books
(which were translated into all languages) weie pro-
duced, pomtmg out what a beast the Palclace was.
Therc were Just a fow Paldfaces who tried to bluf it
out and annvunecd roundly that thev were * blond
beasts” —but such scctaries abused both thewr brother
Palcfaces and thar unported  Pale Galilean” God
into the bargiuun so that made no dilference.

There 18 no ospecially sentimental or even nus-
guided movenme nt of einaneipation taday, anvw here
mthe world, that the typical protestant moralist can
oppose, on aay logieal ground  For logically he 1s
committed to every sentimental moral value what-
ever. 1 do aoteof course mean that we should
behave like Redskins, but 1t s not quite pontless to
note that were the Redskins where today the Whites
are, techmeally paramount i a mixed population,

5



PALEFACE .

no ‘Colour Question’ could *possibly have avsen.
The supreme beauty significance and hintless superi-
ority ot 1hc copper s]\m. that of Choctaw or BL\ck-
fout, over skins of all other colours, would be a
settled axiom and doctrime  no hupt of any other
pomt of view would ever pass the severe red hips of
the Red legislators and that fellow Redskins.  Also,
the Redshin bemg notoriously taeiturn, therc would
not be much even of that: there would be no'need of *
palaver. of course, whatever. —In <hort, 1t is ‘con-
science that makes cowards, or samts, or just senti-
mental pinky-pinky hittle Palefaces of us, that s the
truth of the matter: and yet we are as har<h as ever
with cach other, i business and m private hfe, and
there 1s some chanee that we may wipe cach other
completely out —-where, with the disappearance of
the White skm, the Colour question would auto-
matically ccase.

A question s lymg m want for me: *Are you not
then upon the side of conscience —you despise the
chrmstian ethne?”  But it 1s to that I wished to lead,
and I answer promptly- - 'Oh no—you have quite
mistaken my meanmg  You expeet too much of
me, or too hittle, according to the point of vaew.
The “pricple of an absolute value mn the human
person as such,” of whalovar 1w or order. T am
cager to advanee  But you? [T only question if you
fully understood the nature of your christian sacii-
fice. If you do not understand 1t, then it 15 useless
and you are merely a fool. When a person as it
were selfishly immolates himself, in response to some
very tawdry emotional appeal, we call 1t a senti-
mentality. Aie you sure that your asceticism (or

6



THE ETHICS OF THE COLOUR IQUF.STION

humamtarianism, radicalism, or liberalism}1s not of
that kind?’ R

If you want to know the answer to these questions
of mine, see whether my farther anal vsis optrages or
annoys you or not. Then vou will know.

§ 3. The Ethics at the Basis ofthe Colour Question.

. Tur guropean political leaders have been almost
fantastically sensitive to cthical considerations in
therr policics from time to time—they have seldom
acted 100 brutally without afterwards acting too
gantly, to restore the christian balance.  Tlus hyper-
sensitive  condition induced by their protestant
christian trammg, of kirk and sunday-school, has
had sts good and bad side, in the sequel: but as
statesmanship, upon the old jingo basis, it was in-
dcfensible.

So having wsolated m the present situation n
which our society finds stself the principal motive
power, that which gives it the colour that it has
though not the form, we can proceed to an examina-
tion of those ethical prineiples at their source.  For
thus purpose I will take the very useful Prolegomena
to Ethics of T. . Green.  (Green was a celcbrated
Oxford moral philosopher, 1ssuing from the revolu-
tionary plulosophy of Hegel, rather carlier than
Bradley and Bosanquet ) 1 had better say at once
that it 1s a book that appears to me almost typically
umntelligent. It 1s mmdeed representative of that
bhight that morals have insinuated under the skin of
most Europeans. The sheer sentimentalism of this
revolutionary protestant moralist is nevertheless a

7
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very ittrestmg medium through which to look at
the objects of our present concern.  One reason for
this s that it was the characteristic atmosphere of
anglo-saxon Iife, during many years, during which
the events of today were being prepared, throughout
the world. ¢

§ 1. The Cavse of Go& and the People.

In speaking of the conserentious perplexatios of*
the rehgious mmnd, when it iinds the teaching of ity
dogma m confliet with the mterest of thg State,
Green writes.,

*the same dudlicully . . .0 earlier days must have

vceurred to Quakers and Anabaptists, whete the

lawderved trom Seripture seemed contradictory to
that of the state, and to thosc carly Christians for
whom the law w hich they disobeyed i refusig to
sacrifice retamed any authonty. In stul carher
tumes 1t may have arsen m the form of that con-
flict bctween the Jaws of the fanily and the law of
the State, presented in the sntigonc. Not 1s the

case really dilferent when the modein citizen, m

his capacity as an otherol or as a soldier, 15 called

upon to help in putung down some revolution-
ary movement which ydl presents itself to his
mmost conviction as the cause of * God and the

People!™”

Green goes on to consider what must be the atti-
tude of the philosopher i this pumful situation—in
which God, or conscrence, 15 upon once side, uppar-
ently, and the State, or the orgainzed authority at
any given moment. upon the other.  He concludes

8



THE CAUSE OF *GOD AND THF.I PEOPLE

that the philosopber,.by the effect of his teaching
beforchand upon the minds ofdhie effective minority,
may have spme nseful mfluence m the moment of
CTISIS,

‘In preparation for the tumes when conserence
15 thus hiable to be divided agamst rtself, much
practical sctviee may be re mlcl cd by a philosophy
which, without dcpr(-cmtm& the authoritv of con-
seienee as such, can explam the origin of 1its con-
flicting deliverances, and, without pronouncing
uncondrtionally for erther, ean direet the soul to
the true «nd. . .

The counsel of such a plulosopher as he has been
considenng nught “have its (ffeet upon the few who
lead the many, m prepanng the mund through years
of meditation for the days when prompt practical
deesion s requited ™ that 1s the pomt.

In any ‘conflict between prvate opmion and au-
thonty,” Grecu's counscd would always be on the side
of the mdividua) and his mdependent conserence.
And mdeed to the tull-blooded clanns of such a ‘con-
seience” to make 2 waste-land ol our hfe, Green
would sel positively no bounds at all. Kvery year
‘conscience’ must weigh more heavily upon us, as
christian men, he athirms Exery fresh star that
swints mto our ken 1s a fresh burden —never a new
delight, always an added mightmare.  Reflection
upon the load we have to carry i comparison
with the hghtheygried Hellene of Antiquity, pro-
vides Green with a long senes of dismal reflections,
mviting us to an deal of mechanical and colourless
ascetiersm.

9



PALEFACE

§ 5. Passing ‘the poiyt beyon.d which there seems no
longer to be cither good or evil.

L]

To pase the barrier deseribed above by Aristotle
mto a non-cthieal region 1s not part of the asceticism
of this particular kind of moraunst, for s ‘willng-
ness Lo endure even unto complete self-renunciation,
even to the pomnt of forsaking all possibility of
pleasure.’ 15 envisaged by Green in the most cheer-.
less manner, m a kind of paroxysm of nmddleetass
nineteenth-century christian-duty, that 1s caleunlated
to make the flesh creep far more thoroughly than
could any sclf-umposed rgours of the gvmnosophist.

‘To an ancient Greek a soctety composed of a
small group of freemen, having recogmized claims
upon each other and using a much larger body of
men with no such recogmzed claims as instru-
ments m their service, seemed the only possible
society.  In such an order of things those calls
could not be heard winch evoke the sacerifices
constantly witnessed 1in the nobler hves of Christ-
endom, sacrifices which would be quite other than
they are, if they did not wmvolve the ranuncaiation
of those “pleasures of the soul™ and “unmixed
pleasures,” as they were reckoned in the Platome
psychology, which i did not accemr to the philo-
sophers that there could be any occasion m the
excreise of the aghest virtue to forgo The ealls
for suc h sacrifices anse from that enfranchisement
of all men whaeh, though n itsglf but negative in
1ts nature, carrics with it for the responsive con-
science a claxm un the part of all men to such
positive help from all mnen as 1s needed to make

10



‘NO LONGER EITHER GOOD OR *EViIL®

L4

thar freedom reai. Where the Greek saw a supply
of possibly serviceable labow, . . . the Christian
cilizen sees o multitude of persons, who m thewr
actual present condition may have no allvantage
over the ala\.c.s of an ancient state, but who
undeyeloped possibility, aud i the elanus which
arse out of that posslblht\' are all that he hun-
self 1s. Seang this, he hmls..n necessity lad upon
him. *It 15 no time to enjoy the pleasures of cye
and ear, of scarch for know ledge, of friendly nter-
course, of applauded speech or writing, wlule the
mass of men . whom we doelare to he meant
with us for eternal destinies, are left without the
chance . . . of makmg thanselves m aet what
m pussibihity we believe them to be. Interest i
the problem of soctal dehiveranee . . . forbids
surrender to enjoyments which are not merdental
te that work of dchiveranee, whatever the valuc
wlucls they, or the activities 1o wlueh they belong,
nught otherwise have.’

As to thus progressive renunciation of every ves-
tige of pleasure, on behalf of this ‘prneciple of an
abstract value 'n the human person as such,’ Green
says that, with ‘every advance towards its uneversal
apphication coraes a compheation of the necessaity,
under which the conseientions man feels hunself
placed, of sacuficing personal pleasure in satisfaction
of the claims of human brotherhood. On the one
side the freedom of everyone to shuft for himself . . .
on the other, the responsibiity of everyone for
everyone, acknowledged by the awakened con-
science: theve together form a moral situation in which

11



PALEFACE R
the goml citizen has no leisure-to think of dr‘velopmg n
due praporbion his oeon faculiees of enjoyment.” (1
have itahicized the last sentence.) .

The ‘good ertizen’s’ lot, having to forgo more and
more cnjoymant, even “the pleasures of thc soul’
(which 1t did not so much as oceuT to a (reck to
sacrtficd), 15 mdeed a melancholy one, 1t seems, as
the number of pcupTL m the world mereases and
as the newspapers or ememas mform hus, or put
visibly before him, more and more creaturds for
whom he 15 * responaible”  Thas s surely the very
madness of morality, {or there 1s no compensating
beauty such as you get 1 the great catholie my sties;
there 15 nothing but this cold and ever growing,
dutiful, quantitative 2esponsibilily

§6. ‘Every man both by law aml common sentiment
s recognized as having @ ““suum.”’

Accorning to Green's expanding primerple of ‘the
common good® there is no Innt to such expansion,
or to the corresponding depression and asceetie con-
tinence of the conscientious Christian. A< “men’
we call a halt, however, badore annials aud tiangs®
Thus at least, for Green, contines the question to the
surface of this globe and b Lao Logged annals: no
mhabitant of another wotld. or a mere horse or cat
m this one, can make us unhappv.  But to every
‘man’ we should not only postpone our own interest,
but m is behalf. though we magy never have seen
him but only heard of hun, we should abstain from
any pleasure, even of the mind. (The abstainng
from the ‘pleasures of the mmd’ may be a comph-

12



. ‘EVERY MAN HAS A « “»UUM"

ment to our neighbour<an his capacity of man, in
contradistinetion 1o ‘ammal.’)®

+ In quotingethe defimtion of Justice from lhc In-
stitutes (*Justicia st constans ot perpetua Yoluntas
suum cwique tribuendi’) he wutes *every man hoth
by law and common sentiment s recogmzed as
haymga “suum”—that 15 the typreal abstract ex-
pression of the notion that ﬂu Te 18 something due
from (-\'cry man lo every man,’ ('l‘h(' merc primeiple,
of eotirse, that everyone, of whatever caste, ereed or
1ace, hay a suun,’ 1s not sufficient to base our moral
conduet upon, as we must fiest know what, ‘suum’
18.)

But 1 Greon's view “there s no necessary lumt
of numbers or space bevond which the spirtual
princtple of social rdlations bevomes inefllective.”
1his expansivancss s really inlinite, that s to say.

‘In the whole view ot life which [phll.n.thmpl(-

work | naplies, in the objeets which mspre at, . .
a view of hfe [1s imphed] in whielc Lhe maintenance
of any torm of political societv scareely holds a
place: v which byves that would be contemptible
and valueless, if (~tnnated with referenece to the
purposes of the State, are imvested with a value
of their own 1 virtuc of capahilities of some
society not scen as yel.'

This readiness of the fanatical moralist to 1ignore
the claims of ‘any form of political society’ and to
give up his life fowthe publicans and smners, who
are peculiarly adapted to *some society not seen as
yet,” gives him an unquestionable advantage over
the Greek, contemporary with Plato: he proves

13



PALEFACE ,

that th(‘"progrcs:, of the speeies? 1s not. a phantasy.
--Yet of course, tosthe superficial cye, the Greek
nught be supposed to have the best of 1t.  This 1s
an absol&te mistake.

‘Now, when we compare the Ife of service to
mankind, 1rvolving so much suerifice of pure
pleaswie, which 1s rved by men whom 1n our ean-
scienees we thmk besl. and which they reproach
thamscves for not” making one of more romplete
self-demal, with the Iite of fice activity m Bodily
and mtelleetual exererses, in frendly conyerse, n
erval debate, in the enjovment of heautiful sights
and sounds, wlhich we commonly asceribe to the
Greeks . . . we nught be apt, in the {irst view, to
think that, even though measurcd not merely by
the quantity of pleasure meidental to 1t but by
the fulness of the reahzation of human capabili-
ties imphied moat, the latter kind of life was the
Ingher of the two.  Man for man, the Greek
nmight seem to be mtrinsically a nobler being—
one ol more fully developed powcrs—than the
self-mortifyimg Christian, upon whom the sense
of duty to a suilering world weighs too heavily to
allow of his giving free-play to enjoyable activi-
ties. .

‘On the first view” you would fall perhaps into
that nustake, and as far as tlus plulosopher’s ac-
count of the situation 15 concerned no one could find
1t m liis e ety or eonserence, to blame you, 1 bebeve.
1 hnd 1t unpossible to rescue myself from that mitial
CrTor.
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§ 7. Our World has become an almost purcly Ethical
- Place. «

Tur ‘moral situation’ which i these qhotations
from Green I have, 1 hope, brought clearly before
you, 1s the moral sfuation that underhies all the
questions that arc agitating ys today. —The funda-
mentals of this situation are cleailv explained to
Yyou by these quotations trom Grecn. It s “a moral
situaton,” that s the essential point s our world
has bhegome an almost puiely eilical place. But
siee the time of Green much progress has been
made—he would scarcely recognize i, {If he came
to hife agamn I shudder to think of the sheer avorrdu-
pors of nuserable duty that would be added to his
already staggermg load.)  There is the same *moral
stuation,” but men’s eapaeity to harm and iterfer
with cach other has immensely icteased, and they
have not been slow to take advantage of this., S
side by side we have an ever-ineicasing ethical pres-
sure—more and 1ore strenuous streams of moral
persuasiveness—and a darker and darker cloud of
powson-gas always gathering npon the horizon, and
larger and larger birds of prey—in the form of acro-
planes pregnant with colossal bombs—hovering over
us: also war-films and war-books multiply at «
dumbfounding rate.—So it 15 un mtensely ‘moral
situation’: sovon any ‘ascetic’ worth his salt will
sink immediately bencath the burden, as he steps
out of his cradle and looks round—already several
are mere speetres i our midst, from whose hips
issue a few sepulchral words at rare intervals.,

Discussing a remark of Matthew Arnold’s regard-
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ing righlcousness, Samucl Batler made some com-
ments worth considerfug in this conneetion. Among
other things he wrole as follows: .

‘I would jon issue with Mr. Matthew Arnold
on vel another pomnt. L understapd him to imply
that mghtcousness should be a man’s highest aim
in hte. T do not ljke setting up righteousness,
nor yct anvthing c]se, as the highest aim n hfe:
a man should have any numher of little anths about”
which he should he conscions and for winch he
shonld havce names, but. he should have neither
name for, nor consclousness concerning, the mam
aim of lus life. Whatever we do we must try and
do mnghtlv—this 15 obvious—hut righicousness
mnphies something much more than this: 1t con-
veys to our minds not only the desire to get what-
cver we have taken in hand as nearly right as
possible, but, also the general reference of our Iives
to the supposed will of an anseen but supreme
power. Granted that there 1s such a power, and
granted that we should obey 1ts will, we ate the
more likely to do this the less we concern our-
selves ahbout the matter and the more we confine
our attention to the things immediately round
about us.’

That has a most agreeable sound after Green: the
‘desire to dogmatise abhout matters whereon the
Greek and Roman held certainty to be at once un-
important and unattamable’ (agatn Butler's words)
grows upon a person or upon a commumty: and
though I should not he able to agree with all of
Butler’s text, the passion for tolerance, at least,
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L]
which was such a feature of that hight-hearted and
penetrating philosopher, 15 surely today a thing of
which we canmnot have enough, as we find ourselves
hemmed 1 more and moic by nghteousifess and
mtolerance.

§8 Iisprit de Peau.

* PLavas 1f no obligation of any sorl were recog-
mzed,” we should not be discussing these things at
all and the man with the moncy and the gun would
do as he hked. It as trae that such an event as the
Civil War has been accounted for on the ground of
the existenee of eertamn cconomie factors; and from
what we know of suchevents, unadulterated altrmsm
15 unhikely to have been the sole meentive.  But
however mapure the mohives that can be smelf out—-
and that s seldom difhicul’  the batal physical
subyeetion of one race to another could not co-exist
with sach conditions as at prosent obtam through-
ol the world.  And, onee that trst radical eman-
apation ellected, the race-prejpudice or traditional
superstition of some absolute or mystical *superi-
ority’ could not be mamt.aned, cither.  Step by
step the sensation that he was dealing with a being
of a lower order was bound to he wormed o1 beaten
owd of the average White. for the simple reason that
the average White has the same macter as the
average Black: and although that master’s skin 15
more or less White,dhe 1s not a man of sentiment and
he s’en mogue pas mal, as far as the question of skins
15 concerned : what interests lum 1s what he has to
pay the hands he cmploys, naturally, and not their
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colour. And this applies both m Africa and
America, or where.er else you get that situation—
of a master (who happens usually tc be White, but
that 15 neither here nor there) and a mixed popula-
tion of Black and White wage-slaves, of all shades
of race and creed.

A belief 1 raciel superiority (such as was enter-
tained bv the White Brahmin 1 India for the negri-
tic population of the Dekkan, or such as 1s still felt
by the average uninstructed White American for a
Negro) is a political factor of great elfectiyeness, of
course, hut only on condition that the political
power be jealously immvested in the hands of a minor-
ity of a certaun skin, and with a flourishing esprit de
corps or ¢sprit de peau, as it nught be called, and
provided real inalicnable privileges go with the pig-
ment.  That 1< only possible in the closed political
systems represented by Greece, India, China, or, as
regards America, m the carher history of the United
States.

Where privilege disappears and a pigmentation or
a 1acial deseent takes with it no artificial advan-
1ages, these formal beliefs wither at once.  For take
another racial superstition, the most mmtense and
inveterate that the world has ever known—namely
that of the infertority of the Jew. A ‘sapenorty
complex’ has, until recently, been enjoyed by every-
body at thc expense of that kind ol rehgious outeast,
almost ‘untouchable,” of the West.  'With their -
mense mtellectual resourees, thedustre of thair theo-
logic past, the Jews themselves were hfted above
this superstition, no doubt. But today that par-
ticular superstition has hittle chance of survivalinthe
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bosom of some very average European, left to him-
self, and confronted 1n the mcthanical jungle of a
modern city By some jewish competitor, who prob-
ably possesses twice as much intcligence as*he does,
and whose indugtry or even mama for work puts
what 1s quite likely lns very moderate zeal in the
shade. And when you add tg this the fact of the
admirable organization of the jewish consciousness,
and that Yhe poor hittle non-jewish protagomst will
have .nothmg behind him hut our untidy, sclfish,
chaotic political systems, and about as much esprit
de corps or esprit de peau to support himi as would
be found wn a fanuly of guinea-pigs, 1t 1s diflicult to
see how that particular sense of superiority could
have survived 1 present conditions  And indeed
it has nol. That ‘superiority’ superstition 1s, of
course, the extrteme case: but there 1s no other top-
dog-fecling cither, based on iribal or national self-
feeling, or prestige of sk, which can survive in the
heart of a wage-slave or cconomi under-dog, n
{ouch with men techmeally of ‘inferior’ races, in the
same situation as him«elf, competing with hum, when
no favour of an artificial sort, but indeed rather the
contrary, 1s extended to hnn.

§9. flow you must beware of loo much ‘csprit de
peau.’

UNABLE to 1gnore in my analysis of what under-
lies the Iiterary and pictorial expression of the pre-
sent time, the political factors so busily at work, 1
find myself with some surprise writing about human
skins. And under more normal conditions I should
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probably be ranged upon the other side of the argu-
ment. I am really” driven into the position of the
Dewil’s Advocate {o some extent (the devil or villain-
of-the-prece being now of course the overbearing,
stupid, wicked Paleface as secn by, the conyentional
revolutionary tract) hy the excesses of the anti

Whites—not, T am afraid, from what I have called
esprit de peau. But flung violently mto that dia-
bolical position, 1 did Tmust say at first find myself
developing what was a sort of esprit de peau, of a
quite rcepoetable dimension. I detected myself
looking with a new complacency upon the White
skin: there was something about a Paleface, was
there not? that I had overlooked m my zcal for a
non-national consciousness: I could searcely under-
stund how 1t had eseaped my attention that all these
fanuhar hightish masks held something for my eye,
nevertheless (blunted by fanuhanty), that the var-
nished countenance of a quadroon or a ‘high yaller,’
or the sickly hiverish ambers of an Hawaian helle,
did not contam.

As a consequence of those personal experiences of
nimne (to which 1 have had to eall a halt, but which
I shall not forget) I 1cally believe that we could, if
we wanted to, get vp quite a fellow-feeling for our
fellow Palefuccs  What T fear 15 that as things
stand at presevc it would mmmicdiately result in our
looking askance at our Black and Yellow brothers:
for cveeybody has been so Jong immdoctrmated with
mtolerant attitudes of nmund, #hat dogmatical me-
chameal reversals have become the only way that
the avcrage Palcface 1s now able to express himself
at «ll.  So when 1t suddenly beecame plan to the
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enhghtened Paleface what admurable peo}.)le the
White Europeans, his brothers amd sisters. were (how
far more sigmificant to an unprejudiced and romanti-
cally-unrotted outlook the Paleface girl was than
the average coloured lady), he would turn with an
unsocial or cven antissocial anumosty upon the
simple-hearted African, who 15 m no way respon-
sible for all these *Dark Prindesses’ or the Colour
phantasie® mdulged m by the Borzor Ing-guns and
some others.

As fag as I an concerned 1 would rather have
things as they are than provoke m any way a re-
action of mtolerance.  But there 1s no fear of that
for the moment: and when the reaction comes, as
1t must, I hope that what T shall have had to say
will serve to make 1ts mantfestations less ridiculous,
and 1o offer some resistance to the colour-blind
fanatie who can only see one colour at a tnue, as it
were, and not simultancously embrace a walnut
brown and an vory white, as we all should be able
to do with ease aad convicton.

If these reactionars dangers could be conjured,
then I behieve that some sort of esprit de pgaw mught
be caltivated weith advantage: for the intensive
propagation of ¢nferionrity-complexes (in the present
revolutionary 1eversals—uand all Whites are suspeet
to some exterd on account of their privileged posi-
tion over agiunst the Coloured Peoples) 1s not good
for the morale of our communities and so affects all
of us indireetly . wsuredlv there are imits beyond
which Green’s counsel of depression and “self-morti-
fication’ ¢an be consummated in nothing but self-
death : and self-death or swieide 1s not a step to
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.
which we should allow ourselves too tamely to be
led - af only upon grounds of conscience.  We have
a responsibility of an order unguessed at by Green.
For, if ail Palefaces in the world were so truly right-
cous that we as one man succumbed. consequent
upon the impossible burdens laid upon us by our
puritan consciences (and T am perfectly ready to
admuit that 1f we sat down and thought compre-
hensively enough of all our sins and those of all our
ancestors we should sec no alternative but to sue-
cumb 1n that manuer), why then all the, Blacks,
alter us (who are even ore emotional than we are
and if anything better ¢vangelists) would follow suit
as oneman, unable to bear the spectacle of this whole-
sale Tragedy of Conscience, of which they had been
themnoceent cause. Nono! the example we have set
alieady to all other peoples of the world lias been
unfortunate ecnough, m s mechanical sterility, and
its agressive plulistinism, without taking that fur-
ther sin upon ourselves.  Let us draw back in time,
Let us keep our noscs well m the air. Tt 15 the

White Man’s Burden!

§10. The Whate in the same Boal as the Black.

IN §7 T was dealing with what 15 the most power-
ful argument agamst the extension of an anti-Winte
campaign —-naniely that the great majority of Pale-
Jaces are now m the same boat as themr Coloured
friends—that obviously they are in the position of
fellow-slaves, and not of a ‘White Conqueror’ at all.
It is even amazing that this should not be at once
recognized. Tt 1s on account of what the communist
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would call the *bourgcors’ state of nund of the West
that this simple i'act 15 nevew noticed. But the
whole situation (the ‘moral situation’), as it st ands,
appears to me on the face of 1t excecdingly false,
even laughable. One would almost think, while
reading a tvpical' propagandist book, of the Plomer
or Du Bois variety, that their authors had never
considered (apart from giving® their assent or not)
the message of the communist, nor were famihar
with the picture the latter dehights to draw of the
Capitaligt System and its mhuman results.  Yet
they are communists, for the most part.  But thev
are bourgeois communists, of our pink Western
variety.

T will assemble for your mspection a few of the
contradictions of this particular ‘moral’ situation.
First, therc arc voerferous advocates or ‘champions’
for every description of man in the world today
except for the White Man. If any one announced his
mtention of becoming that, the Paleface World
would be amazed. It would be as though a man
had proclaimed himself a ‘Champion of the Kaiser’
—before the Kawsers fall! Everybody assumcs
that the White Man (and that T take it does not
mean a handful of magnates but the White Average)
18 an oppressive, overbeanng, unintelbgent, cruel,
conceited top-dog—obviously not in need, there-
fore, of a ‘champion,’ in the way that a poor down-
trodden Mexican Peon, American Negro, Chinaman
or Bantu, is. Thig may be so: but there are hun-
dreds of thousands of miners and their famihes in
England today who arc out of work and without the
proper requirements for animal life. Against the
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London parks at mght penniless people lic huddled
in their hundreds. Qur streets both day and night
swarm with cvery varicety of beggar. « All these are
White Preople, and they rule the world, suffering to a
man from ‘superiority’ complexes. It 1s a paradox:
for they have a strange way of Léstifying to ther
superiority! .

By turning to the*more prosperous levels of the
community, you wili find equally many evidences
of overweenming mastery-—only there the tyrahnous
Palcface 1s marely more restramed-—he does not
fling himsclf down upon the pavement to sleep on
a winter mght to show lus “mastery,’ he has other
and subtler ways.

If" there 1s mastery, at all events, let us confess
that 1t 1s very skin-deep: employment 1s obtamed
and held under more exacting conditions than be-
fore, there 1s cverywhere more anxiety and less
freedom. On this last head let me quote from the
Daily Telegraph, a paper that cannot be accused of
‘bolshevist” propensitics, surcly.

"'MOST GOVERNED NATION
‘THIRTY YEARS® CHANGE
* O1eawa, Monday

‘Sir Wilham Clark, British Ihigh Comnussioner,
addressing the Institute of Professional Men and
Civil Servants of Canada, went on to say:

*¢It 1s fairly .afe to say thet thirty years ago
Great Britain was less governed than almost any
country mm Kurope, but now ts mhabitants are
more thoroughly mspected, controlled, and ad-
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ministered from the eradle to the grave than those,
perhaps, of any other natich.”’ .
L]

It is nothing, of course, to be ‘mspected and con-
trolled.” But 173aster.s' are not overlooked, numbered
hke sheep, mspected and heetored for minor dis-
obedience.

We are m Europe barely tén years away from an
uncxampled War (both m losses, duration and m
aimlessness) of the most consummate barbanty;
and wgare told on all hands m our ‘capitalist’ Presy
that we are well on the way to another one, which
will be far worse. In the last war (Mr. Citizen 15
mformed) the noble airmen of the various countries
were only able to bomb to bits a mere handful of
citizens (owing to the regrettable backwardness of
the man of science-—after all an air-force officer or
i mumtion magnate cannot be expected to know
anything about chemicals hnself—he cannot make
the bombs, nor improve the plancs to carry them!)
—but in the next jolly old flare-up (the next ‘Great
Adventure’ m other words) nullions of people, 1t is
confidently expeeted, will be wiped out in a single
mght of fairly successful bombing.

Now as very few people today are theroughly
taken 1 by jmgo eries and sudden accounts of the
detestable characters possessed by all Frenchmen,
or Germans, or Russians or whatever it may be
(followed by a peremptory order to massacre all
these villains and devils), 1t 1s not easy for them to
feel very perfectly top-doggy or to enjoy as fully as
they might wish the sensation that they are “the roof
and crowi of things.” The gilded palaces 1n which
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the Milhion drinks its tea or sees Ramon Novarro or
Dolores (ostello, give *hem a hittle that fecling, but
not altogether. And not being quitc irrational, they
do see berfeath this luxurious gilding, for which they
pay their sixpences. in ghmpses (between the cracks
of some foolish film, between the lines of somedrivel-
lingarticle),a ‘moralsituation’ that has little cnough
comfort to satisfy thé philosopher from whom I
have quoted. May not, you ask yourself*as you
watch him, this Master of the World find himself in
the end, abject and leaderless, a herd whose pale
sk is a standing reproach—an emblem of tyranny
mstead of an emblem of privilege—driven madly
hither and thither in gigantic wars that have at
length become completely meaningless?  If this
apocalyptic picture sounds to your ecars sensational
or far-fetched, I can only say that you forget very
quickly what was called at the time ‘Armageddon.’

With these circumstances (of enormous disaster
s0 c¢lose behind us and of a most uncertain future—
to yudge by Naval-Pacts and the rest of what we are
told mn our papers) featured for once properly, as
they deserve, well 1n the forefront of our mind, is it
possible to hsten very patiently to tales of ‘our’
oppression of the Black, the Yellow or the Red?
They arc doubtless ‘oppressed, ali of them, just as
we are—if you must talk about oppression: bul
that we is a thing that today sticks dceper and
deeper 1n our throats. ‘Our Indian Possessions’ is
not a phrase that cven the stupidest Enghshman
would employ today: and whoever Indians have
1o deal with—and no doubt they have to deal with
somebody—it is not with us.
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I have been accuseds for my Paleface, of a desire
to keep under my heel the population of Bengal, by
my friend Paul and my friend Sage (as I have been
accused for my remarks on Mother India of a desire
to rescue India from Paleface dommmon and its
abuses). I have answered those gentlemen elsce-
where, however. TIn addressing my brother Pale-
faces, at the start, and in using, possibly, an us or
a we (as’one Paleface to anotler), it may really have
been’ assumed, of course, that I was implying that
‘our’ wnterests, if there are such things, possess a
beautiful eohercnee and stmphieity that in fact 1s far
from the case. Were there readers who assumed
that Iintended to say that the ‘Palefaces’ should be
given for ever and for ever softer beds, nicer and
warmer clothes. better roofs over their heads, and
more pocket-money than their Black, Yellow. and
Red brothers? 1hope at all events that now 1 <hall
have succeeded n disabusing any one of such a
belief. But 1n a further section I will be engaged
m eradicating cven more thoroughly such a nas-
conception from the casual mind.

§ 11. The Paleface, thal ‘ negation of colowr,’ as seen
by D Bois.

To the European who has not followed at all the
sociological controversy pecuhar to the Publes of
America, some of the point of what I have wntten
may quite well bolost, for the ‘problem’ that cer-
tainly exists as between the mnhabitants of Europe
(that ‘small cape’ tacked on to Asia) and the great
continent.: mhabited by the ‘coloured’ peoples, or
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shared with the Whites, 1s not a matter of everyday
interest.. The europ®an Press resounds with the
disputes of the alsatian Separatists, the roumaman
or tyrolefin mimorties, the frontier squabbles of
Fascist Italy with France or Swvatzerland, and of
course with dog-racing and the explosion of gas-
mains, but 1t is strictly the european scene of the
moment that 1s reflected, and all other parts of the
world arc shut out, they have no news-valu¢. This
is far more so today than when what happencd
America or Asia matiered immeasurably less to the
average European.

It may under these eircumstances be as well to
select 2 book or two, and hy means of a fcw extracts
show that this ‘problem’ 15 at least an extremely
exciting one to many people, and that books dealing
with 1t are able to command a wide publie. The
books of Mr. Plomer the South African novelist are
no doubt known to all South Africans, and i Eng-
land they have recerved some atlention, so 1 will
not take them, but rather make my selection from
american hsts.

“The Negro in Borzoi Books® (as the Knopf ad-
vertisement runs) 1s very prominent, and it 1s Mr.
Knopf, the New York publisher, who in his sponsor-
ing of the Americar Mercury and lus constant featue-
ing of Negro subjeets has done more than any one
else to brimg this sort of agitation to a head. In
The Autobiography of an ca-colowred Man, m The
Fire in the Flinl, Flight, Wooings ef Jezebel, Petlyfer,
The Weary Blues. Fine Clothes for the Jew, Negro
Drawings, Fo'melsaday, Lily. Lady Luck, The Wild-
cal, The American Negro, Quicksand, and The Sailor's
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Return. you have throughout the theme of Black
versus White as a leif motiv—-or at all events that of
the sad lot 8f the Negro mn the White World.

It has never been my privilege to meet Mr. Knopf,

and I can hazagd no opinion as to what actuaates him
n this matter: but T have no reason to suppose that
it has been anything but a compassionate sense of
the Ne gm s sufferings, c()uplcd with an miclhgent
dislike Of that certam shallow coeksurencss shown
bv nmn_\ Palefaces, both of which fechings, if they
are hie, I share with him.  He bas certamly been
mstrumental. however that mayv be, m niproving
the Negro’s position a great deal in the North, and
m reducing on all sides the coeksureness 1 have just
mentoncd.  Bul both the important Review that
has had his <upport, and the hooks he has published,
have adopted often an exeeedingly partisan and
bellicose attitude.  Andat 1s that which must in the
end, 1if prrsisted m, call out the White Hopes, 1o
whom 1 rdferred at the conunencement of this
book.

There 1s however a volume entitled Dark Princess,
by W. E. B. Du Bas, published by Harcourt Brace,
which suggests itself 1o me as the best thing of the
sort to quote from of any, in order 1o provide the
uninttiated Wiite reader with some idea of the
character and mtensity of this movement. Dark
Princess 15 a novel: 1t deseribes the adventures of
a negro doctor, named Matthew Towns. It is a
novel of the hest-eller type, from that point of view
in the samc category as say Van Vechten. It 1s
written I belhieve by a Negro, which 15 of course
to start with better for a book than being writien
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by Van Vechten (the author of Nigger Heaven—so
well known that there could be no object 1n quoting
from 1t). A rather ficry political purpose informs
the Dark® Princess, and 1t combines the character-
wtics of one of the cheaper films, with a violent
political tracl, but m this case, T believe, quite a
stncere political tract. .

Matthew Towns 15 a negro medical student
New York.  After two years at a medical School he
wishes to register for obstetries.  The * Dean’ refuses
to allow him to do thus.  In the course of an alterca-
tion the Dean remarks, *Well, what did you expect ?
Juniors must have obstetrical work. Do you think
wlite women patients are going to have a nigger
doctor dchivering their babies?’ Towns throws his
certificate and other documents m the face of the
Dean: after that he leaves America, naturally in a
very savage state of nund.

In a Berlin Café, where he 16 sitting very home-
siek for the Dark World from which he has become
cxiled, his eyes suddenly fall upon a bheautiful and
romantic figurc—a dark figurc—in short, npon one
of his own kind.  This event 15 deseribed as follows.

‘First and above all came that sense of color:
mto this world of pale vellowish and pmkish
parchment, that absence or negation of color,
came suddenly a glow of golden brown skin.’

(This World of pale yellowish and pinkish parch-
ment 15 our World, the Wiute World; 1 language
of thus sort 1n fact our poor World is always de-
scribed-—in a most disrespectful and wounding
manne..)

30



THE PALEFACE, THAT ‘NEGATION OF COLOUR’

The eyes of the dark, the “colorful’ appurition are
‘pools of night,” they have *Beautiful depths’ (you
could imagine yourself in the mudst of a story by
D. H. Lawrence, almost). Matthew pults himself
together. ‘He{e—here m Berlhin, and a few tables
away, actually sat a radiantly beautiful woman.
tnd she was colored.’

But out of that circumafubient world of ‘pale
yellowish and pinkish parchfhent’ comes a figure,
one ith a pinkish parchment face—in short, White
—an gmerican White. This pasty ‘negation of
color’ attempts to thrust lumself upon the beautiful
dark apparition. Towns follows them outside, and
as the dark lady is about to enter a taxi, he hits the
pinkish parchment mask ‘might between the smile
and the ear.” Exit the Wlite World. Matthew
Towns springs inte the taxi. After a lttle con-
versation he finds he 15 mn the presence of an Indian
Princess.

H.R.H. The Princess Kautilya of Bwodpur,
India,’” 1t transpives, 1s one of the leaders of an organ-
1zation for arming all the Colourcd Peoples, in Asia,
America, and Africa, against the Whites. He s
invited to a dumer, at which C'oloured leaders from
all parts of the world arc present. Here 15 the de-
seription of the guests.

‘Ten of them sat at the table.  On the I'rincess’
left was a Japanesc, faultless in dress and manner,
evidently a man of importance, as the deference
shown him and ide orders on his breast indicated.
He was quite yellow, short and stocky, with a face
which was a dclicately handled but perfect mask.
There were two Indians, one a man grave,
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haughty, and old. dressed richly in turban and
embroidered tumd, the other, mm conventional
dress and turban, a young man, handsome and
alert, *whose eyes were ever on the Princess.
There were two Chinese, a voung man and a young
woman, he in a plamm but heoommg Chmese cos-
tume of heavy blue silk, she in a pretty dress, haif
Chmese, half Eumf)can m cffect. An Egyptian
and his wife came hext, he suave, talkative, and
polite—just a shade too talkative and a hit too
pohite, Matthew thought; lns wife a big, hand-
some, silent woman, clegantly  jeweled  and
gowned, with much bare flesh. Bevond them
was a cold and rather suff Arab who spoke seldom,
and then abrupthv’

These were the guests of the Princess Kantilya—
who tarns to Towns and remarks, *“ You will note,
Mi. Towns, that we represent here much of the
Darker World.  Indeed. when all our cirele is pre-
sent, we represent all of 1t, save your world of Black
Folk.” * All the darker world exeept the darkest,”
said the Egyvptian.”

As to the deportiment of this Dark, conspiratorial
company, it left nothing to be desired, from the
standpoint of the 110st exacting Paleface traditions.
Indceed, after they “had caten sorue dehieious tidbits
of mieat and vegetables’ and been ‘served with a
delicate soup’ (the serviee and ewisine are thoroughly
curopcan, only more magnificert. of course, than
anything known to the Gourmets Club m Paris—
there are “des trous normandes’ at the right moment.
in the ‘collation,” only decper holes than any Pale-
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face ever dug, and a« to the caviarc—!!)—hut after
the first ‘tidbits of meat’ Town? becomes more and
more thunderstruck al ‘the case and fluency with
which most of this company used langudges, so
casily, without groping or hesitation, and with hight
sure shadmg,” and the manner in which “they talked
arb in French, literature in Italian, polities in Ger-
man, and cverylhmg m clear Engllsh.’

For my own part 1 must coiffess that, in reading
Dark Princess, I was somewhat abashed, myself, to
remark ¢hat these Dark plotters were as fanmbar
with ~Vorticism —my nvention—as with chop-
sticks. But I was flattered, too, of course: whereas
Towns grows less and less clated as the meal goes on.

‘¢ Pan-Africa,” says the Princess, ““belongs
logically with Pan-Asia; and for that reason Mr.
Towns 1s welcomed tonight by you, [ am sure, and
by me espeeially.  He did me a seivice a« 1 was
rcturning from the New Palace)’

‘Thev all looked nterested, but the Egyptian
broke out:

*¢*Ah, Your Highness, the New Palace, and
what 1s the fad today? What has followed ex-
pressionism, ¢vbisni, futurism, vorticism? 1 con-
fess myself at sca.  Precasso alarms me.  Matisse
sets me aflatne.  But I do not understand them.
I prefer the classies.”

***The Congo,” said the Princess, *“1s flooding
the Acropohs. There 1s a beautiful Kandinsky
on exhibit. and »emc lovely and starthing things
by unknown newcomers.”

*“Mais,’ rephed the Egyptian, dropping into
French— and they were all off to the discussion,
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save the silent Egyptian woman and the taciturn
Arah.

‘Here again Matthew was puzzled. These per-
sons "casily penetrated worlds where he was a
stranger. Frankly, but for the context he would
not have known whether icasso was a man, a
city, or a vegeiable. TIe had never heard of Ma-
tisse.  Laghtly. almost carelessly, as he thought,
his companions leapt to unknown subjcets.  Yet
they knew. They knew art, books, and litera-
ture, pohties of all nations, and nol nuwspaper
polities merely, but mner currents and whisper-
mgs, unpublished facts.’

The curopean culture of this gathering of dusky
primeipals 15 m brief nothing short of staggermg—
they can mux Picasso with a ‘tidbit of meat’ and
mmpale ‘Futurism” on the wav to a potato: but at a
certamn pound 1 the ceremony Matthew Towns ‘left
the piquant salad and laid down his fork slowly.’
For he detected what 1s deseribed as ‘a color ine
within a color line.” Ii was the Japanese who had
made Inm leave ‘Lhe piquant salad.’

The Japanese has cast a doubt upon the honour-
able capacity of the american Negro. But the
Princess says that mm Moscow she has heard such
accounts of the Negro as to make her i faet sit up.

““You sce, Moscow has reports,” she says,

* carcful reports of the world’s masses. And the

report on the Negroes of America was astonishing.

At the tune, I doubted 1ts truth: theiwr eduecation,

their work, their property, their organizations;

and the odds, the termble, crushing odds against
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which, inch by inch and Reartbreak by heart-

break, they have forged their unfalterihg way

upward. If the report 15 true, thev are a nation
today, a modern nation worthy to <tand beside
any nation here.”

‘“But can we put any faith i Moscow?” asked

‘the Kgyptian. “Arc we not keeping dangerous

compapy and leanmg on brgken reeds?”

" “Well,” said Matthew, ¢ 1f they are as sound in
everything as n this report from America, they’ll
hear histening to.”

*The young Indian spoke gently and evenly,
but with bright eyes.

* “Naturally,” he said, © one can sec Mr. Towns
necds must agree with the Bolshevik estimate of
the lower classes.”

It 15 m this manner that Towns mecets with ‘a
prejudice within a prejudice.”  The ‘lower classes’
amongst Coloured people axc, 1t seems, the Negroes.
The Negro is racaally a sort of Proletariat, it hecomes
cvident, and 1s treated a hittle ‘de haut en has® by
these brilhant asatic eomversationalists, plotting
world-war by the sude of the Spree, in the heart of
a White capitai. *The Congo s flooding the Acro-
polis’—even the Puncess had said that, indieating
that the Congo Black was considered by her 1n some
way a comc-down for the White Overlord, in whose
blood symbohc.x]lv was that of Praxiteles—a very
different thing fron’’a (‘ougo Black. Still, the Prin-
cess is a hit of a Bolshie—it is evident from the start
that she does not share with her fellow-Asiatics
that inveterate aristocratism of the Hindu, which
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makes him such an upcomfottable customer in some
ways. *

* “We American Blacks,” said Matthew Towns,
“arc very common people. My grandfather was
a whipped and driven slave; my father was never
really frec and died i juil. My mother plows
and washes {for a hiving. We come out of the
depths—the blood and mud of battle.  And from
just such depths, I take 1t, came most of the
worth-while things i this old world. If they
didn’t—God help us.” -

“The table was very still, save for the very faint
chnk of china as the servants brought in the
creamed and iced fruit.

‘The Princess turned, and he could feel her
dark cyes full upon him.

¢ “Twonder—I wondcer,” she murmured, almost
catching her breath.

‘The Indian frowned. The Japanese smiled,
and the Egyptian winspered to the Arab.’

The party does not break up till after nmmdnight.

‘Tt started on lines so famihar to Matthew that
he had to shut lis eyes and stare again at their
swarthy faces: Supermor races—the right to rule
-—horn to contmand—inferior breeds- -the lower
classes—-the rabble. How the Egyptian rolled
off lus tongue lus contempt for the “'r-r-rabble’ !
How contemptuons was the young Indian of in-
fermor races! But how hulnorous 1t was to
Matthew to see all tables turncd; the rabble now
was the white workers of Europe; the inferior
races werc the ruling whites of Europe and
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America. The superior races were yellow and
brown.’

Matthew at least is comforted to find ‘all the
tables turned.” It 1s pleasant to hear the Wihate
Workers of Earope and America desertbed as the
‘rabble,” and the Wilute Rulers as the members of
‘aninferior race.”  But 1t 15 ehisagreciable to find the
Amcericen Negro diserininataed agamst by people so
very little lighter than hinself.

Dar} Princess 1s a long book, this 1s only the begm-
nmg. Ittakes you back to America and you pass with
Towns through a scries of revolutionary adventures.
Ie loses farth in the Princess, whom he loses sight
of: he becomes steward on a raldlway and 1s almost
lynehed by mcmbers of the Ku Klux Klan, on thar
way to a greal Clan rally at Chicago. e suffers
prison, he makes veports on the revolutionary poten-
tiaithies of Ins people, and so forth. At length he
15 mated with the “Dark Princess’ and all s well:
he 15 eventually hailed as the *Messenger and Messiah
of all the Darker Worlds.”  Everythung ends upon
a Hosanna.

A few 1solated quotations will show how uscful
this book 1s to sum up all thas hterature, which al-
ready 15 su considerable in bulk, and which will of
coursc become ycar by vear of more importance.
Thas first quotation 1s from a letter written by the
‘Dark Princess’ to Matthew Towns; she has told
him how lucky bg1s really to be m America, where
hiy

¢ “feet are further within the secret eircle of that

power that . . . rules the world. That” [she

37



PALEFACE

goes on] “15 the advantage that your people have
had. You are working within. They are stand-
ing here in this technical triumph of human power
and can use it as a fulerum to hft carth and «eas
and stars.

‘“ But to be m the center of poWerisnot enough.
You must be free and able to act. You are ngt
free in Chcago nor*'New York. But here in Vir-
gma you are at the edge of a black world. The
black belt of the Congo, the Nile, and the Ganges
reaches by way of Guana, Haiti, and Jamajca, like
a red arrow, up mnto the heart of white America.
Thus 1 see a nmighty synthesis: you can work in
Africa and Asia nght herc 1n America if you work
m the Black Belt. TFor along time I was puzzled,
as I have written vou, and hesitated: but now I
know. I am exalted, and with my high heart
comes 1llumination. I have been sore bewildered
by this mighty America, this ruthless, terrble,
intnguing Thing. My home and heart 1s India.
Your heart of hearts 15 Africa. And now I see
through the cloud. You may stand here, Mat-
thew—here, halfway between Maine and Florida,
between the Atlantic and the Pacific, with Europe
in your face and China at your back; with in-
dustry in your right hand »nd commerce in your
left and the Forin beneath vour steady feet: and
yet be 11« the Land of the Blacks.”’

Here are a few extracts from lctters that con-
stantly pass between Matthew and the Dark Princess.
‘“Revolution must come, but 1t must start
from within. We must strip to the ground and
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fight up. Not the colored Farm but the white

Factory is the beginning; and the white Office

and the Street stand next. The wlute artisan

must teach technique to the colored o farmer,

White business men must teach him orgamzation;

the scholar mitst tcach him how to thimk, and the

Jbank :xr how to rule.””’

[ ]

Thus tlrd extract 1s from adctler of the Princess
Kautilva mm which she tells Matthew of the meeting
of the Central Commnuttee and the nature of therr
dehberations.

¢ ¢“T dad not—I could not tell you all, Matthew,
until now. The Great Central Committee of
Yellow, Brown, and Black 15 finally to meet.
You are a member. The High Command is to
pe chosen Ten years of preparation are set.
Ten more years of final planmming, and then five
vears of mtensive struggle. In 1952, the Dark
World goes free-—whether mn Peace and fostering
Friendship with all men, or in Blood and Storm —
1t 18 for Than-—the Pale Masters of {oday-—to say.

‘“We are, of course, in factions —that ought to
be the most heartenmg thing im human conference
—but with enemues ready to spring and spring
again, it scares one.

‘ “One group of us, of whom I am one, behieves
in the path of Peace and Reason, of co-operation
among the best and poorest, of gradual emancipa-
tion, scif-rule, gnd world-wide abohition of the
color line, and of poverty and war.

‘“The strongest group among us beheves only
in Foree. Nothing Lut bloody defeat in a world-
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wide war of dark aganst,white will, m their opin-
10n, ever beat sense and deecencey mto Europe and
Amcrica and Australla. They hane no faithm
merceveason, m alhance with oppressed labor,
white and colored: m Lberal thought, rehigion,
nothing! Pound therr arrogancet mto submission,
they ery: kil them; conquer them; humihgte
them . . . Last fught twenty-five messengers
had a prelimmarwy conference mn this reom, with
ancient ceremony of wine and blood and ftre. 1
and my Buddhist priest, a MohammedaneMullah,
and a Hindu leader of Swaiaj, were India; Japan
was represented by an artisan and the blood of
the Shoguns; young Chima was there and a Lama
ot Thibet; Persia. Arabia, and Afghanistan;
black men from the Sudan, Kast, West, and South
Africa, Indians from Central and South Americea,
brown men from the West Indies, and—ycs, Mat-
thew. Black America was there too.  Oh, you
should have heard the high song of consceration
and triumph that shook these rolling lls!

‘“We camie 1 every guisc, at my command
when around the world 1 sent the symbol of the
rice dish; we came as laborers, as cotton packers,
as peddlers, as fortune-tellers, as travellers and
tourists, as melchants, as wervants. A month we
have been gathering. Three days we have been
awaiting vou—-in a single might we shall all fade
away and go, on foot, by boat, by rail, and air-
plane. The Day has dawnged, Matthew—the
Great Plan 16 onits way.””’

Have you read Uncele Tom’s Cabin? It was a
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book that was repated to have put the .spa;k to the
gunpowder, and to have preefntated the American
Civil War. df you are disposed 1o dismmiss the sort
of Film-farrago I have been quoting, yow must at
the same tmme recall that Mis. Beecher Stowe was
as a novelist nd better than Du Bois. I do nol -
deed mean that any simgle hook today could have
the same effeet that Unele Tom’s Caben had ma
stmpler time, with fewer books.  But hundreds of
suchhooks us Dark Princess, accompanied by Films
and plays, might reasonably be capeeted tohay e some
such effect—a particular conscrousness being evolved
by this mass of books and plays, that 1s the pomt.

That the Wlates. on their side, are being given a
certuin conscrousness—thns dual process 15 what 1
have been diseussing: for the Coloured Peoples are
urged 1o develop a conscrousness of superiority, and
the same book secks to foree upon the Paleface a
corresponding sense of anfertordy. 11 s thus that i
unfortunate: the mere reversal of a superionty- -a
change n s eolow, nothing more— rather than its
total abohtion.

So far 1t has been found an easier matter to make
the Paleface put his taal between s legs than it has
to provide the Negro or Coolie with a ‘superiority
complex.” The Negro is not realiy mterested and
15 much tco happy-go-lucky to approach these
matters with the same carnestness as his mentors.
As to the people of the East, therr traditions are
not propitious forguch a transformation, 1t 1s only
indirectly that they can be worked upon, though m
the end, and with the changing conditions of their
hfe, it will be accomphshed.
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The Negro it would scem is the despair of the pro-
pagandist. In the book from wlich I have just
been quoting there 1s a Coloured meeting 1n Atlanta,
of local Black ‘Rachicals,” and onc of them exclaims
at the end of it—*You couldn’t gel one migger m a
million to fight at all, and then they i sell each other
out.” The trouble of course 15 that the ‘nigger’ js
of much the same stulf as the White, he wants to be
left alonc: above alls he wishes to 1dentify himself
with his Paleface neighbour as far as possible, not
to be put 1 opposition, and <o i conirast. He has
much more in common with Babbitt than with the
Coloured Intellectual.

The moment a Negro develops anv purpose and
ambition i hife, his one idea, it seems, 1s to transform
hunself into the nearestapproach to a White member
of therespectable middleclass his colourhandicap will
allow. Matihew Towns, while a coloured porter on
a train, found that the Colourcd passengers he tried
to befriend resented his zealous attentions.  Thus:

‘His colored passenger did “not care” to he
brushed . . . he glanced at her agamn.

““Anythmg I can do for you?” he asked.

¢ “Aren’t you a collegr man?” <he asked, 1ather
abruptly.

T was,”” he answered,

‘She regarded him severely.  “I should thunk
then yov 'd be ashamed to be a porter,” she said.

‘He bit hus hips and gathered up her bags.”

.
It 1 a hp-iting busmess to go to the rescue of
your fellow ‘skin,” either Black or Wlite. 1 am
sure that any one would have the same experience
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who attempted to go to the help of the Palcface.
All this is exceedingly disappontting from the stand-
point of the propagandist; and indeed one cannot
help sympathizing with him m this respects for the
nuddleclass 1deal of the Paleface 1s not a very high
one, i the first tnstance: and then the conversion
of millions of Negroes nto coffee-coloured Babbitts
15 not an exceedmgly stimulsting picture for the
revolutiomary mind, nor for the mtelhgent person
of whatevcr political opinion.

§12. Tl:e Black, and the Palcfuce Middleclass Demo-
cratic Ideal.

I wiLL next quote a few passages from Quecksand
(Knopf, 1928) by Nella Larson.  The following dia-
logue occurs between the Coloured girls who are
teachers m a (Coloured College.

‘Margarct laughed. “That’s just ridiculous
sentiment, Helga, and you know 1t. But you
haven't had any breakfast, yourself. Jum Vayle
asked 1f you were sick.  Of course nobody knew
You never tell anybody anything about youreclf.
1 said 1°’d look 1 ¢n you ™

* “Thanks awfully,” Helga responded, mdiffer-
ently. She was watching the sunbght dissolve
from thick orange mto pale yellow. Slowly it
crept across the room, wiping out mn its path the
morning shadows. She wasn’t mterested m what
the other was saying.

¢ “If you don’t hurry, you’ll be late to your first
class. Can I help you?” Margaret offercd un-
certainly. She was a httle afraid of Helga.
Nearly every one was.
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‘““No. Thanks all the same.” Then quickly
m another, warmér tone: “Idomeanit. Thanks,
4 thousand times, Margarct. I'n» really aw(ully
grateful, but —you see, 1t’s like this, I’m not going
to be late to my class.  I’m not going to be there
at all.” ‘

‘The visiting girl, standing m rehief, hike old
walnut against the bulf-colored wall, darted a
quick glance at Ik:lga.  Plunly she was curious.
But she only said formally: “Oh, then you are
sick.”  For something there was abouwt Helga
which disecouraged questionings.

‘No, Helga wasn’t sick.  Not physically.  She
was merely disgusted. Fed up with Naxos. If
that could be called sickncss. The truth was that
she had made up her mind to leave. That very
day. She could no longer abide being connected
with a place of shame, hes, hypoerisy, cruelty,
servility, and snobbishness.  “It ought,” she
concluded, **to be shut down by law.™’

The manner of writing here and the dialogue of
IHeclga and Margarct 1» a good cxample of what
might be called the conoversion cnto ‘old walnut,” as
it were, of the White imddleclass democratic 1deal,
of ladylikeness and gentlananliess. The celour-
adjustment reqared. to the formulas of the worst
type of sentimental fiction of the Whites, ends 1n
absurdity and pathos. The ‘visaiting girl, standing
m relief, hike old walnut, agaipst the buff-colored
wall,’ 15 a sad, uncondortable parody of a Family
Herald sort of seene. Tt 1s the ‘Thanks awfully’
that comes from Helga, and all the rest of the ortho-
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dox Paleface techmquey that makes the walnut’
adjustment ndiculous.

But the herdine of this hook 1s deseribed as aware
of this type of confusion, and ail that 1s hufuhating
in 1t for the Neggo.  In the ensuing passage Hlelga
1s reflecting about the dress-problem as 1t coneerns
tht Negro.

‘Turnm'r from the window, her gaze wandered
(ontemptuouslv over the dull attire of the women
workers.  Drab colors, mostly navy blue, black,
browil, unrclieved, sav e for a serap of wlite or tan
about the hands and necks. Fragments of a
speech made by the dean of women floated through
bher thoughts—“Bright colors are vulgar”—
“Black, grav, brown, and navy bluc are the most
heconung  c¢olots for colored people”--*‘Dark-
complected people shouldn’t wear vellow, or green
or red.”—The dean wus a woman from onc of the
“first famulies”—a great “‘race” woman;  she,
Helga Crane, a despised mmlatio, but somethmmg
mtuitive, some unanalyzed driving spirit of
loyalty to the inherent racial need for gorgeous-
ness told her that bright colors were fitting and
that dark-complexioned people should wear yel-
low, green, und red. Black, brown, and gray
were minous to them, actually destroyed the
Inminous tones lurking m their dusky skins.  One
of the lovchest sights Helga had ever scen had
been a svoty black girl decked out m a flaming
orange dress, whech a horrified matron had next
day conwigned 1o the dyer.  Why, she wondered,
didn’t some onc write 4 Plea for Color?

‘“These people yapped loudly of race, of race
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consciousness, of race pride, and yet suppressed
its most dehghtful manifestations, love of color,
joy of rhythmic motion, naive, spontaneous
lauglfter. Harmony, radiance, and simpleity,
all the essentials of spirtual begauty in the race

they had marked for destruction.’ .

It would he casy te say to Miss Nella Larson (who
1s I believe not a Palgface) that in her novel she was
full of ‘racc-consciousness’ but that she had ‘sup-
pressed 1ts most dehghtful mamfestations’ and pro-
duced too orthodoxly Palefaced an article: but I
should not say that mysclf to that particular writer,
for she seems to grasp many of the difficulties on
both sides of the Colour dispute and to have suffered
herself considerably. And perhaps 1t may be as
well to add, at this pomnt, that all books dealing
with Negroes are not purely propagandist, and that,
as with other things, a small percentage are cven
intelhigent and so useful.

§ 13. A German Vision of Black versus While.

In England there 15 no equivalent at all for such
a hook as Dark Princess. The mixture of the Op-
penheun detective-story and Woild-Pobties does
not occur, 1 the ficld of station-bookstall hterature
m which hooks of that order exist; the British
Public remains nnpenial and parochial, Publieschool-
bovish and domestic, invetcrately non-political. It
would be worth no mystery-spiiner’s while to deal
with such a theme. In Germany it is a different
matlers Dark Princess would be much godté by the
German—it should be translated. In France also,
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with certamn differences, the gensational ‘World’-
book flourishes. .

A novel alntost identical with Dark Princess may
be cited, as my germanic lusiration: 1t 1P AHlantis
by Hans Domigik. This 1s one of a sertes of ad-
venture-novels dealing with the Future-—n the first
hdlf of the next eentury the scene 1s laid.  You
must 1magine a World-political picture of half a
century fienee in which Russi# and Asia are treated
as non-existent. It 15 supposed that the threc
principdl World-Powers at 1that time arc the United
States of Europe, the Unmied States of Aneriea, and
the empire of the Negro Emperor, Augustius Sal-
vator, whose capital is Timbuctoo. The story opens
m Twmbuctoo, and there 1s the Negro Emperor at
a great Crreus, wdulated by the dense black masses
of his *Coloured’ subjeets; and there hikewise are
two (Germans 1 a box, one a great industriadist, the
other an engmceer.  The Emperor Augustus, with
the object of tapping some world-shaking source of
power, has driven a gigantie shaft into the earth to
a depth of 6000 nictres. The german engimeer in
the box 1s employed in this undertaking.  These two
excellent Handbargers occupy the same box by pure
chance, though of course the engmeer 15 {amhar
with the name of the great industriahst, his Lands-
mann. But in another part of this vast assembly
may also he observed the willam of all that is to
ensue, namcly Guy Rouse, the american super-
capitalist, in whose ‘stahlharten grauen Augen’ all
the most ruthless and detestable—yet adnurable
(‘das war ein Mani, emn Mann von aussergewohn-
licher Grosse . . . diec verkorperte Macht des
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Goldes’ ruminates romantically Augustus) charac-
teristics of transatlantic super-mpltahsm can be
clearly detected.

The Reroes i this german hook are strangely
cnough (from the standpomt of an anglo-saxon
reader) the two Germans,  The villam 1s (as every
Furopean today w mlld take as a matter of oour&o)
the Ameriean: but Tam afrad that the Negré Em-
peror 1s not pamted 0 black as he shoulidl be—n-
deed he turns out to be a sort of Matthew Towns,
installed as Kaiser at Timbuctoo, mnsteafl of as
Maharajah at Bwodpur—but actuated, on all occa-
sions, by motives so noble and unusual that he 1s
reminiseent of one of the great saviours of humamty:
even the Whitest reader would not, 1 feel sure, con-
sider that Tredrup, the german engineer, was quite
justified m destroymg as he did (in defence of the
White Race) this Dark Deliverer’s Iife-work —for
Tredrup cventually comes back and blows up the
gigantic <haft, and so saves the White Race; 1t 15
inevitable.

Tredrup 15 strongly pro-White—as strongly pro-
White 1n fact as the hero of an anglo-saxon book 1s
always anti-White, or rather pro-anything that is
not the same colour as himself: but. Atlantis is writ-
ten for a public imcapable of that (pernaps senti-
mental) detachment which 1s sueh a feature of the
english and amencan tradition, whethcr popular or
learned.—Indeed when present at the All-Black
Circus, 1t 15 as much as Tredrup, the honest Hami-
burger, can do to contain himself, when ahove all
called vpon to witness the White lady Circus-rider
kissing her hand to the Black audicnce  ‘Schwein-
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crer verdammte!’ he exclaims,, ‘Man mochte am
liebsten dem ganzen Dreck den Rucken kehren!
Mussen die armien Luder hicr thr weisses Flewsch zu
Schau stellen . . . und dann noch nut Kusshander
dafur danken . . .17 (It 15 interesting to note that
m this Black Mectropolis the performers most fas-
outed by the Black Public are White, just as m
the greatest metropols of the Paleface World
loday tho performers tend mére and more to be
Black. )

The tfae eoal of the Negro Emperor s laid bare
m a soliloquy. which ensues upon a visit from Mr.
Rouse. the wmeriean arch-villam  Augustus Sal-
vator talks to himself first about Mr. Rouse. My
Rouse (though Augnstus eannot help adiieimg hun)
“1s blind, he thmke  *Krsicht nieht die Grenzen, die
jeder Macht gezogen sind. Dic Reaktion muss komn-
men . der Zetpunkt st uieht mchre fern.” Then
Augustus Sidvator goes on to talk about himself and
to compare the brutal and selfish policies of the
geat White empeor, Napolcon Bonaparte, with Ins
own.

‘Meme Femmde nonnen mieh den sehwarzen Na-
poleon . . . den gefurchtdden und  gehassten.
Wie wenige siad os, die mie gerceht werden!

*Was war sein Zael *—Was 1st mems?

*In unersalthicher Machtgicer versehlang er emn
Land nach dem anderen, bis er an Russland er-
stickte. Was tat ich?  Ich kampfte den Kampf
meines Volkes geg@ die wessen Bedrucker. Den
Kampf umn dic Frethert nach jahrhundertelanger
Knechtschaft  Das war dic erste Tat!

‘Dic buireiten Lander habe ich zu cinem Reich
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zusammengerafft  denne nur emn geeintes Volk
Kkann sich behaupten.  Das war die zweite Tat !
‘e dritte — gleichberechtigt in der ganzen
Welt sollen die Schwarzen nut den Weissen
sem! ..
*Aberdie Glaichberechtigung will ich—-gutwiilig
—oder mit Gewalt '—Das 15t mem letztes Ziel’

As to ‘Ruacial Equabty,” what that “cquahty’
really signifies Tredrup Iearns from his impressive
friend, the great german mdustrialist—wlio 15 not
the dupe, of course, of such a word as cquality— ‘und
dann hatte Uhlenkort zu thm gesprochen—lange,
emdringlich, bis es auch 1thm klar geworden. Die
Bedeutung der Frage: Gleichberechtigung der Rassen
—Glewchbedeutend mil dem Abstieg der weissen Rasse.
urste Stufe eincs Absticges, der werler und weiler zum
Unierlicgen fuhren musste.”

The faithful Tredrup ponders these words: and
it 15 as a consequence of this pohitical enhghtenment
that he strikes hns blow for the White Race, and
becomes a Nalionalheld.

As for the sentiments of the Blacks with regard
to the Whites, it 1s the same *dark’ anger with which
Du Bois and so many other writers farmharize us.
Here 1< a typical sample of the conversation of Negro
workmen within the borders of the Negro imperium.

* “Weshalb kommst du hier her?” ., .

“**. . . hab genug von den verdammten Weiss-
hauten. Fehlt nur noch der Shambolk, dann
war’s da wie fruher. Schwarze—Hunde. Leute
wic wir beide—Halfkasts—nicht viel mehr!’

‘Der erste mckte.
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‘*“Verflucht dic wgisse l%ande! . . Dieser
Hochmut, dieser gottverfluchtce, der alle Anders-
farhigen als Vieh behandelt. —Mein Ierr Vater
war auch e Weisser =" Kr lachte das Rersere
Bellen cmes IIl.mdos. “Mceine Mutier schwarz,
thm chehieh angetraut  Jefferson  heiss 1ch—
séhwarz auf wass steht’s i memen Papieren.
Und doch! e Farbe-—-memer Muttcr Blut war
wohl besser gewesen—Ilats. #81¢ stempelte mich
zum " Vich. Aber!™ Er hob  drohend  seme
Reehtd “Der Kaser ! —unser Kawser---cr wird
s1e lehren, ev wird’s ithnen beibringen, ob sie wol-
Ien oder meht! . . . Krieg!™ zischte es durch
seme Lippen " Krieg!  Tagheh warte 1ch dar-
auf, dass s losgeht 1™

This o8 pure Darl. Princess—it 15 the true hot
Blick stuff!  But, luckilv for the Palefaces. there
15 a german hero mn this instance to put a spoke m
the Black wheel, m the person of Trodrup.

The amernican muagnate has still to be reckoned
with, howeser—-the <orrows of the Whites do not
end with the Blacks—- there 15 Amenica!

Mr. Rouse blows a hole in the isthmus of Panama,
the Gulf Stream s diverted, and Europe returns to
polar conditions; Ircland becomes an weecap merely
and a new Migration era opens, southwards—away
from the polar conditions, brought upon Europe by
amcrican greed. Mr. Guy Rouse, incarnating the
United States, 15 no! enly more ‘ruthless,’” but more
difficult to circumvent, than the magnanimous
Negro Superman. (As I said to start with, such
things as Sceviet Russia, Asia, and so forth, never
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appear at all: they escape the attention of Hans
Domimk altogether.) The White Race is cventually
saved; 1t 1sinstalled on a brand new’ Atlantis, which
howeveer has to rise out of the ocean to receive it—
nothing short of a miracle can save the White Race,
in this story.

§ 14. White Phobia in France. !

From France an cntire hbrary of books to our
purpose could be seleeted.  The Huxley of France,
M. Paul Morand, will suggest himself at once tomany
rcaders: there are his Magic Noire and Bouddha
Vivant. A sensibility for all that is exotic has al-
ways been very common among Frenchmen—such
figures as Baudclaire or Gauguin are not singular.—
One speeimen,however, 1s all I have space for : T will
choose Loin des Blondes, by Thomas Raucat.

This book 1s a desultory account of romantic and
muldly erotic fourisme m the Far Kast. Its first
forty pages however 15 passed ;- descriptions of
Palcface Iife upon an oecan liner.  We do not reach
those deherous regions that are Far from the Pale-
faces and all their works until we step off the japanesc
Packet at Yokohama. Iwillquote alittle fromwhat
passes upon the japanese Packet, and leave it at that.

Mr. Raucat falls beneath the spell of a lovely
german-american blondc. The affair 1s rather un-
fortunate; she bceomes for him the symbol of all
that 15 Palefacc. At their seeond meeting on deck
this 1s what takes place.

‘Le lendanain matin done, a peine eus-je vu
cette dame s’allonger sur sun fauteuil de pont, que
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je m’approchar d’elle. Je m’assis & son c6té.
Comme la veille je la trouvai Delle.’

L J
But his ‘interlocutrice’ 1s more distant: a find of
nonchalance aggressive’ supervenes.

‘Ironiquement. ct par touches légéres, mon
mterlocutrice me plaignit d’étre Francgais, ct sur-
tout Francais du midi. Daus la hiérarchie des
raccs humaines, & ce que jec compris, Je me trouvais
A un rang plus élevé que le négre, mais tout juste.

‘¢ “Liempire terrestre,” disart-clle, “* doit appar-
tenir aux races supéricures. Mais, dans la race
blanche, quelle est cclle dont le sang n'est pas
mélé, et qui posséde a I'état pur les qualités du
chef? C’est la race germamque, les conquérants
venus du Nord, les fiers hommes blonds au eridne
haut, ceux qu1 ont vaincu ct rejeté les légions
romaines.”

*Cette femme, d'une voix chantante, ¢t sans
se presser, aitait Nietzsche et Gobmeau, les met-
tant en avautl avee autant de fanmuharité que s’ils
eussent été des membres de sa fanulle.

‘“Les races méditerranéennes,” répétait-clle,
* sont des races de sceeond ordre, des races mélées,
La forme du créne, les pommettes saillantes, tout
dénote 'apport du sang négre.”’

He retires very soon in face of thrs attack. and in
ny case he 15 due at the ping-pong championship.
\s he leaves the lovely but mlitant blonde—who
faisait de sa blondcar un ¢tendard’—he reflects:

‘Croit-elle & lu vérité de ce qu’ellem’a dit? Son
orgueil serait par trop mnsensé. Et je me repré-
sentais, avec tous lcurs petits détails physiques
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les méles que mon interlocutrice de tout & I’heure
jugeait sculs dlgncs de avorr pour compagne:
des individus brutaux, aux cheveux frisés d’un
rouge fauve, & la peau uniformément rose, d’un
rose de fore gras.  Je n’avis pas Iimpression que
ces messicurs me fussent supérieurs en quor que

ce soit.’ !
[

He takes part m the ping-pong chasnpionship.
There he meets another blonde. .
*C'était encore une blonde qu était ¢n face de
mol, et bien qu’elle n’clit pas encore quinze ans,
celle-1a ausst était sire d’elle-méme, et se plaisait
i me prouver sa supériorité.”’

ITe loses the ping-pong championship At last
the long sea trip draws to an end; all the champion-
ships—of ping-pong, swimnung, deck-tenms, chess,
draughts, boximg, cte. cte.—are over. Asia 15 in
sight!

¢ . . . dcbout. et je regardars avee passion dé-
filer la terre d’Asic.  Mes pensées bouillonnaient.

*Je me sentais rassasié des pays que javas
jusqu’alors habités, olt la vie n’est qu'un per-
pétuel championnat.

‘Mémc sur ce paquebot, alors qu'il elit été i
facile et agréable de n'y rien faire, les pussagers
poussés par leur atavisme s’étaient mmgémés a
tourmenter leur et mon existenees par des tour-
nois qut n'avaient pas toujours été amicaux.

‘La nausée me prenait des hommes de race
blonde, et des wmani¢res de leurs compagnes.
Sans lutte, y'abandonnais & leur orgueil les con-
trées que je quittais. Quel soulagement tout &
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I'heure, quand je foulerais lc sol de 'Asi§, I'im-
mensc et mystéricux ¢ontimeat brun, aux femmes
cramntives et presque esclaves, duns la douccur
desquelles je me baiguerais comuie & ung souree
fraiche. . . . tel un plongeur svmbohque . . .
Jallais me lanecr dans le mystére .. )

But before ‘plunging’ mto the dark and ‘mys-
terious’ Fast he dehivers hunself of au anti-White
incantation. P

*En mdchant le dernier cigare de Suns, je me
répétals comme un enfant qu boude:

¢ Ja1 assez des blondes.  Je ne veux plus les
vorr.””’

Such 1s Loin des Blondes: unhke the impulses of
those carlier Europeans, such as Doughty, Burton,
or Livingstone, 1t 1s not with the contemporary
romantic merely a desire to ‘plunge’ into something
"dark’ and ‘mysterious’: this capansiveness is ac-
companied by a host:le repulsion forwhat is left behind.
Arthur Rimbaud was the first European of this
newer order of exoties,

Again, whether there are such people as M. Rau-
cat’s lovely german-american blonde, who talk race-
war and Gobincau upon the shghtest provocation,
1t 15 impossible to say: but what s certam 15 that
there are plenty of people siimlar to M. Raucat, who
expect to mect, or mmagme they bave met, such
militant blondes—whose nmunds run, 1 shott, upon
such lnes of race and ra ace-rivalry and who have a
deep prejudice agamst their own skin.

England, although more than any curopean nation
i touch, for generations, with the ‘dark’ world, of
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Asla, Africa and America, is the least interested in
these questions, probably'because 1t has been a
feature of these contacts, with the Englhshman, to
pretend, not to notice that they had occurred—
partly, too, for the reason that the sort of English-
man cngaged where those contacks existed, m ad-
nunistration or trade, for thinking had no great
turn,” a< Amuold put ¢t.  But France and Germany
are as full as America of such racial awaréness, and
therr Iiteratures reflect 1t very thoroughly.

The subject that my last american quotation, to
return to Miss Larson, brought to the front will he
a very useful onc to dwell upon for some moments,
and 1t will also serve as a natural transition to my
next and final illustration.

If you could really persuade any class of people
whatever that they were essentially better than all
the rest-—more generous, gifted and mtelhgent—
then there would at least be the possibility of some
advantage to the world at large. If they should
behave consistontly i such a way as to conform to
this belief, then, in effeet, for the time being Lhey
could be said to be *better’— 1f we were agreed upon
what was ultimately desirable On the other hand,
if 1t remamed merely a matter of words—and i a
world given over to Advirtisaincat we are only too
fanubar with the way m which words take the place
of facts—there would clearly be no gan, but truly
a mass of fine words, and a great deal of ill-fecling
engendered 1in the fury of competition,

Experience has shown, mm past revolutions, that
what 15 apt to happen 1s that one class—inflated by
resounding words-- takes the place of another class,
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L]

which it violently dispossesses, and proceeds to be-
have 1n exactly the sande way as the last.  So if the
Coloured population of America or Africa 1s to super-
sede the Whate, 1t 15 essential, to start weth, that
they should not secretlv or openly harbour, as their
dearest wish, aif approximation to the present con-
dition of the Paleface ‘master.” The Paleface at
present, owing to adverse cirdumstances, has fallen
so low infellectually, 15 socially so impotcnt, and s
standards of work and amusement are so mechacal,
that hescannot be taken as an ideal by any man. --
Yet I think that the most extreme propagandist for
the ‘Coloured Races’ would agree with me that the
trouble really 1s that when those races hecome poli-
tically ‘emancipatcd,” as we call 1t, they tend at
onee to approxmmate more and more closely to the
Whute world-standard. Thereby we get the same
situation that we find i the case of *nations.’ locked
1p 1nside historieal territories.  The more the latter
grow like all other nations in the came situation, the
more ‘nationahst,” polhiticallv, they become; the
deeper their anmmosity towards all ‘foreigners,” the
more (through seemng the same {ilms and subnutting
to simlar influences of one hind and another) they
come to resemble those ‘foreign’ devils, wgainst
whom it 15 s0 casy to excite their passions.

The sort of situation you would have eventually
to anticipate 15 tlus. In such towns as New York
or Johanneshurg you will get a Black quarter, where
therc will be large gance-halls where nothing but
waltzes and mazurkas and possibly minuets will be
danced, by stately Negroes; and there will be a
Paleface quarter, where there will be a dance-hall
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with nothing but jazz. In the Black quarter the
beauty-chorus mn the'revues ‘will be All Whate: 1 the
White quarter they will be All Blach.« The plays in
the Blaek quarter will be such plavs as Hamlet: the
plays m the White will be 11l God’s Chillun. The
books the Paleface reads will he rothances about the
oppressed Blacks, cast 1n & most sentimental andi-
chrnistian vemn: the Black, on the other hand, will
devour books about White muddleclass prospernty,
where all the characters will be shghtly gellow.

But the Black will say fiereely that he 15 & better
man than the White beeause he 16 more dignified in
his amusements (pointing to his waltzes, his Shake-
speare Repertory Theatre, cte.).  The White will in-
sisl that ke 1s the better man, because he 1s not so
emolional and jazzy as the Black, and because he 15
responsible for Shakespeare, Mohére, and so on. (I
am a httle indebted to lerr Donumk for this pie-
ture.)

Long before such a state of affairs as that came
to pass, the races would, 1n practice, have inter-
married and their habits would have become identi-
cal. But 1t 15 no part of my business here to draw
pictures of a problematical futuie, but only to study
the problems of behaviour at the present tnme, as
they apply between Paletaces and  Coloured’ people.

§ 15. The Effect of the Piclures of the White Man’s
World upon the East. .
INsTE£AD of quoting somcthing from Close’s book,,
The Revolt of Asia, to show how the Black versus
White problem is prolouged into and all over the
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East, I will take a few pages fom Mr. Aldous Hux-
ley's Jesting Pilate. Mr. Huxley goes to an open-
air Cinema 1’ Java and these are hus inpressions and
reflections (necessarily curtailed). B
‘Fifty yards away we tound an open-air preture
show. A crowd, as fisluly dumb as the young
" dancers, stood or squatted n front of an ilumm-
aled sgreen, across which there came and went. in
an epileptic silence, the hwman fishes of a cinema
drama. And what a drama! Wearnived m time
to s¢e a man 1n what the lady novelists call  fault-
less evening dress,” smashing a door with an axe,
shooting scveral other men, and then embracing
against her will a distressed femalc, also m even-
ing dress.  Meanw lule another man was hurrying
from somewhere to somewhere clse, 1n motor-cars
that tumbled over precipiees, i trams that vil-
lains contrived to send full bilt into 11vers—in
vain, however, for the hurrymng voung man always
jumped off the doomcd velneles m the mek of
time and munediately found another and still
more rapid means of locomotion. . . .
‘The violent imbeeihties of the story flickered
m silence agamst the background of the equatonal
mght. Insdence the Javanese looked on.  What
were they thinking? What were their private
comments on this exhibition of Western civiliza-
tion? . . . The crook drama at Tunis is the same
as the crook drama at Madras. On the same
evening, it may se, 1n Korea, in Sumatra, in the
Sudan, they are looking at the same seven soulful
reels of mother-love and adultery. The same
fraudulent millionaires are swindling for the diver-

59



) PALEFACE

sion of a Burmese gudience in Mandalay, a Maori
audience in New Zealand. | Over the entire globe
the producers of Hollywood arc thé nussionaries
and propagandists of white civilization. . . . What
1s this famous civihization of the white men which
Iollywood reveals? These are questions which
one 15 almost ashamgd to answer.  The world into
which the cinema introduces the subject peoples
1s & world of silliness and crmunahty. When 1ts
inhabitants are not stealing, murdering, swindhng
or attenipting to commit rape (too slowly,”as we
have scen, Lo be often completely successful), they
are being maudlin about babies or dear old homes,
they are being fantastically and 1diotically honour-
able 1n a manner calculated to bring the greatest
possible discomfort to the greatest possible num-
ber of people, they are disporting themselves in
marble halls, they are aimlessly dashing about the
carth’s surface 1 fast-moving vehicles. When
they make money they do it only in the most dis-
creditable, unproductive and socially mischievous
way—by speculation. Their politics are matters
exclusively of personal (generally amorous) in-
irigue.  Their science 15 an affarr of seeret recipes
for making moncy—recipes which are always
getting stolen Ly villams no less anxious for cush
than the scientific hero himself. Their religion is
all cracker mottoes, white-huired clergymen,
large-hearted mothers, hard, Bible-reading, puri-
tanical fathers, and young girl; who have taken
the wrong turning and been betrayed (Lhe rapes,
thank goodness, are occasionally successful) kneel-
ing with their illegitimate bakies in front of cruci
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fixes. As for their art—it gonsists in young men
mn overalls and largk ties painting, in cqck-lofts.
feminine pbrtraits worthy to figure on the covers
of magazines. And their hitcrature is the flatu-
lent vcrblago of the captlons.
‘Such 15 tHe white man’s world as revealed by
' the films, a world of crooks and half-wits, morons
and sharpers. A crude, immature, childish world.
A world without subtlety, without the smallest
mtellectual mterests, mnocent of art, letters, phil-
osophy, science. A world where there are plenty
of motors, telephones and automatie pistols, but
in which there 1s no trace of such u thing as a
modern idea. A world where men and women
have istmets, desires and emotions, but no
thoughts. A world, in bricf. from which all that
gives the modern West 1ts power . . . has been
left out. . . . White men complain that the atti-
tude of the membets of the coloured races 1s nat
so respectful as 1t was  Can one be astonished ?
‘What astonishes mc 1s that the attitude re-
mains as respectful as it does.  Standing 1 the
midst of that silent crowd of Javanese preture
funs, 1 was astomished, when the performance at-
tamed its culminating imbecility, that they did
not all with one accord turn on us with hoots of
deriston, with mocking and murderous violence.
I was astomshed that they did not all rush in a
body through the town crying *“Why should we
be ruled any longer by imbeciles?” and murder-
ing every whitc man they met. The dnvelling
nonsense that flickevred there in the darkness,
under the tropical clouds, was cnough to justify
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any outhurst. . . . The coloured peoples think a
great dcal less of us than *hey did, even though
thev mav be too cautious to act on their opinicns
. . . the share of TIollywood m lowering the white
man’s prestige 15 by no means iconsiderable. A
people whose own propagandists ﬁmclmm 1t to be
mentally and niorally deficient, cannot expect to
be looked up to. H films were really fruc Lo Ife,
the whole of Europe,and America would deserve
to be handed over as mandated Lerritories to the
Basutos, the Papuans and the Andaman pygmes.
Fortunatcly. they are not true. . . . But the un-
tutored mind of the poor Indian does not know it.
He sces the films, he thinks they represent West -
crn teality, he eannot see why he should be ruled
by ermnnal imbeciles.  As we turned disgusted
from the 1diotie speetacle and threaded our way
outl of the crowd, that strangc aquarium silence
of the Javanese was broken by a languid smgger
of demsion. Nothimg more.  Just a httle laugh.
A word or two of mocking comment 1 Malay, and
then, oner more, the silence as of fish. A few
more ) cars of Hollywood’s propaganda, and per-
haps we shall not gct out of an Oriental crowd
quite so easily )’

There 15 more than a touch 1in this narrative, 1
know, of the sort of conventionahty you would ex-
peet from its agreeably discursive author. But
nevertheless he has not a political :xe to grind and
15 a more rchable witness probably than Mr. Close.—
The sentimentality of outlook is of course apparent
n hi, mterpretation of ‘the strange aquarium sil-
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ence’ of the Javanese: 1t 15y unlikely that the
javanese, maori, funisian or hindu picture-goers are
either equipped, or disposed, to view the ‘imbeeility
of the White Man’s Film qute as Mr. TTuxlc$ would
have us believe—for all their *mipassible orental’
fishiness and their traditional, but todav quite non-
«xistent, wisdom. It 1 unlikely that, unless it were
repeatedly pomted out to them, they would see
anything disereditable i thesethies of Tollywood,
or he very cntical of the abjeet itelhgence dis-
played, or be averse to the violenee and erudity of
the action. Inshort, Mr. Huxley, I thimk, romanti-
cises his *Onental - there 1s a hittle too much turban
and grease-pamt, oo much ‘Garden of Allah,” i the
preture.  When however that has been discounted,
and whes you allow for the fact that in every corner
of the East the russian agenl is busy wlispermg
agamst the Whites—those overbearing bourgeors
nterlopers—this account of a Picture-show m Java
1s nol without 1ts instruction. A« 1o Mr. Huxley’s
account of the sort of Film win question, that, we can
all agree, 1s accurate cnough. and 1t 1s after all just
from those standards that it 1~ immportant to rescue
the Untutored Mind of the Poor Indian, or the over-
suseeptible Negro.  If the Negro, as dreamed of by
Alaun Locke, 1s to beeome a reality, he can find no
better way of proving his ‘cultural’ qualifications
than by turming lus back altogether upon the
White Man’s, World as 1t exists at present.

I have mentioned Alain Locke, and before ter-
minating this seetion of my book I will turn to a
debate which figured 1 the Forum about six months
ago. Alain Locke is a negro tellectual and he
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presented the case for the Negro in that debate very
ably. .Mr. Lothrop Stoddard answered, with equal
ability, for the White Man, telling his dark opponent
that White America would never depart from its
pohicy of the ‘Colour-Line.” T will not here enter
into the manv iteresting 14sues brought to light by
this debate, but will confine my«elf to a few ob-
servations upon the arguments advanced by the
Black debater. Mr..Locke shows with excellent
pointedness how the White World 1s confronted with
*annereasing social duemma and self-contradiction,’
for the simple reason that the Negro Question 1s not
merely the Negro Question, but 1 “much more, and
cven more seriously, the question of democracy.’
And of course 1n so far as the dogma, not necessarily
the practice, of the Soviet 1s merely a violent form
of democratic behef, the more ‘radical’ the Amer-
can or any other Democracy becomes, the more such
a question as the Negro Question becomes strietly
the rule 1n vour system of belief, or you must “capit-
ulate,” as Mr. Loeke invites the White Man to do.
But Mr. Locke also has another no less seenungly
powerful argument: he wmasts that the White Man
annot dance every night to negro musie, and throng
to Porgies and Emperor Joneses, and continue to be
haughty where the Negro 15 concerned.
‘Prejudice, morcover, as wholesale generaliza-
tion of social mferionity and cultural mcapacity
. . becomes, as a matter of course, more con-
trary to fact with every deeca lc —yes, with every
day. . . . Apart from the injustice and reaction-
ary unwisdom, there 1s tragic wrony and imminent
social farce in the acceptance by ““ White America’
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of the Negro’s cultural gifts, while at the same

time withholding cultural recognition, the reward

that all gemud merits and even requires.’
1]

The ‘cultural’ present that the Negro has made
to White Amcnca, and through Amcrica to the
whole White World, can be sumgned up 1 the word
‘jazz. It 1s a very popular present and White
people cveryw here have tumblad over each other to
pick it up, and 1t has almost superseded every other
form of activity. But what 1t 15 impossible not to
ask 15 whether 1t descrves quite so large a ‘reward’
as Mr. Locke claims forit. The White arts that the
Paleface has turned awayv from i order to cultivate
these Black arts, werc certainly as good as the latter:
und all that the ‘Afroamerican’ has sucecedcd
supplying 1s the acsthetic medium of a sort of
frantic proletarian sub-conscious, which s the very
negation of those far greater arts, for mstance, of
other more celebrated *Coloured’ races, such as the
(Cluncse or the Hindu. The Chimese or the Hindu
would never have been captivated by nor even paid
any attention at all to that sort of inferior Black art.
But the White has: and it is very unrcasonable of
him stall Lo deny social equality to the Negro: about
that there can be no question at all, under the cir-
cumstances. (It 15 only the circumstances that
ougbt never to be there.)

The other ‘cultural’ hights mentioned by Mr.
Locke are, for example, Roland Hayes and Paul
Robeson. That black mghtingale and that ex-
cellent actor are handsome presents to our civiliza-
#ton: and if the Negro community has not had a
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band of distinguish~d philosophers, men of science,
and poets to pomnt to, 1t 15, I am surc, merely be-
causc the Negro has not had the opportumty of pro-
ducing them: there 15 no race that 1s not able to
produce distinguished philosophers, men of science,
and remarkable pocts, m profusion. Where Mr.
Locke is mstaken, in my opinion, 1s m talking about
the ‘cultural’ gifts of the Negro to the White up-to-
date, and as alrcady-handed over.

What Mr. Locke nught say with great reason 1s
somewhat as follows: ‘Although the Blacks have
produced nothmng but a barbarous, melancholy,
cpileptic folk-musie, worthy only of a patagonian
cantubal; and although this sort of art has been
fastened upon the White World, as a resull of a
given set of circumstances, that 1s no reason at all
why the White Man should look down upon all
Negroes, or should too hghtly assume that, given
equal opportunitics, the Negro would not produce
something that would put the foohsh jazzing White
m the shade.” That would be unanswerable, I think.

Mr. Locke, agam, writes: “Successful peoples are
rated, and rate themscelves, m terms of their best.
Racial and national prestige 1s, after all, the product
of the exceptional few.” In order to have grasped
that highly undemocratic truth Mr. Locke must
have nsen far above the level of the average Pale-
face.  When he <ays that ‘it 15 not 1 the interests
of demoeracy iself to allow an ilbeerate, unprogres-
stve White man the convictiomthat he 15 better than
the best Negro,” one 15 not so sure of the soundness
of his purcly democratic principles.—The general
impression that his article made upon me was that
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he stressed too much the ‘cultyral,’ m rather too
resounding a way. which left him open to too pro-
found a retort. *And the *democratie’ basis seems to
me as things stand an impossible one for argiament.

At this point I will return from my eonsideration
of the evidence plovided by a series of beoks, both
in Europe and America, to the mam current of my
argument._ *

§ 16. I'inal Objcctions lo me as ‘Champion.

Tnr German philosophers of the beginming and
the muddle of the last century have perhaps provided
us with the best example of ‘mternationahsm’ of
any people 1mn modern times, that 1s. such men as
+Gocthe or Schopenhaucr.  Schopenhauer’s father
gave Inm the name of *Arthur’ because Arthur s
the same (he argued) m all curopean tongugs— at
least 1t 1s not exclusively german. (It 15 interesting
Lo note that the *Acthur Press” v coved that name
for a reason of a sunilar order.)  And Sehopenhauer
himself never ecased to entierze s countrymen for
theirr german-ness.  Nietzsche after hun did the
same.  Goethe before im was quuite as confirmed
an ‘mnternationalist,’ m the sense that he always
advocated a umversal language of Volapue for
Kurope, and hoped for a confederacy of states and
an abohition of fiontiers.—Today we are, with Fas-
casm, with Trish, Czech, Catalan, Macedoman,
Indian, Russian, Tugkish, Polish, ele. ete., national-
s (which ivariably takes the form of abolishing
every local custom and beconung as ke everybody
as possible), at the other pole to that attitude of mind
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$0 common a century ago. This appcars to me very
regrettable mdeed. 1 should like everybody to be
mmbued with the spirit of internationalism, and to
keep all their local customs.

I have, 1n addition to my often expressed desire
for a umversal statc, another craving, up till now
unexpressed (that 1s publely). 1 would, if I were
able to, suppress dil out-of-date diserepancies of
tongue, as well as of skin and pocket. 1 desire to
speak Volapue, to put it shortly. I cannot ‘help it,
1t 15 1f you like a crank, but I should like to speak,
and write, some Volapue, not enghsh—at all events
some tongue that would cnable me to converse with
cverybody of whatever shade of skin or opinion
without an mterpreter—above all that no shadow
of an cxcuse should subsist for a great Chemieal .
Magnate to come Inssing in my car: ‘Listen! That
low fellow’ (magnates alwavs speak 1n such lofty
icrms, partly for fun) ‘says “ja”—-I heard him!
Here 1s a phal of deadly gas.  Just throw 1t at him,
will you? He won'l say “ja” any more, once he’s
had a smif of that!’

But this 15 not the end of the matter, where my
many disqualbifications are concerned. I am actu-
ally conscious of the many difficultics that must
beset any honest. Palelace, called to the defenee of
his sk, Although people of a hghtish complexion
have overrun the globe, they have, he would be
compelled to confess, taken with them, and stolidly,
irresistibly, propagated a civifzation wlieh is ex-
ccedingly inferior to many caviizations found by
them 1n full-swimg, possessed by people of dark, or
‘Coloured’ cowplexion.
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So, confining ourselves to ‘skins.’ if thi, Paleface
is told that he has been foolishly arrogant—his
‘superiority’ af the best a very temporary material
or technical one—he cannot find much to dnswer.
Further, the charge has to be met of having imposed
a rotten, materniahst civihzation upon all sorts of
people with great eruclty often, of having wiped out
races of very high quahty, such as the Indians of
North Ameriea, m the name 9f 4 God who was all
cumpas.smn: s0 he 1 convieted of hypoerssy of the
ughest, of the “civihzed’ kind, on top of everythmg
else.

How can the White Man confront these charges?
As an Anglo-Saxon he cannot point to Ameriea and
England today, and claim that spectacle as a justi-

*fication of his dommion. What 1s he to do? If a
tinid man, as the Paleface often s, all those vindie-
tive pointing fingers will put him quite out of coun-
tenance.

Now I of course can {ind him the necessary argn-
ments Lo dispose of Ins passionate erities, and T am
only too glad to, for his opponents are a stupid erew
for the most part —just ‘to amuse mysclf’ I would
help my Paleface. But all the same I recognize
that Ins case is dangerously open to attack.

Beyond this, as an artist T am convineed that all
the very finest plastic and pictorial work has come
out of the Orient, and that Europeans have never
understood the fundamental problems of art in the
way the Indian, Persian, or Chinese have done.
These hasty remarks will have served, nothing more,
to define the nature of my disqualifications for the
réle of Whate deliverer.
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S to the defimtion from the Institules,

{ s quoted by Green, and all that dccper argu-

ment of a view of hife 1n which the prineiple
of the ‘common good’ expands so that it includes
all that we deeide to recognize mystically‘ aS POSHeSS-
mg a spiritual essenge, however remote in Lime and
place, and as to the ‘notion that there 1s som(,thmg
duc from every man to every man,’ I will hazard the
followmmg remarks, which will serve as a Conclusion
to this introductory cssay.

In Rome what constituted ‘abnormality’ was
the being cither a slave, a stranger or a minor (of
whatever age) within the potestas of some head of o
family. A slave and, origimally, a stranger, a ‘pere-
grmus,’ was legally a ‘thing,” coming under the ‘jus
quod ad res pertinet.” The absoluie legal roman
persona was only ¢njoyed, I suppose, by the cldest
malc of a roman fanmly. But originally the status
of & non-Roman was as ‘abnormal’ as that of a
slave. All anmmals were naturally ‘things’—a lion
in the forest or a wild bee was 2 ‘res nullias,” but a
watch-dog or a slave was not *wild.” so enuld not be
affected 1o another person than his owner by cap-
ture—though if you fclt hke it you could acquire a
hon, for it (as we still say) was a ‘thing’ not cn-
tangled legally with a ‘person.” You would then
become 1ts umique entanglement, and it would cease
to be wild, but would remain a thing.

To be normal was to be free in the roman state,
but 1t is now generally supposed that the ‘slave’ in
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Antiquity, although outside the law of persons, was
nevertheless not treated as a (#¥rg by his master to
any greater exbent than let us say a drapery assistant
or a charwoman 1s treated as a thing.  Thg female
slave, of an averagely humane roman atizen, did
not call hersclf » ‘lady’ but a ‘slave’; there prob-
ably the difference ended. It 1s unlikely that there
was any contempluous disabtlity attached to her
state to compare with that of the victorian ‘skivvy’
or ‘slavey.” If the choice “lay between being a
‘slaveyd and a ‘slave,” in faet, any rational person
would prefer 10 be a “slave’ T should think— without
ambiguity, sentimentality or, mn a word, offence.
What T am attempting to get at here 1s that very
impor tant factor of *sentimentality’ in the relations
of human bemgs, especially as that apphes to the
wholesale reform of those relations, at present in
progress all over the world. Tt s the verbal problem,
really; and the history of ‘sentiment’ 15 one of the
survival of words, after the fact they symbolize has
long vamshed. 1t 1s possible under certain condi-
tions to have a person as a slave in the most effective
sensc—to make him work himself to the bone, hive
upon crusts of bread, call you ‘sir’ or even ‘lord,’
and be in short entirely at your disposal, and yet for
you to have no legal right whatever over him, indced
for him techmeally to be ‘frce and equal’—even for
you to be, ostensibly, kis servant. We are all accus-
tomed to this situation as illustrated in the expres-
sion ‘servant of the Puble,’ for instance. ‘Dictator-
ship of the Proletanat’ affords another cxample.
In such cases a munority governs a majority, often
with an ron hand, either telling the majority that

71



PALEFACE

it is its ‘servant,” or, in the other case, telling the
ma]onty or Proletinat that 1it, the Proletar.at, is
sovereign, paramount, and engaged-all the time in
ruling dtsclf. These (and many similar instances
will no doubt rcadily occur to you) are all matters
simply of words: and what 1 an. deseribing 15 of
coursc the sort of government that we call today a
‘democracy’-—cithet with elective representatives
or with a small body of pcople who are kid enough
to ‘dictate’ to1l. Biit in all cases 1t 1s goveynment
by words. '

Everything that the word ‘democracy’ implics,
however, we get from the Romans and the Greeks.
And 1n spite of the fact that all the circumstances of
physical hife and of our present socicty have suffered
an absolute change, yet i our mnstitutions we still
perpetuate these ultimate distortions of a law
framed for a pohitical body 1n every respect different
fiom our own. The roman body was compact and
efficient, if nothing clse, and 1s not to be despised.
Bul ather we should retrace our steps and acquire
that body (wluch 1s 1impossible) or else adjust our
laws for those vast, sprawhng, drcamy polyp-organ-
isms we call nations, but so that those laws will
enable such degraded organisms to 1ssue once more
as a formal structure of sume kind, somewhat higher
than al present.

If, again, we cannot all be ‘free’ 1n the roman
sense, or be ‘persons’ as were all Roman Citizeus,
then should we use their vmrds‘? It is impossible
not to question the propriety of %hat: for not until
we cease to call ourselves free shall we be able to
recogniz¢c how uannecessarilly servile we have be-
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come. The word ‘free’ is mgrely, as it were, a
magical counter with which to enslave us, it is full
of an cleetrical property that has been most male-
ficent where the European or American is corteerned.
But beyond that 1 suggest that very few people
can be ‘free’ unfler anv circumstances, or equally
yot may say that very few p(-o'ple can be ‘persons,’
still to emgploy the roman terminology, but in this
case abstractly. Ttis the ‘democratic’ conceit that
15 at fatlt, 1s it not ?—i1t seems as though it were the
love of #ine words that has undone us, as much as
anything. That 1s where the ‘sentimentalty’
comes 1n and plays 1ts destructive part. (It 1s that
‘lady’ in char-lady that has given us a false security
and made us blind 1o the novel facts upon which
« we must at last concentrate our gaze and recognize
that we are beset.) If people managed 1o resist
those verbal blandishments, they would, 1t is true,
be sadder (at first) but also wiser. That 1s of course
the 1deal—to be wiser; and no one can accuse me 1m
this of indulging in a verbal blandishment with my
word ‘wise,” for who on earth, in a general way, ever

wanted to be wise? ‘Free,” yes: but never wise.
But 1 saying that very few men are able to be
‘free,” or very few to be ‘persons,” one must I sup-
posc be preparcd for every hair upon the body of the
true democrat (or doctrinaire of the dictatorship of
Dcmos) to bristle.  ‘Ah! that is very nice indeed,
that is charming!’ he says: ‘in a nation of fifty
nnlhion people there gre to be a handful of “great”
persons (according to your aristocratic plan and
whatever you may mean by your mystic of the
person)—that 1s to say. at any one time, a statesman
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or two, a poct or tyo, a man of science or two, and
so on, and no more. But what of the rest of the
communty ?—where do they come*in? Are they
not tothave an equal sharc in the statecraft, art,
science and all that constitutes a civilized state?’

In the first place the plan is, of course, not mine
at all, but nature’s,  ‘Nature’ has repeatedly been
mterrogated, often angrily, upon this very point—
it is a burning questign.  Why does not nature pro-
duce a dense mass of Shakespeares or Newtons or
Pitts? That has been the 1dea; and mcans have
been considered and plans worked out for assisting
nature 1 this respeet. But it 15 conceivable that
nature after all may usually produce as many as are
needed of these ‘persons,” and that this ratio may be
according to some organic law that we are too stupid.
or too conceited to grasp.

It is always possible that nature may not desire
a structureless, horizontal jelly of a society, as does
the modern democrat, but & more organic affair.
A ‘moral situation,’ 1t may ¢ven be, does not enter
into the comprchension of that legislator or creator
which we habitually call *nature.’” Just the correet
number of Shakespeares, Newtons and the rest may
have been regularly supplied to us, and overcrowd-
ing at the top (o top and bottom being perhaps part
of this lerarchical, non-moral, creative intention)
have been guarded against.

But we will return from this region of 1dle specula-
tion to that of practical politigs. It 1s not disputed
by anybody that we have cvolved a very mechanical
typc of life, as a result of the discovery of printing
and its child, the Press—the Cinema. Radio and so
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forth, and the immense advances in the technique
of Industry. Thcre is much less differentiation now,
that is, between the consciousness of the respective
members of a geographical group, and between the
various groups or peoples, than before machmes
made it posqblc for everyone 10 mould their mind
upon the same cultural model {in the way that they
all subjeat themselves to the emotional teaching of a
series of films, for instance, al) over the surface of the
globe). ,

The more fundamentally ahke nations become,
the more ficreely ‘nationalist’ 15 their temper: but
also the more impersonal they grow (m the nature of
things, 1 a 1nore intensely organmized routine of hife),
the more they talk of freedom, and of their ‘person-
ality.’

Both these paradoxes of the present age are, 1
believe, the merest habits.  There 15 very hitle sign
that the majonty of people desire to be ‘persons’
In any very important scnse: their conversation
about ‘developing ther personality’ 1s a sentimental
habit, merely, it would seem. If they were cured
of this habit nothing would cver be heard of their
‘personality’ again, But government on a demo-
cratic pattern entails an msistence vpon these myth-
1cal ‘personalities’ on the part of their rulers: so the
habits remain and flourssh. It 1s mmpossible to
bring them up-to-date, for they are too chrono-
logically absurd to do that with. And the same
system rcquires that some purely sentimental and
unzeal notion of ‘frecedom’ should, at all costs, be
sustained. (Itislike the ery La Patrie est en danger!
There was once a ‘country,’ thal was culturally and
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racially intact, ands so susceptible of being put in
‘danger’; and in consequence the martial cry still
evokes a situation that 1s dead, and ‘people flock to
defend that grinning corpse or historical spectre.)

Only a person can be susceptible of a righi—that
is not a roman law but,a universal one. What s ‘due
from every one to every one’ (1in the words of Green)
1s erther (1) 2 merely sentimental cliché—and that 15
what 1t generally amounts to in contemporary demo-
cracies; orit1s(2) an entirely non-sentimental com-
pulsion—namely that that 1s due to ment, to per-
sonal character or to personal ahilitv. There 1s
nothing else ‘due’ fromn one person to another.

Another and more exact way of stating this would
be to say—There 1s nothing ‘due’ at all from one
persontoanother: butthere are persons who attract,
or compel, those services speoken of by Green, de-
seribed by him as mysterious debts on account of
which all truly moral men are constantly denying
and impoverishing themselves (of the things of the
mind as well as of the body—in order to be ‘the poor
1 spimt’) so that they may adequately render what
‘is due from every one to every one.” Bul this some-
thing i fact is ‘due’ not because the Ob](‘(‘t of 1t 1s
‘human,’ nor becausc the skin m question is white
or black: 1t is ‘due’ because 1n some way we re-
cognize an entity with superioreclaims to ours upon
our order, kind or system: as I sec the matter, that
18 the unly ground for an obligation that exists. The
sentimental, orthe moral, elements, have nopartinit.
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This obligation that all men age under to pe;'sonal
power or to the vital principle that resides in persons,
is apt to be bitterly resented. What the ‘puppet’
owes to the ‘person’ (to make use, as 1n the 4rt of
Being Ruled, of Goethe's terminology) 1s the cause of
many heart-burnihgs and revolts, and 15, where that
is possible, withheld. This 15 the ease more than
ever wherg an aggravated ‘mofal situation’ cxists,
as at presgenl. Indced a ‘moral situation’ 1s essen-
tially a fevolutionary situation, in the most frivolous
sense, when for a time the unreal and purely senti-
mental valucs, 1n a dissolving society, get the upper
hand. The Power to whom the dircetion 1s being
transferred darec not yct openly announce itself (this
15, I suppose, somewhat the case m Russia), there 1s
.only one Master-principle visible, above the surface,
still ostensibly cffective, and that 1s weak. So the
pack flings 1tself upon 1t, and all for the moment 1s
confusion.

For what is the essence of a ‘nioral situation’?
It 1s of course, and always has been (smee those days
when, to be the curse of the West, ‘morals’ were
first 1invented), a situation in which a society loses
ils orgarne structurc and disintegrates mto its indi-
vidual components—into its millions of individual
units.  This may mnitself be desirable; but 1t natur-
ally 1solates or disconnccts for the tune all that 1s
most powerful and exposes 1t to attack. As this
socicty becomes, instead of an organic whole, a mass
of nnnute individualy, under the guise of an Etlue
there appears the Mystic of the Many, the cult of the
cell, or the worship of the particle; and the dogma
of ‘what 1s duc from everybody to everybody’ takes
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the place of the natyral law of what is due to char-
acter, to creative genius, or to personal power, or
even to their symbols.

I do not need to point oul how intense this mys-
ticism of the Monad or ‘the Many’ has become, nor
how 1t has resulted everywhere in ‘wholesale aggres-
sion, aimed at anybody, cither in the past or present,
possessing those ‘great’ quahties to which ‘some-
thing is due’ from everybody. (The dall;; belittle-
ment of or the personal attacks upon, 1n books or in
the Press, the ‘great men’ of our hterary Pantheon
1s one of the obvious signs of this sansculottist tem-
per.) It 1s almost as though the duty of the truly
moral man was as much to destroy what he regards
as ‘grecat’ (or possessed of the enjoyment of the
powers and dclights of the mind) as to deny himself
such enjoyment: and a sentunental value for what
is little or mneffective, or merecly distant, or incom-
prehensible, must be cagerly professed.”

1 will now apply myself to the question of how we
arc to define (1) a person; (2) the term ‘human’;
and (3) the coneeption ‘the common good,” those
terms of critical importance that we have been up
till now using without much definition.

The idea ‘person’ I associate essentially with the
idca of ‘organization.’ What we could say was
‘due’ to what 1s highly orgamzeg on the part of what
is less lughly orgamzcd—that is the prineipal char-
acter of this obligation. If I were working this out
more thoroughly here, I should have to go into the
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question of how I understood this version of t}:e law
of persons and the law of things, msisting that 1n
every casc our filuman laws must be 1n the nature of
a ‘law of things.” For 1t 15 upon that basis that I
should naturally think of it.

All that 15 ‘du€” from one creature to wnother 1s,
as I should describe 1t, reality due to God, whose
‘things’ we arc—only the fictions as 1t were of that
Person., {t would be best for e to recall here (since
the existgnee of a spiritual power or God, or any
reference even to that power, 15 mvolved for most
people with the sickliness of some dehased cthical
code) the unsentimental naturc of this oblhgation
I am supposing to exist. And this character of
compulsion, this intellectual character, apples as
*much to what 1s “due’ to God, as to what 1s *due’
clscwhere: and what 15 cxacted from us else-
where 1s an expression merely of a more absolute
dependence.

So our dependence or our independence 1s, T
should say, an organic phenomcenon, a matter of
concentrations and dispersions, which we familiarly
regard as the ‘personal’ atiributes, when they be-
come highly concentrated.  As to pohtical inde-
pendence, or pohitical ‘frecdom,’ 1t has very hittle
to do with personahity, and so, in a fundamental
sense, very little to do with independence.  Political
independence 1s the gift of a society, whercas inde-
pendence of character, or the being a person, is a gift
of nature, to put it shortly. That gift 15 held for our
natural hife, irrespective of function. A person can
only be ‘frec’ in the degree mn which he1s a “person’:
and if the most potentially effective and the wisest
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members of a given gociety are obscured or rendered
meffective, then 1t can only mean that that society
is about to perish, as an organism, for it cannot
survive in a condition in which what is most vital in
it is obscured or not permitted to function.

ITow 1t is that we are able to say that only a person
can be susceptible of aright 15 because no seiitimental
value 15 attached here to the word ‘right’: Yecause,
1n short, the law we are presupposing 1s a non-moral
law. Every cthical system has those ‘rights,” -
fested with sentiment: but such mere systematizing
of expansion-impulses is not worthy of the name of
law.

Docs being susceptible of a right mean anything
else than being a creature who has recognmzed his
willingness (or whose willingness 15 assumed) to
abide by a set of rules, said to be for the ‘common
good” of the community, and who so cones to form
part of a certamn social system? That 15 all that
‘human’ meant for an carly Roman or a Greek. A
stranger was ‘abnormal,” susceptible of no nghts,
and no more ‘human’ than a wild bee or a lion n
the forest.—To be beneath the same Inw—that 1s to
be ‘normal.” and to be ‘human’: let that be our
defimtion.

In the modern nation —and this is of course the
case particularly with America—~the working of this
principle 1s very casy to follow. The ‘ Frenchiman’
as the *Amcrican” is a person bereath the same law as
all other ‘Frenchmen® and * Americans ’—though he

80



CONCLUSION TO PART I

]
may by birth and tramning be asRussian, who enn-
grated upon the Revolution, a Spamard or Itahan,

d < 4
a Polish Jew or an African cx-slave. ‘TTuman’® m
the same way 1s a term deserihing anvbody heneath
the same law as ourselves—it 1s a term of the same
. o
order as ‘Ancrican’ or as ‘Russian.’

But a-lL‘thc natural leaders today m the Whie
world arc strictly speaking outlaws. Thev ate 1n
an ‘abnormal’ position. (Some aremtelligent enough
to realize this, but others still behieve that they are
functiouing, or that it is still possible to function,
traditionally.)

» I, for example, am an outlaw. T am conspicuous
for mv clear appreciation of that fact.

What can I possibly mean by saying that 1he hest
mdividuals of the curopean race arc outlaws? 1
mean of course that we are now 1 the posttion of
local trbal ehicts brought within a wider system,
which has gathered and closed 1n around us: and
that the law or tradition of our race, which 1t 18 our
function toterpret, 18 bemg superseded by another
and more umversal norm, and that a new tradition
1s bemg born. (Of this more universal norm there
arc as yet no aceredited mterpreters— for the Soviet
lecaders are too involved 1n opportumst polities to
lay claim to that position. Tam perhaps the nearest
approach to a priest of the new order.)

The reason we are outlaws then 1 that there 15 no
law to which we can appeal, upon which we can rely,
or that it is worth our while any longer to mterpret,
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evenif we could. ¥We, by birth the natural leaders
of the Whit« European, are pcople of no political
or public conscquence any more, quite naturally.
Even, we are repudiated and hated becausc the law
we represent has failled, not being as effective as 1t
should have been or well-thought-out at all, T am
afraid: having been {oolishly and corruptly adminis-
tered 1nlo the bargain.  There 1s not one of us (ex-
cept such a venerable and ineffective figure as Shaw,
for instanee) who 15 1n a position of pubhe “minenec;
nor will a single one of us, who 1s wort hanyt hing, ever
be allowed to attain to such a position. We, the
natural leaders in the World we hive i, are now
privale citizens 1 the fullest sense, and that World
1s, as far as the admunistration of its traditional law
of Ife is conecrned, leaderless.  Under these cireum-
stances, ity soul 1n a generation or so will be eatinet,
as a separate umt 1t will cease to exist. It will have
nurged in a wider system.

Speaking, simply 1 order to mahke quite clear
what T mean, about mysclf, 1f T were a politician,
hike Shaw, a man of platforms and cameras, I should
be very disappomted in the face of this situation.
But there are many reasons why it suils me quite
well to be demed a public hife, to be treated as a
dangcrous outlaw still to illustrate my argnment
by mecans of personal stateruent: T do not desire
personal uotoriety (and that 1s really all that 1s at
stake), T would rather ship a book I had wrnitten mto
the hands of the Pubhe than  would make a thou-
sand speeches: my abilities, and my mterests, agan,
do not he 1n the cconomice or the pobtical field at all,
but tn that of the arts of expression, the hbrary and
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the theatre. But, far more mdortant than any-
thing clsc 1s the fact that T do not happen to regret
the norm that 15 bemng superseded and rather find
my sympathies on the side of the more unn ersal
norm wlich 1s (ag I see the situation) to take its
place. 1 am a man of the “transition,” we none of
us can help bang that—T hay e g1o orgamie function
1 this society, naturally, sinee this society has been
pretty thdroughly dismantled and put out of com-
mussion; hough, of course, 1f you ask me that, 1
would prefer a society m which 1 was beneath a
law, which 1 could illustrate and mterpret.  But 1
have no desire to walk mto the Past. I am content
to think a world-law will be better than a law for
Tooting Bee, and politically speaking to leave the
matter there.

But these various circumstances tend to make me
a sort of extremist: for smee what we have lost was
not absolutely to be despised, and should be bntterly
regretted if nothing 15 pu in 1ts place as good as it
and sceing how many chances there always are that
after wholesale desteuction no one will have the
gentus or the bonne volonté even to do anything but
batten upon the ruins and call that the *New-world,’
1 am what 1s called a *bitter’ eritic of all those symp-
toms of the inierregnum that suggest a compromise
or a backshiding or a substitution of opportumst
romantic pohicies (prepared to follow ¢ very sinuosity
of the landscape, rather than build spectacular
escapes) for a policy of creative compulsion.

The reasons, then, that 1 should give for not re-
garding as a tragedy the fact of the personal echipse
of all that 15 most intelhgent 1n the Western com-
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munitics, and the f4lling apart of those communities
in the mass (as they grope their way, back to an un-
consciousness), arc as follows. Our political dis-
organization 15 our own doing, 1s 1t not ? 1t has been
at our own hands, as socialists, hierals, radicals, or
artists, and not at the hands of another and hostile
orgamsm, that we have been overcome: or 1t has
come about through physical necessity, in*the person
of our revolutionary Science, all tcrrestruél societies
being called upon to coalesee mto a vaseer umt—
namely a world-society. 1f this can be effected with-
out more violence and confusion than the human
orgawsm 1s able to endure, 1t should be the reverse
of a nusfortune, T think T am right 1n believing.

But there are extremely few people m the world
at this moment who regard the situation m ths
hght. That 1s a very great pity and hkely to in-
volve a great deal of violenece and confusion. The
remnants of our Western Governments, m the grip
of a network of financial groups, or War and Tradc
Trusts, are behaving as though we were called upon
1o revert to a super-feudalism and the Dark-Ages,
and the Communists tend co play up 1o every gesture
of violence and to allow their doctrine to be con-
verted mto a proletarian imperialism (this must be
taken as nothing more than an mmpression of one
not more infornicd than the next and mercly judging
from report).

How these remarks affeet the questions to be can-

rassed in Palefuce 1s as followt..  The anti-Paleface
cumpaign has all the appearance of attacks upon a
dismtegrating orgamsm, by some other intact and
trimphant orgamsm: 1t has very much too human
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and personal a flavour. What jt seems to 1nfply is
that the White World 1s ‘fimished,” that i1 15 a cul-
ture or political organism that is going to pieces
under assaults from without and from witlun,
quite on the traditional, Lastorical, Decline and Full
pattcrn. And the Bevolt of .1siu, the Dark Princess,
and such books, suggest that it 15 the ‘Coloured
Races,’ or, the non-European, %ho have done 1t or
are doing it, and are to be the beneficiaries of a
reversal 4f political power. That 15 why the tact-
less assaults of the Borzor Ing guns have {o be
checked and are ccertamn 1n the end to eause a dis-
turbance and make 1t worth somehody’s while to
take up the cause of the ‘Paleface.’” That cham-
pronskip is a title that 1s gomg begging, but for the
.moment only.

As good little revolulionaries, at all events, we
Palefaces have to ¢lmmm our revolutionary rights—-
that is my message m Palefuce. 'We ask nothing
better than 1o go over mnto the reformed world
order, am T not mght? but we will not be pushea
over, no, nor harked at as we go by the Big Borzois
and other mongrels, or m shorl, march out to a
chorus of Dark lInughter. That, if T understand my
fcllow Palefaces, 1s the position. ' We are somewhat
touchy about the legend of our despotisms. this i
as much our Revolution as anybody clse’s.  Indeed,
it 1s we who have made 1t possible. 1t 1s more ours,
we can claim, than anybody clse’s.  The White
component in the world-ooml)matlon will be of
exactly the same tmportance, as shown by the
rovolutmnary-wmghlng-m machinge, as every other:
but we will not he so gratuitously revolutionary as
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to alfow the Palcfpee mterest to weigle less that
15 the idea.  Even a White revolutionary has us
rights, that 15 mv meaning in Paleface. But I am
*purely and snnply amusing myself,” as Paul would
say. T have no official posttion, White, Red or
Black, nor do T covet one.

America has heen ealled the *Melting-Pot’—t is
where more than anywhere clse the world-state 15
being prepared, mm a big prehmiary olla podrida. 1
have called this book a Philosophy of the Melling-
Pot: so there s no occaston to explamm how 1t 1s that
America 15 the seene T have chosen for my main
tllustrations.

The outlaws like myself who ave preparing the new
Law and the new Norm have a very heavy respon-
stbolity It is therr business to detach themselves
entirely from the spectfie mterests of the human
component or group from which they have cowe,
whether Palcface, Negro, Indian or Jew. That
why you find m¢, in Paleface, m a position of defence
where my poor downtiodden Paleface brother s
concerned.  And because a certaun short-sighted
cochmess m the Paleface makes him sometimes
scorn my assistancee and eauses him to be blind to
the novel dangers of his situation, I do not for that
reason abandon my impartial mimstrations.

The new Law will cl'fcchvcly take shape, 1t 1s very
hkely, m the contment of Amerxca, for the same
rcason that the metropoltan position of Rome
causcd Lhe jus gentium to he developed practically
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there  her the  celsewhere, inghe ordimary tourse
ot the dasly routine of the Practor Pereguinus —In
Ifome the mafstrate appointed to deal with the
cases 1 which foreigners were mvolved (and to
whomn the roman code was not apphlieable) was the
Practor Poregrinfis.  As lome grow i importance,
foreigners trom all quarters of the world made their
appearange; and the Practor Peregrinus had foreed
upon him what w s to some extent o constant exer-
cise m° womparative jurisprudenee. It would be
dise nered no doubt after a time that, underlying
the respecty. wdes of even the wost widely separ-
ated s ates (v h hjecte the Practor Peregrinus
had b lore hiny, chere was a sort of rough system
coninon te ali 1t was upon this more umversal

vstem 5l serted atself out m s daily practiee)

L " «tor Paegrinus would base his judg-
« =+ g ot any decsion mmvolving a

wH gy one ¢de and another, he would
mturally h it law that cxperienee had shown
hun to be ol we umversal apphieation.,

The mam pr les of the yus gentivm were finolly
incorporated u. v roman system, which would
benetit by acqpuring a more umversal appheabihity.
The well-knowa though disputed wlentification by
Siv Tenry Mwmne of the jus gentium with the jus
naturale (‘jus naturale 1s jus gentrum seen in the
hght of thc Stoie Philosophy') may serve 1o em-
phasize still more the significance of this juristie
evolution, conscquent upon the mecting and traflick-
ing of nalions.

We are in a world iIn which we are all in some
sense outlaws, at the moment, for our traditions
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have all been too sharply struck at and broken and
no new tradition 1s yet born. Some such process as
occurred 1 the adnumstration of the Practor Pcre-
grinus 15 oceurring today in every quarter of the
globe—there 15 no country that 1s not 1n that scnse
metropolitan. Meantime, we are, technically, 1n
an ‘mhuman’ situation. This is a very dehicate
position. It is needssary, I tlhunk, in copsequence,
to insist a hittle uponthe essential (thoughimperfeet)
humanity of any ill-treated and threatcneg group—
such, for instance, as Lthe Palefaces—who so recently
were the rulers of the world, and who are, as a result,
looked at somewhat askance, 1 the new dispensa-
tion, and perhaps hustled, on occaston.

As to the ‘common good,” what can be said briefly
on that head. mn connection with the things we are
discussing, is as follows.

No suecessful human socicty could be founded
upon a notion of the ‘common good’ which at-
tempted to weigh oul to everybody an equal amount
and kind of ‘good.” The *pleasures of the 1nd,’
for instanee (which Green denied himself), cannot be
cqually distributed unless you have a commmnity
composed of standard mnds, turned out according
to some super-mechanical method. It 1s exactly
that sort of regulanty or quantitative fixity that it
is neeessary to avowd, for the sake of the mutual
satisfaction of the members of‘any social group.

The ‘common guod’ canonly mean organie ‘good,’
the functional ‘good’ belonging to some social

88



CONCLUSION TO PART I

organism. There cannot be any ‘good’ comnfon to
an unorgamzed mob of ‘things.” It is only when a
mob of things ‘is organized, and has become pos-
sessed of persons (interpreting and administering 1ts
laws and 1ts tradition) that it can be said to have a
‘common good.” *A ‘common good’ 15, 1n short, an
expression of the law of ‘normal’ beings (in the jur-
istic sense,of beings bencath a dommon law), and 1t
reduces itself, in the end, to the proper working of
their patticular law—where that law is healthy and
cffective, operating in a naturally closed system,

A socicty 1s formed, m the first instance, it might
be said, by the secretion of some spiritual quiddity
(which is the germ of the norm or law) by some
single powerful famly, or group of active fanulics.
Jt1s this norin, a« 1t matures and acquires the strength
of habit, that holds them together. From the start
that rorm 1s incarnated in the chicfs and leaders of
the group, and becomes personal, as 1t were. It 1s
to those leaders that everything is ‘due’ on the part
of the other members of the group.

For Green, however, the “common good’ wouid
mean something entirely different from the laws of
this organie complex of relationships.  For hum the
‘good’ had become a (falscly) personal ‘good,” and
human society was conceived as a horizontal cgal-
itarian plane of equal und undifferentiated ‘persons.’
There were no ‘things’ in this world at all—except
‘lower animals,’ stones and trees. For him, as a
typical nmetcenth-ccntury revolutionary morahst,
until every man, woman and child (but especially
every woman and child), in the entire world, had
been accommodated with all the ‘pleasures of the
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mind”® of Plato, Gaeen could know no peace. And
(to turn from the pleasures of the mind of Plato to
things about which there is at any fime hkely fo be
more trouble) if one individual had a wireless set, or
a Bentley or a Morris-Oxlord, then evervbody must
have them—qmte irrespective of'the fact that 1t 1s
evident to any fairly mtelligent and observant *per-
son today that the possession of these machmnes 15
not spiritually of very great advantage to the aver-
age man, and so such possessions can hu)(ﬂy be re-
garded as chigible for a position among that aggregate
of things we agree to call the ‘common good.’

The ‘common good’ can, then, only be defined,
in a general way, as the law of any social organism.
But perbaps any social orgamsm 1s 100 sweeping:
for a socicty can be so low 1n the vital scale that it s
incapable of realizing anything that can properly be
deseribed as a ‘good’ at all.  Most of our Western
denmiocracies are rapidly reaching that biologice level.
So 1t must be the law, I think, of a farly active and
perpendicular--a well-proportioned, elastie, orderly
—society.—As for the indefinite expansion of the
idea of the ‘good,’ or of the *human’ without limit
of time or place—so that any number of umts may
be embraced by a law that 15 unique—there agamn
the emotional or scntmental expansivencess of the
protestant morahst scems to me to be at fault, and
to provide for us, mn place of a well-built society, an
emolionad chaos. That type of feechng must to my
nund result m social 1deas that are at once meta-
physically impossible and foolish, or, from the stand-
pomt of the engincer or the artist, i structures that
will be disgustingly uncatisfactory or else quite
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meaningless—a sort of rainbow-bridge, of cm(ic and
stupid tint, stretched from nowhere to nowhere.

I do not wish"to seem Loo severe o1 even perhaps a

trific roman, but I must pursuc my analy«is of this
type of ethies a step further, for clse the word
‘human’ will be left up i the air, I am afraid, or
get mixed up with Green’s loyest ammals.”  And
yet the ‘Je suis Romam—je sws human’ of Maui-
ras is a formula for the provencal countryside—and
a very giod one—rather than for the american
‘Mclting-pot,” mto which we all must shp (and, 1n
my view, should shp, although I say so without any
dogmatism).
. Outside what would popularly be regarded as the
‘human’ norm, hie all the other forms of the animal
creation.  In ovder to know what we really mecan
by ‘human,’” we cannot escape considering that ir-
rational world; any more than in considering what
appears on the face of 1t the *hnunan’ world, can we
help diserimmating between the rational and the
irrational.  There 15 no question but that a dog, for
mstance, of a charming character, s more worthy,
m the abstract, of our interest and sympathy, than
arc very many men, both Paleface and Coloured.
If you 1solate that particular ‘lower anumal,’and that
inferior man, then the anunal s the more *human’—
gentler, better, and more rational. To that pro-
position, I am swe, I shall have no difficulty in
receiving your assent (although if the Borzois are
histeming, they no dogbt. will bark, for they will per-
cerve that this might raise difficulties for them).

A dcer or a horse 1s a nobler creature physically,
perhaps, than many men; and some mdividual
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horscs and deer would be superior spiritually to
them. Yet those animals could not be said to come
within a human canon,or to be themselves ‘human’:
and therefore there is nothing ‘due’ from us to them
or vice versa—or only a sentimental something,
which 1s 1n 1ts purest state the#l something that
Green, or the primlglve Christian, seizes upon, exag-
gerates, transfers 10 men, and proceeds o convert
into the pecubar property of man, calling it ‘love’
and the ctlhucal sense. But indeed it ig most un-
rcasonable when the ‘lower animals’ are excluded
from such “human’ canons.

Ethies as conceived by the author of the Pro-
legomena 10 Ethics, whom I have chosen for my 1llus-
trations mn this essay, should be entirely confined,
perhaps, to questions regarding our relations ta
animals, other than men. The science of Ethies
altogether might find 1ts true rdle 1n the regulation
of such relationships. Dogs. horses, cats and cows
arc the natural, and the true, chents of the moral
philosopher, T beheve. As such, the exercise of
cthical emotions would give mse to very grave
problems indeed: and they would involve questions
very much more difficult to meet than those raised
by the purely human variety of ethical speculation:
we should mmedialtly be confrented with the pro-
blem of the pork-chop and the mutton-cutlet, in
fine, or of the draught-horse.  And I need not point
out to the reader possessed of an acute political eye
what repereussions this newly demarcated ethical
science would have in the world of revolutionary
politics. Tn a flash everything would be mn an
uproar,
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1 believe the problem of the*mutton-cutlet “will
yet come into i1tg own, and become one of first-class
political importance.—But of all neglected problems
of that order, the Paleface problem 1s to my nund
the first on the hst—‘lf only becausc, i that instance,
we gurselves are the mutton-chop. I am sorry to
terminate this part of my essgy upon this sordid
animal nolc.
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PART II
PALEFACE

' OR

‘LOVE? WHAT HO! SMELLING STRANGENESS?

‘There is something duwrect, brutal, and fine in
the naluge of Uncas. 11 is not quite an accident
that 1n our games he is always the Indan, whele
I am the despised Winte, the Palcface.”
A Story-Teller’s Story.  Sherwood
Anderson.

¢ I went often to the movie studios and walched
the men and the women atwork.  Chaldren . play-
tng with drecams—dreams of an herore hind of
desperado conboy, doing good deeds al the busi-
ness end of a gun—dreams of an ever-virtuous
womanhood walking amd wwe — American
dreams—dAnglo-Saaon dreams.’-—(1hd.)

¢ The Indian way of consciousness s differeni
from and falal to our way of conscrousness.
Our way of conscivusness s different fiom and
Jalal to the Indian.’

Mornings in Mexwo. D). H. Lawrence.

¢ The consciousness of one branch of humanity
s the anwmhilaticp of the consciousness of
another branch. Thal is, the life of the Indian,
his stream of conscious being, is yust death to
the White man.—(Ihid.)






INTRODUCTION

N the following essay I quote very fully and

examine at considerable length passages from

Mr. D. H. LaWrence, Mr. Sherwood Anderson,
and other writers using popular parrati ¢ Lo present
1deas and *even rehgions.  That so nch eareful
attention should he given o artists in fiction, or to
works writien, 1t 1s felt, i the lirst mstance, 1o
amuse, may scem strange to some people. It 18 not
usual to honour them mn this way. Were 1t the
analysis of the conditions favourable to a virus, of
some defimte ‘social problem’ (with the accompany -
mg statistics, references to philosophie and socio-
logical treatises, and so on), it would not appear at
all strange to devote a great deal of space to a mimute
cxamination of things that were i themselves, per-
haps, not very important or interesting.

What I wish to stress, then, 1s that these essays do
not come under the head of ‘hterary cemticism’
They are written purely as mvestigations into con-
temporary states of nund, as these are displayed for
us by imagimative writers pretending to give us a
picture of current hife ‘as 1t 15 lived,” but who n fact
give us much more a picture of hfe as, according to
them, 1t should be hved. In the process they shp m,
or thrust m, an entire philosophy, which they derive
from more theoretic fields, and whick 15 usually not
at all the philosophy of the sort of people they por-
tray. The whole of Paleface, 1n fact, deals with and
1s intended to set 1n relief the automatic processes
by which the artist or the writer (a novelist or a poet)
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\,

ohfans lus formutaries: to show how the formulas
for hus progress are 1ssued to lum, how he gets them
by post, and then applics them.

According to present arrangements, in the pre-
sence of nature the artist or writer 15 almost always
apriorist, we suggest. Further, ne tends to lose his
powers of observation {which, through rehance upon
external nature, 1 the classical ¢ ages gave him frec-
dom) altogether.  Yet observation must be the only
guaranice of his usefulness. as much as of his inde-
pendence.  So he takes his nature, in practice, from
1heoretic fields, and resigns himself to sce only what
conforms 1o his syllabus of patterns.  1le deals with
the raw life, thinks he sees arabesques 1t 3 but 1n
fact the arabesques that he sees more often than not
emanate from lus theoretic borrowmng, he has prt
them there. s a nature-for-technieal-purposes of
which he 1s conseious.  Scarcely any longer can he
be said to control or be even in touch with the raw
at all, that 1s the same as saying he 15 not 1 touch
with nature: he rather dredges and excavates things
that are not objects of dircet perception, with a
science he has borrowed ; or, upon the surface, ob-
serves only according to a system of opinion wluch
hides from him any but a highlv selective reahty.

The mere fact- with the artirt or mtcrpreter of
nature—that his materal 15 biving, exposes him to
the temptation of a drowsy enthusiasm for paradox,
smee “hife’ is paradox (sprinkled over a process of
digestive sloth), and all men hve, actually, upou the
amusement of surprise. *What man 1s this who
arrves? A beantiful, a wonderful stranger!’ they
say* and all strangers are wonderful or beautiful.
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*What will the day bring forth ? *There will be some
pleasant novelty, at least of that we can be certain!
—a novelty with whose appearance we have had
nothing to do.” ‘Lafe’ 1s not-knowing: 1t 1s the
surprise packet : 50, essentially unselective, 1if nature
can be 5o arranged as to yield hinyas it were a system
of surprises, the artist will seareg]y take the trouble
to look belfind them, to deteet the principle of their
occurrencyg, or to refleet that for “surprises,” for the
direet hife of nature, they are a hittle over-dramatic
and particularly pat. So he automatically apphes
the accepted formula to nature; the corresponding
accident manifests itself, ke a djnn, always with
an mposing clatter (simee it o a lughly selective
‘aceide nt’ that understands its part): and the artist
18 perfeetly satisfied that nature has spoken. He
does not see at all that “nature’ 1s no longer there.

You are merely deseribing, you may say, the fam-
cus ‘subjective’ character of this time, 1n your own
way and a little paradoxically. 1f T could surprise
anybody mto exanunmg with a purged and renewed
sensc what 15 taken <o much for granted, namely our

subjectivity >—though who or what 15 the subject
or Subject?—1 should have justified any method
whatever. But I am anxious to capture the atten-
tion of the reader in a way to which he 1s less accus-
tomcd. a less paradoxical way.

In Western countries the Kighteenth-century man
and the Puritan man arc perhaps the most marked
types that survive, dgsguised of course 1n all sorts
of manners, and differently combined. We have
learnt to live upon a diet of pure ‘fun,’ we are sensa-
tionahst te the marrow. Ours 1s a kind of Wembley-
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Iife of raree-shows, of switchbacks and watershoots.
We observe the gleeful eye of Mr. Bertrand Russell
as he appears suspended for a moment above some
formal logical preeipice.  Or there 1s Mr. Roger Fry
m the company of his friend, Mr. Bell, sustaining
delightedly shock after shock 1fom the handles of
sowe eleetric machine, or m other words from the
unceremonious vigour of some pamting which,
charged with a strange zeal, outrages m tyrn all the
traditional prineiples of his English traming and his
essential respectability.  Then there are the round-
abouts for the Peter Pan chorus, swings for exhibi-
tionists, mantie grottocs and the lecture-tents of the
gymnosophists.  Oh it 15 a wild hife that we Iive 1n
the ncar West, hetween one apocalypse and another!
And the far West 1s much the same, we are told. In
a word, we have lost our sense of reality. So we
return to the central problem of our ‘subjectivity,’
which 1s what we have in the place of our lost sense,
and which 1s the name by which our condition goes.

Elsewhere I have deseribed this in ats great lines
as the transition from a public to a private way of
thinking and feeling. ‘The great industrial machine
has removed from the dividual hife all responsi-
bibty. For an wmdividual business adventurer to
succeed as he could w Lthe first days of mdustrial
expansion. will to-morrow be mmpossible. It 1s
cevidently 1n these conditions that you must look for
the sohd ground of our ‘subjective’ fashions. The
obvious historic analogy 1s to be found 1n the Greek
political decadence. Stoic and other philosophics
set out to provide the individual with a complete
substitute for the great public and civic ideal of the
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happiest days of Greek freedoni:*with their thought
we are quite al home. I will take the account of
these circumstanices to be found m Caird.

‘Even in the time of Anstotle a great change
was passimg oy er the public hfe of Greece, by which
all its cthical traditions were discredited . . . By
tht victories of Philip and Alexander the eity states
of Grecer were reduced to the fank of subordmate
municipalities m a great military cmpire, and,
under the dyuvasties founded by  Alexander’s
generals, they became the plaything and the prze
of a conflict between greatcr powers, whieh they
could not substantiallv. mfluence . . . we may
fairly say that it was at this peniod that the divi-
ston bet ween publie and private hfe, which 1s so

. fanubliar to us but was so unfanmuhar to the Greeks,
was first decisi ely established asa fact. A private
non-pohitical Iife beeame now, not the (xeeption,
but the rulc, not the abnormal chowee o1 a few
recalaitrant spirits, hke Diogenes or Aristippus,
but the mevitable lot of the great mass of man-
kimd. The mdividual, no longer finding hns happ-
ness or misery closely associated with that of a
community . . . was thrown back upon hic own
resources. . Whalt Rome did was practically
to pulvenze the old socicties, reducing them to a
collection of imdividuals, and then to hold them
together by an external orgamzation, nuhitary and
legal . . . 1ts effect (that of roman power) was
rather to level and disintegrate than to draw men
together.'—(Evol % Theology.)

There 1s not much resemblance, outwardly, be-
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tweén the pulverizition by one central power, such
as that of Rome, and the pulverization of our social
and mtellectual Iife that 15 being cffected by general
industrial conditions all over the world. But there
15, 1 the nature of things, the same oppressive re-
moval of all personal outlet (sufliciently sigmficant
Lo satisfy a full-blooded business or polhitical ambi-
tion) m a greal public Iife of individual enterprise:
and, in the West, at the same time, through the
agency of Science, all our standards of ‘existence
have been diseredited. Many people protest against
such an mterpretation of what has happened to us
m Europe and America: they do not sce that 1t has
happened, they say that at most ‘there may be a
danger of’ 1it: vet every detal of the hfe of any
mndividual you choose to take, in almost any carcer,
testifies to its corrcetness.

As to what 1s at the bottom of this immense and
radical translation from a free pubhe hfe, on the one
hand, to a powerless, unsatisfying, circumscribed
private hfe on the other, with that we are not here
especially occupred.  But the answer lies entirely,
on the physical side, with the spectacular growth
of Science, and 1ts child, Industry. The Kast is
m process of bemg revolutionized, however,
the same manncr as, the West  Tet me guote Mr.
Russdll:

‘The kind of difference that Newton has made

to the world 15 more casily appreciated where a

Newtoman civilization 1s brought into sharp con-

trast with a pre-scientific culture, as for example,

i modern Chma. The ferment in that country

1s the inevitable outcome of the arrival of Newton
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upon its shores. . . . If Newtdn had never hived,
the civihization of China would have remamed un-
disturbed, and T suggest that we ourselves should
be little different from what we were in the nuddle
of the cighteenth century.—(Radio Tumes, Apnl
8th, 1928.)

If you substitute Science for Nedton (for if Newton
‘had never lived’ somebody ds¢ would) that ex-
plains ouf condition.  We have been thrown back
wholesale from the external, the publie world, by
the successive waves of the ‘“Newfoman” mnovy ation,
and been driven down mto our prinutine private
mental cayes, of the unconscious and the primtive,
We are the cave-men of the new miental wilderness.
That 1s the deseription, and the history of our par-
ticular ‘subjeetivity.’

In the arts of formal expression, a “dark mght of
the soul” 15 settlmg down. A hind of mental lan-
guage 15 I process of mvention, flouting and over-
riding the larvnx and the tongae Yot an art that
15 subjective’ and ean ook to no common factors
of knowledge or fecling, and lean on no tradition, 1s
exposed to the necessity. tirst, of all, of mstructing
itself far morc profoundly as to the ongms of s nn-
pulses and the nature and history of the formulas
with which 1t works; o1 else 1t 15 commutted to be-
coming a zealous parrot of systems and judgments
that reach 1t from the unknown. In the latter case
m effect what i1t does is to bestow authority upon a
hypothetie something o1 someone it has never seen,
and would be at a loss to deseribe (sinee i the ‘sub-
Jective’ there 1s no common and visible nature), and
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progressively to sutrender its faculty of observation,
and so sever 1itself from the external field of 1im-
mediate truth or behef—for the énly meamng of
‘nature’ 1s a nature possessed m common. And
that 1s what now has happened to many artists: they
pretend to be their own authonty, but they are not
even that ‘

It would not be'ecasv to exaggerate she naiveté
with which the average artist or writer to-day, de-
prived of all central authonty, body of .kﬁowledge,
tradition, or commonly accepted system of nature,
accepts what he recerves m place of those things.
He 1s usually as mnocent of any saving scepticism,
even of the most elementary sort, where his subject-
1vely-posscssed machinery 15 concerned, as the most
secluded and dullest peasant abashed with metro;
politan novelties; only, unhke the peasant, he has
no saving shrewdness even: and this 15 all the more
peculiar (and therefore not generally noticed, or if
recognized, not easly credited) because he 15 phy-
sically i the very centre of things, and so, it
would be supposed, ‘knowing,” and predisposed to
doubt.

Lasten attentively to any conversation at a café
or a tea-table, or any place where students or artists
collect and exchange ideas or histen to one rising—
or equally a risen—writer or artist talking to another
-——from this there are very few people that you will
have to except: 1t 15 astomishing how, mn all the
heated doginatical arguments, you will never find
them calling 1 question the véry basis upon which
the “movement’ they are advocating rests. They
are never so ‘radical’ as that. Not that the direc-
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tion they are taking may not b® the right one, but
they have not the least conscrousness, if so, why 1t
15 night, or of the many alternatives open to them.
The authority of fashion 1s ahsolute 1 such cases:
whatever has Dby some means miroduced itself
and gamed a witle crowd-acceptance for say two
vears and a half, 1. itself, unassailable. s applhi-
cation, omly, presents alternatfves. The world of
fashion for them 1s as solid and ungucstionable as
that large stone agamst wlueh Johnson hit his foot,
to confute the Bishop of Cloyne. For them the
time-world has become an absolute, as it has for the
philosopher m the background, feeding them with a
hollow assurance.

But this suggestionabihty, directed to other
objects, 15 shown everywhere by the crowd. The
confusion would be more mtense than it s,
even, if every small practitioner of art or letters
started examining, i a dissatisfied and eritical
spint, everything at all, you nught at this pomt
object. And, if that 1s the case, why attempt
to sow distrust of the very ground on which
they stand, among a herd of happv and 1gnorant
technicians entranced, not with ‘mund,” but with
‘subjectivity ™ Was nol the man-of-science of
thirly years ago, m undisturbed possession of all
Ins assumptions as regards the ‘reality ' he handled
so effectively, happier and brighter. and so perhaps
more useful 1 han his more sceptical successor today ?

This argument would carry more weight, 1if the
opinions to which 1t teferred were not so fanatically
held. It is very difficult to gencralhize hke that:
sometimes it is a good thing to interfere with a som-

105



PALEFACE .

nambulist and of cdurse sometimes not. You have
to use your judgment. The kind of screen that 1s
bemg built up between the reality and us, the ‘dark
mght of the soul’ mto which cach mdividual s
relapsing, the mtellectual shoddimess of so much of
the thought responsible for the drtist’s reality, or
‘nature’ today, all these things scem to pomt to'the
desirability of a nctv, and if necessary shattermg
eriticism of “modernity,” as 1t stands at present.

Ilaving got so far, agam, we must sustam gur revolu-
tionary mmpulse. Tt 15 an unenterprismg thought
ideed that would accept all that the *Newtoman’
civihization of seienee has thrust upon our unhappy
world, sunply because 1t onee had been different
from something clse, and promised ‘ progress,” though
no advantage so far has been scen to ensue from ity
propagation for any of us, except that thelast vestiges
of a few superb eivilizations are bemg stamped out,
and a nullon sheep’s-heads, i London, can sit
and listen to the distant bellowing of Mussolini; or
m situations so widely separated as Wigan and
Brighton, hsten simultancously to the bellowing of
Dame Clara Butt. It 15 too much to ask us to
accept these privileges as substitutes for the art of
Sung or the philosophy of Greeee.—Tt 15 as a result
of such considerations, ac these that a new revolution
1s already on footl, making its appearance first under
the aspect of a violent reaction, at last to bring a
steady and growing mass of ceriticisin to bear upon
those innovations that Mr. Russell would term ‘New-
toman,” and question ther night to land upou the
shores of Chima, and do there what they are said to
be domg.
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In the arts of formal expressidn thns new mpulse
has already made 1ts appearance But the deep
cchpse of the extreme ignoranee in which most tech-
nical giants repose, makes the pownting of the new
day, 1 those places, very slow and uncertaimn.—
Really the average of our artists and writers could
be régarded under the figure of nvmphs, who all are
ravished periodically by a paifthecon of unknown
gods, who appear to them first im onc form then in
another.  These are evidently deities who speak m
a seientific cantmg and abstract dhaleet, mamlhy, n
the moment of the supreme embrace, to these hol
and bothered rapt, intelligences: and all the rather
hybrid creations that ensue hsp m the aceents of
scienee as well.  But s b one god, assunung many
(ifferent forms, or 1s 1t a plurality of disconnected
celestial adventurers?  That s a disputed pont
but I mele to the behef that one god only s
responstble for these various escapades.  ‘That s
nnmmatcenal, however, for 1if 1t s not one, then
it 15 a colony of bemgs very much resembling one
another.

So then, before diseussing at all the pros and cons
of the “subjective’ fashion, it 15 necessary to recog-
nize that it 1s not to the conercte matenal of art that
we must go for our argument: that 15 nddled with
contradictory assumptions. Most dogmatieally *sub-
jecetive,” telling-from-the-mside, fashionable method
—whatever clse 1t may be and whether “well-found’
or not—is ultimately discovered to be bad plilo-
sophy -that1s to say1t takesits orders from «second-
rate philosophie dogma. Can art that 1s a reflee-
tion of bad philosophy be good art? I should say
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that you could malke good a1t out of almost any-
thing, whether good or bad from the standpoint
of right reason. But under these circumstances
there 1s, it follows. no objection to the source being
a rational one: for reason never did any harm to
art, cven 1f it nover did 1t any goed.  And m other
respects we are all lughh mterested 1 the suceess
of reason. .

But if, politically and socially, men are today
fated to a ‘subjective’ 16le, and driven }nhde thewr
private, mental cayves, how can art be anything but
‘subjective,” too? Is externahity of any sort pos-
sible, for us?  Are not we of necessity confined to a
mental world of the subconscious, m which we natur-
ally sink back to a more prinntive level; and hence
our ‘primtivism,’ too? OQur hives cannot be de-
seribed m terms of action—externally that 1s—be-
cause we never truly ael. We have no common
world into which we project ourselves and recognize
what we see there as symbols of our fullest powers.
To those questions we now mn due course would be
led: but what here 1 have been trying to show is
that first of all much more attention should be given
to the mtellectual prinaples that are behind the
work of art: that to suctain the pretensions of a
considerable mnovation a work must be surer than
it usually 15 to-day of 1ts formal parentage: that
nothing that 1s unsatisfactory m the result should
be passed over, but should be asked to account for
itself 1n the abstract terms that are behind 1ts phe-
nomenal face. And I have suggested that many
subjective fashions, not plastically or formally very
satisfactory, would become completely discredited
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if 1t were clearly explained upon zvhat flunsy theories
theyare in fact built: what bad philosophy, n short,
has almost everywhere been 1esponsible for the bad
art.

My main object i Paleface has been to place in
the hands of the'readers of imagmative Iterature,
and also of that very considerable terature directed
to popularlzmg serentifie and philosophie notions,
in language as clear and direet as possible, a sort of
key ;5 so that, with its aid, they may be able to read
any work of art presented to them, and, resisting the
skuful blandishments of the fLictiomst, reject this
plaustble ‘hife’ that often 18 not hfe, and understand
the 1deologie or philosophical basis of these confus-
g entertamments, where so many {alse ideas change
hands or change heads.  Asat s, the popularizer is
generally approached with the eyes firmly shut and
the mouth wide open.  And the fiction m its very
nature takes with 1t the authority of hife—people
hive 1t, as 1t were, as they read: so 1t 1s able to puss
off ws true almost anything. The often very clabor-
ate philosophy cexpressed m this sensational form
very often not only nusrepresents the empirical
reahity, but misstates the truth.

I dignify this eritical work with the title of system,
because as hterature stands today, it i reality
amounts to that. It 15 a system that will enable
any fairly intelhigent man, once he opcns his mind to
it, and scizes 1ts main principles, to read under an
entirely new hight almost everything that 15 written
at the present time. Works of sociology, fiction,
history, philosophy, claiming to be on the one hand
conceived ‘objectively,’ according to the non-human
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methods of 1deal S<\:1encc, will be found on close in-
spection, 1 most mstances, to be All-too-Human,
and to be serving ends anything but scientific; and,
m another class, works of tiction claiming only to be
ingenuous works of art, will be found 1o be saturated
with political doctrine, or with #ttitudes of mind
mnposed upon the Many m the first placc not by
pure pleasure v\p(rts, anxious only to ‘excite the
palate of therr chients, but by political experts, de-
vising means of ruling people by workmg on their
senses and emotions.

In order of course to employ this system cffee-
tively the reader must acquaint himself with many
things of a sort that do not come his way m the
ordinary course of hfe.  1le must accustom hmnself
lo regarding the means by which people are ruled
today as very much more shrewd and claborate
than 1s generally believed.  He must entirely dis-
card all the notions of the essential brute stupidity
of ‘power’ that formerly sometimes would have
applicd m Europe, but certaimnly does not at present.
If he finds 1t diflicull to believe that he 1s ruled with
such a ‘ruthless’ cleverness, let him study for a
moment the lughly ‘psychological’ methods Ly
which the Soviet rules 1ts subjeets.  The Soviet do
their ruling m puble, mdeed: they explamn and
explam, as did the german theoreticians of war:
there 15 no eacusce, therefore, for any one to-day not
to be au courant with the way that he s likely to be
ruled. For he can be sure that those open professors
of mtriguc and held-hypnotls'm are not the only
pracuitioners at work. Those who do not publish
daily accounts of how they rcach thar conds are at
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least likely enough to be not less clever than those
who do.

In the followmg pages. then, 1t 1« my mtention to
squeecze out all the essential meaning that there 1s n
the works 1 seleet, and to leave only the purely
literary or artistié shells.  That the Publie, at the
present moment, should have that essential matter
wolated for it, seems to me of very great importance.

Again, Mr. D. H. Lawrence, an enghsh writer,
supplies the most unportant evidence in the review
of the contemporary american ‘ consciousness,” But,
first of all, many american and enghsh books aie
read almost equally on both sides of the Atlantie;
Smclair Lewss 1s as much at home here in England
as he 15 i America. and Mr. Lawrence 1s, 1 helieve,
more widely read m the United States than in Kng-
land. I14s naweisinvariably associated, 1n Ameriea,
with that of Sherwood Anderson. In the 1925
Americana of Mr. Mencken a scornful Middle West
reviewer refers to “Sherwood Lawience,” as though
that composite name covered onc person. So my
choice of Lawrence 1s explained. A further reason,
however, 1s that his Mornings in Mexico reveals the
truc aimm of Sherwood Anderson and others of his
school better than they have, to iy knowledge, so
far revealed themselves.  This does not mean that
Mr. Lawrcnee 15 better qualified to express what
they all equaily wish to say. 1t happens, only, that
he has provided, in his book, an 1deal material for
such an analysis as the present one.

There 1s one more pPoint.  No criticism of America
as a whole is involved i my choosing, in this -
stance, american writcrs. America appears to me
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much stronger and morc admirable than those of
her writers who arc most pronungnt in eriticizing
her,and who for a long time have been busyattempt-
ing to convert the essential American to something
that. would he far less effective or desirable than
what at present he still 1s.  Alsd these writers are
communtted 1o a poliev of driving him mto a position
that would be a much less enviable one than that he
occupies at present.  This situation, with the ‘Com-
g of Age of America,’ 1s changing, but . 1s unlikely
that menckenism will be dropped, and if 1L 1s sue-
cceded by a mere jmgosm, s effects will remain,
not far beneath the surface.

It 1s my scense of the immense importance of
Amecrica to the Western World that has impelled me
to serutinize the mnnd of contemporary Ameriea, as
displayed m some of her most mfluential writers.
My adnuration for that very forable pubheist, Mr.
Mcenceken, 15 not in contradiction with that. Mencken
was absolutely necessary to destroy the sclf-com-
placency that well-being must bring.  Also he has
been of enormous use, no doubt, in cutting off the
American from his self-indulgent, comfortable Past,
which 15 no longer actual today. That Past had
to be evacuated, the anglo-saxon romanticism had
to be knocked out of Amnericans, or out of the Eng-
ish, by somebody. But 1t 1s no doubt true, as most
of the writers of the reaction see today, that such
a entie as Mencken, become an institution, should
be dissuaded from phllosophlzmg, as 1t were, his
function.
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ROMANTICISM AND COMPLEXES

§ 1. The Palclace 1acewves the Dubiows Presend of an
* Inferiority Complex.’

r HE once proud, hoastful, super-optimistie
American of the Umted States has become

just a,White * man-in-the-street > with a pro-
nounced ‘imferiority complex.’” (I speah of the edu-
caled, or book-reading. American.) This lact, or
something like 1t, 15 patent to anybody who has
followed american thought of late and had oppor-
tumties of mecting a good many Americans.

‘Never glad confident morning again’—for the
Ameucan of the Umted States.  This, most KEuro-
peans would here exelanm, 15 a change for the better.
—Wahat I propose 1o consider 1s the first cause or
causcs of this transformation: and if st 15, n reality,
a change for the better or not, as it aflects Ameriea,
and as 1t affcets us, in the other parts of the anglo-
saxon World. 1 will take the last pomt first.

'The tomng-down of the American 1s coeval, I sup-
pose, to give 1t a larly exact convement date, with
the activities of Mr. Mencken. 1 do not of course
mean that this great transformation has been effected
by the cditor of the American Mercury. But the
Americana of that writer 1s not calculated to 1nspire
a very acute sensc of scif-respect in the american
bosom: and certainly dttacks by Mr. Mencken upon
the traditional american conceit must have been
a powerful factor in bringing to the surface thus
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gradual scnsation of msecurity, the habit of self-
criticism, the dissatisfaction, to which I am alluding.
At the present moment this has grown, it would
secm, 1nto what 1s actually an ‘inferionty complex.’
Or that 15 how the situation presents 1itself to me.
That the mfluence of Mr. Mcncken, both in his
own writings and through his diseiple Mr. Sinclair
Lewis, 15 of a popular, rather than an intellectual,
order 15 truc. But we are concerned here with the
wider general discouragement and disdtusion of the
large book-rcading mass of a prosperous modern
democracy @ so that does not affect our statement.

§ 2. White Hopes with a ‘Complex.

THERE 15 among the younger writers a powerful
movement to americamze. The tendeney 1s to
150late America from Europe, and 1o produce an art
that shall be starkly american, for the Americans.
Thas, at the present time, finds expression i numer-
ous attempts in the hiterary ficld, at all events, to
depret essential phases of american hife.  The scene
usually chosen 1s that part of the Umted Statces that
15 least affected by the more recent curopean -
migration, and therefore most ameriean, i the old
SCNSC

Menchken, 1 should say, means very hittle to the
people engaged m these latter activities. As a
publicist who ten, or five, years ago shook things up,
and who at all times has used lus influence to get a
good bouk rcad and so prepared the way for the
present more mtelbgent standards, they would
respeet lum.  But as a politscal publicist he would
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not interest them. Thesec are, ’as 1t were, the in-
tellectualist White Hopes. But they are White
Hopes who have passed through very dark barrages
of disillusioned thought; and the character of all
they do will bear traces, I thmk, of the rough hand-
hing they have ree@ived.  They are White Hopes with
« wmplm', or White Hopes (.omposcd of many com-
plexes. A% such the more far-sighted iterary fans
will, no doubt, think twice hefore putting theiwr
money on t’hcm. Thas 15 a general statement, with-
out reference 1o any particular writers.

But more than that, m its scarch for the savage
and the prinmntive (resulting usually m rather arti-
ficial romantic constructions) this movement has a
philosopby which 15 scarcely that of the superb
natural physieal vigour (innocent of expedients 1o
look strong, or to terronize with exlnbitions of vio-
lenee, mnocent also of an mtensive and romantically
averheated scx-philosophy) of the early, purely curo-
pean, American. It has all over 1t the stigmata of
the nco-barbarism of the post-war gilded rubble, of
caf¢, studio and counting-house. And the neo-
barbarism, so claborate and sophisticated, s curo-
pecan—not anything that can be called ‘american,’
m ongm. It 16 of the Ritzes and Carltons, of the
Cote d’Azur, of the luxurious wvulgar phibistine
bohennanism of the curopean cities. Greenwich
Village today, without drmk, 15 a dirty neglected
and empty slum. It is to prosperous bohemman
Europe you must look for the nccessary mise en
scéne of this philosopthy.

The pan-american movement, then, so excellent
as a direction, so far, except in a few cases, does not
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seem to have cmancipated 1tself from the essential
curopean post-war decay. However much it buries
its head in the tawny sands, or super-rich and fat
Zolacsque red loam, of Arizona, Indiana, or Ohio,
its bottom (so0 to speak)—its tcll-tale eestatically
wrigghug back-side, remains in the Café du Déme,
Montparnasse.  And therc 1s no true bridge hetween
the primitive Amerfca 1t 1s sought to resuscitate and
the (afé du Déme. Glance into the Déme, any one
who questions this, and who happens to be i Pars.
You would think you were mn a L(‘aguo of Nations
beset by a zionist delegation, 1mn a movie studio, 1
Moscow, Broadway, or ey en Zion itself, anywhere but
in the mythical watertight America of the present
reaction, whatever that pwr sang America may be
worlh as an 1dea. and 1t seems to me a good one.
Thesc suggestions I allow mysclf to make very
much under correction, however: and that anyway
15 not the subject of mv essay, excepl indirectly.
It had to be alluded to to obtam an accurate per-
spective for the satire of Mencken—ILewis—Nathan.

§ 3 The opposite "Superionty Complex’ thrust at the
same tunc upoen the Unwelling Black.

AnyTiiNG that affects the general mind. however,
m the way that the attacks of Mencken have, does
also, without their knowing it, usually influence the
intcllectuals.  Such a man as Sherwood Anderson,
for instance (who, 1n his turn. was the originator of
the dmerwca-pure school), has been very much in-
fluenced by all those waves of opinion and sugges-
tion militating against the American beheving in

116



THE ‘SUPERIORITY COMPLEX’

himself quite as firmly as form:*r]y he did, and so
against this dream of a watertight America. What
I shall have subsequently to say with regard to the
books of Sherwood Anderson will, T think, make this
aspect of the matter very much clcarer.  Ambition
of that sort should certainly be made of sterner stuff
than such as Anderson 1s able to supplv.

Tt would not be an exaggeration, in consequence,
to say that Americana 15 making a present to the
White American of a formidable and full-fledged
‘inferiority complex,” that 1s, in so far as he 1 the
widely-advertised, popular focus of all the dis-
illusioned thought of thc post-war Western mind in
the United States.

Parallel with this, many writers of amicrican
nationality are busy providing the Negro, the
Mexican Indian, the Asiatie Settler, and indeed any-
budy and evervhdy who 1s not a pur sang White, of
the original american-curopean stock, with a *superi-
ority complex.” This in some eases 1s not an easy
matter. The American Negpro, for nstance, 1s
difficult to galvamze into pride of that sort, and 1s
apt to remam obstmately ‘inferior.”  Smmlarly, the
Kaffir requires a good deal of hard pumping before
he swells into an aggressive race-class warrior ready
to scorn, barc his teeth and drive out, the White.
But still the good work goes on. The almost de-
mented energy aud mgenuity on the part of the
pumpers 1s one of the most curious features of these
unique events.  All this s of course the complement
of the other little Present—that of the ‘mnferiority
complex.” A mechanical reversal is in progress, or
promises (if that is how you look at it) to occur.
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§ 4. The Nature of Mr. Mencken's Responsibility.

At this pomt I had better make clear what I sup-
pose 18 Mr. Mencken’s position i this racial turning
of the tables, and that of those adsociated with him
m these revolutionary enterprises. Mr. Mencken,
let us say, hecame*more and more mpressed with
the futiity of the machmery of Democracy, which
he was able to observe in full and indecent operation
all round himi, in the rich and exaggerated american
scene. It showed 1itself capable of 1diocies of un-
equalled dimensions.  The Poor White showed how
unable he was to defend himeelf against his inter-
fering rulers, of whatever shade of race or politics.
The Rich White was not a specially high type of
magnate, and he manipulated his power with a sickly
unction of cordialit v and righteousness that gave the
intelhgent american patriot (such as Mr. Mencken)
a violent nausea. and every sort of misgiving for the
future of american life. This violent nausea trans-
lated 1tself into violent acts of enticism and persi-
flage. The more truly patriotic, the more disgusted
he would be.

I am not acquainted with Mr. Mencken; but that,
as a description of what bos hronght abont his
famous eritical attacks, would. I suppose, be gener-
ally accepted by cducated Americans. In any case
he has convieted the American Democracy (mamly
out of 1ts own mouth, 1 his Americana, which are
extracts from newspapers, handbills,advertisements,
etc.) of surprismg stupidities. Generalizing from
this body of evidence, he concludes that such a form
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of Democracy as has developed v Ameriea 1s funda-
mentally bad and absurd.

Passing on fi'om the general staiement to my
private view of the matter, I do not see how any one
surveving the evidence Mr. Mencken has colleeted
could deny that a yadical change of some sort was to
be dosired for this great kev-nation of the modern
world. Bw key-nation I mean that what the United
States are today, the other most “advaneed’ coun-
iries we know, from cxperienee, will become to-
morrow. Karl Marx, in hns dav, told people to
watch Industmal England, on the same principle.
So what America rcally 25 15 of as great importance
outside 1ts frontiers as within them. But those
changes should perhaps be quite different from what
Mr. Mencken would bring about, if he were called 1n
to do the changing, as well as the smashing. Radieal
the changes no doubt should be.  But there are <o
many radical things that arc the opposate, even, of
what 1s meant, currentlv, in Amcrica by ‘radical.’
Even the choiee of this epithel for oxe direction only
of change, or revolution. reveals, surely, a very much
narrowed view of hif¢’s possibihties.

§ 5. What is Change’ o ‘Progrcss.” and are they
One or Many ?

ON the other hand, once 1t has heen decided to
transform anything or anybody, from its or lus pre-
sent state into some other condition, it 15 important
to know (especially if you are the person who 15 to be
transformed—it doe§ not matter so much if you are
the transformer or reformer) just which of an infimite

number of possibilities is to be that ‘new.’
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It is usually a ldck of imagination that makes people
so blindly, uncritically, susceptible to the ‘new.” That
fact should be self-evident, for mn practice you have
1t borne 1n upon you continually. It is because they
cannot 1magine anything new themselves that they
are forced to accept the ‘new ” offcially provided for
them. .

Take, for example, the novelties of fashion. Each
fresh novelty 15 accepted with a sort of fatahsin as
the only possible novelty, as an mevitable creation,
as though it had dropped from the sky® instead of,
as is the case, been invented by a fat hittle man some-
where 1n Paris. (I here use—for different purposes
—a device of Mr. Lawrence’s: vide p. 186.) But
whatever happens at all 15 accepted by the majority
as the only thing that could possibly have happened.
In short, it has happened, they feel—the ‘new’ has
happcened; not that some other person a httle
shrewder and more active than themselves has done
it to them. And all the other things that might quite
well have ‘happened’ (1f somebody clse had been
therc at the controlling centre) are not so much as
dreamed of.

In a thick fog of the actual the generahity of people
dwell, decply unconscions of all the multitudes of
pussible things, of possible “changes’ and ‘novelties,’
that do nnf 1ssue froi that fog mto the spot-hight of
actuality. The ‘up-to-date’ 1s thus the emanation
of some person, or some small inner ring of people.
But 1t is superstitiously regarded as a tatal cosmical
event. .

Bankok, New York City, Venice. the London of
the Regency, a medieval flemish town, are al) appear-
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ances that differ very inuch fron.x each other. They
all grew and haye been tried to answer the require-
ments of some community, or of the lcaders of a
community. But there arc many factors m the
choice of form.  Vemiee, m the mdst of 1ts lagoons,
was a marme fortress and a trading centre. Man-
hattin was a narrow rock, hence the skyseraper, 1t
is sad. The skyscraper, clsewhere in Ameriea, 15
often, we, arc told, a mere ornament, something a
rising town must have before 1t ean become a full-
fledged ‘eify.” The competitive skyserapers in New
York have similarly been the supreme advertise-
ment of Big Business: the rising big busiuess, like
the rising big town, had to have a skyscraper. The
biggest business, it was assumed, would have the
biggest skyscraper.

The forms of cities do not grow according to the
requirernents of the greatest happiness of the great-
est number. They are usuallv the mventions of
mnoritics. The hill of masonry that goes up behind
the Battery at New York 1s no doubt as much the
panache of mercantile concert as 1t 1 a geographice
expedient. It is one of the avatars of the principle
of beauty. as muckh as the venetian palaces. And,
in the distance, 1t 15 beautiful as well as impressive,
though differently from Venice. 1t 15 the difference
between the towered and terraced most recent
battleship of the * Rodney’ type and the state-barge
of the Doge.

The upshot of these remarks 1s as follows (though
I cannot go into 1t very carefully here): First, the
geographic couditions, and indeed generally the
physical conditions, are not so important as 1s usu-
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ally supposed in de.ciding the character of ‘Change’
or of ‘ Progress’ in the outward form of cities. There
15 a kind of physical and climatic absolute, no doubt.
But the reality 1, very often not that absolute, but
some sort of perversion. Henee 1t would he much
more 1n your power than you are accustomed to
think to change yourself, just as1t would be to change
your environment, tn any of a great variety of ways,
provided vou had the imagination and the necessary
power. ‘Change’ is much less than is gcherally be-
lieved a single-gauge track. 1t 1s not a $ingle-gauge
track at all. It 15 a multitudinous ficld of tracks
and lines, only ene of which 15 used. That single
line—the one that 15 used, the one that *happens’—
we call ‘the new.” As we proceed along 1t we call
that ‘progress.” It 1s my argument that there 15 an
absolute progress for any given commumty, but that
they are seldom able to mvestigate 1t, and seldom
attan it.

But all philosophy of history today—and Spengler
15 a most perfect example of that—assumes an ab-
solute arrest somewhere or other. There 15, on any
analogy, advance or ‘progress’ between the amaeba
and Socrates. (The amceba’s opinion of Socrates, 1
am assuming, we should not regard as a contribu-
tion to values: clse the amaeba becomes merely
another romantic outecast or superseded ‘race,’ubout
which we grow touchy and diffident.) DBut now
there is nothing but a rismg and falhing of peoples
and cultures, on a dead level as regards value.
Change 1s always mercly-—change. It is quite evi-
dent that if thus had been the philosophv of the
earliest men no arts, sciences, or anything but wild
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animal hfe would have resulted.' Yet what people
call ‘Progress’ today 1s generally not an advance.
Those are the two main facts 1n this connection:
that 1s the centre of the confusion.

Under these eircumstances the men of nnagmatlon
of this period of ‘change’ and violent ‘progress’ are
under no obllgatlon to keep their eyes fixed on the
one track and dlrectlon that what is called ‘modern’
and ‘progress’1s taking. The fatalism of that fixed
stare, of that ‘what 15, 15,” 1s perhaps natural enough,
but, 1n 1its {urn, can only claim to be one attitude.
And, as to ‘progress’ or ‘change,’ there are millions
of extremely different forms available.  You should,
for that one ovt of the many, of your personal choice
(not yet existing, but qute available), wish: and
you should steadily oppose what you do not wish.
As for the many 1individuals of imagimation and with
certain powers, they have to learn onee more to
wish, or will, quite simply. That 15 the first step.
This all Europeans have for fifty veais been taught
not to do, untill today fo will 1 very difficult for
them: they have had such a thorough grounding
in impotence. But certainlv what no one m his
senses would wish or will 1s the America of Mr.
Mencken's dmericana or the Europe of Herr Speng-
ler. And it would also show very little imagimation
—Iless even than that displayed by those who shut
their eyes and open their mouths and swallow the
hastily-manufactured ‘new’—to will yesterday back.
For 1t 1s yesterday that conceived in the first place
the America of Amnericana, and the Europe of
spenglerism.

Imagine such an artist as Leonardo da Vinci alive
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at this time and suddenly given carfe blanche (in
some access of official enthusiasm) to change radi-
cally London, New York, or Berlin into the most
beautiful city he could imagine: or else suppose him
entrusted with the creation of Canberra or a new
Delhi.  If you can imagme sucli an event as that,
then you will immedatcly see the bleakness and un-
reahty of what 1s fenerally called ‘Progress,” or the
false revolutionary fatalism we deseribe as * Change.’

§ 6. From White Settler to Poor City-Whale.

I wiLL now return to the ‘inferority complex’ of
the White Man. That the seeds of that reversal of
feeling do not Jdate from the end of the War, but
from long before it, 15 obvious. If we consider for
a monment the circumstances m which the White
Race has found 1tself for a long time now, and the
temper of many of 1ts hterary spokesmen, poets and
statesmen, we shall see that clearly.

The colonization of the New World, Australia,
and of large areas in Asia and Afnca, by the Euro-
pean, opened a new cpoch of World-history, of a
different character from any preceding 1it. It was
the domestication, or imperiahzation, of the entire
globe, with the White as overlord.

For the most part the White peoples who overran
the world, and, with the help of their rapidly de-
veloping Science, enslaved the greater part of it,
wiping out entire races and cultures, were possessed
of a meagre cultural outfit, and only a borrowed
religion. It 1s a commonplace that Cortez and
Pizarro were less ‘civilized,’ on the whole, than the
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Aztecs, Mayans or Incas they subdued. The Anglo-
Saxons, who were responsible for the major part of
this curopcan expansion and colonization (although
not the first 1n the ficld) possessed less cultural equip-
nment, and a more naive and crude varicty of religion
(their well-thumbel Genevan Bible in their Lreast-
pocket), than the other White partners of this World-
conquest.

As far as, the Anglo-Saxon 1s coneerned, there was
never any unnecessary diflidence or lack of sclf-
persuasion about lis conquest.  Whether he wiped
out the ‘Redskin’ of America to make room for him-
sell, captured and enslaved the Negro and put him
on his plantatious, or subjugated the highly ervilized
Hindu, he can scldom have suffered from anything
m the shape of an “inferionity complex.”  Quute the
reverse, of eourse.  He was quite sure that he was
m every way a better man than the people he over-
ran. He was more *civibzed,” more ‘moral,” he was
a ‘genlleman,’ he was ‘“White,” he was eleaner (that
cate next to his ‘godliness’), he was faultlessly
brave: he was, in short, of a different and better
clay.  Some of s enennes were brave, some *gentle-
men’ (ike the Turk): but none possessed all thosc
qualities that were his.  If to succeed 15 what you
want, and not to fail, that 1s the only spirit in which
to cffect a conquest.

The great opportunitics that offered themselves
to the carly coionist and trader remnforced this
opmion. He was repaid for his colomzing enter-
prise by the possessidn of land—even 1f his family
at home had never possessed an acre—and, if not
too stupid, could casily grow rich. The hard and
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active hfe made a better man of him, too, than many
of his stock that remained in their country of origin.
With his scientific weapous he was like a god amongst
1he ‘heathen’and the ‘poor Indian’ (who worshipped
stones, ‘heard god 1n the wind,” and was ‘untutored’
mm White scienee).  So there were substantial
grounds for a scnsation of superiority. A century
ago the White was in full possession of a *superiority
complex,’ in consequence, and until the War (when
all the Whites, 1 one glorious aufo-da-fé, for four
years did their best to kill and rumn cach other) he
retained 1t.

From thosc carly days of White conquest down to
the days of the "Poor White’ (the subject of Sher-
wood Anderson’s books). and to the present educated
city-White, with his gradually erystallizing ‘inferior-
1ty complex’—Lhe subject of this essay—is a road
of disillusionment and decline, to some extient.
White Civihization, especially in America. built 1t-
sclf up with great rapidity into a towermg baby-
lonian monument to Science; but the old freedom
and sense of power shared by every White Man i
the early days naturally was crushed, or over-
powered, at lcast, by the great technical achieve-
ments of the same instruments that had ceured him
his new empire.  So. 1f vou comparc that empire
with the roman, for m«tance, 1t has been i his hands
aremarkably short time.  Today the average White
Man experiences great diffieulty i rcalizing how the
engine has been turned agamst himself, and how s
‘conquest’ 1s already a thung 5f the past.

This slowness to understand, this indolent, m-
stinetnve, self-protective living in the past, or else
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just sheer 1ignorance of the World-situation today,
accounts for many things: certainly 1t would ac-
count for an attitude of astonishment or incredulity
that such a plain statement as the present one must
expect to encounter. For, 1n a sense, 1t is what we
all know to be thé situation: and yet, when sated
n so many words, and associated with a few of the
things thal obviously must ensuc from 1it, 1t may at
first, to many readers, scem fantastie.

Betier than a great deal of argument—for the
purposc of convinemng people that T am not talking
quite i the air—will be toquote,at adequate length,
passages from a variety of sources which will, 1
think, plainly show the rcahty of this dcep and
powerful current of doubt and confusion that has
overtaken the White Man. And T will begin with
the most obvious, as far as America 15 concerned,
namely, the destructive work of Mr. Menchen.

§ 7. “Americana’ of Mencken.

THE Americana of Mr. Mencken are so well known
that there would he no objeet 1mn quoting them at
any length. It must be admitted, i general enti-
cism of these docunic nts, that another sort of patriot
than thi. earnest, clever, germanic editor could
casily throw doubt on their value and significance.
Perhaps the most useful way of considering them
would be to approach them from the standpoint of
this hypothetic patriot, of another persuasion.
Their very quahties,%ven, will be best brought out
by this method. T will proceed to do this. But by
adopting this procedure 1 wish to make 1t clear that
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I would not minimize the great debt of America to
Mr. Mencken, or 1o Sinclair Lewss, for holding up
their hostile mirrors.

In the first place, then, 1t could be said that the
Imericana conast mostly of ndicule of rehigious
emotionahty. But all rcigion, lboked at with the
uninterested eye of the outader, or {rom the exelu-
sively secular or selentific standpoint, lends itself to
ridicule.  For mstance, to the Anglo-Saxon of two
centuries ago, the religious “superstitions’ of every
race whatever, except the Anglo-Saxon., provided
much amusement. A ‘heathen Chinee® at his de-
votions, ‘Fuzzy-wuzzy’ at lis, the ‘Indian native,’
or the Coohe, at his (ef. Mother India); the Jew
muttering away n hus dingy synagogue; cven ‘the
Dago’ at his, was a joke at which the Anglo-Saxon
laughed heartily.  And. of course, his laughter in-
creased his self-esteem,

From this pomnt of view, Mr. Mencken's Americana
1s merely the Anglo-Saxon at s devotions bemng
laughed at, in his turn. It 15 the turn of the Anglo-
Saxon, merdly. It s amistake to regard the Ameri-
cana as cxclusively referring to the more savage
states of Ameriea.  The evangelism of Dakota 1s no
funnier than the same sort of thing m Wales or
Scotland. The London Salvationist, at the corner
of any strect, wovid provide Mr. Mencken with per-
feet Americana yohes.  Americana 1s an attack upon
the Anglo-Saxon Protestant at his devotions, more
than anythmg clse, as Mother Indwe 15 an attack
upon the rehgious habits of the Indian. (But Mr.
Mencken 1s a different sort of entic to Miss Mayo.)

Therefore, all that comes under the head of ridi-
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cule of religion could be matched anywhere in the
world. Horatio Bottomley, 1in the days of lus most
flond pubhcity, was as grotesque as any ‘moron’ 1n
a ‘backward’ southern State. Abandoning the
beautiful forms and ancient etiquette of devoutness,
the Protestant evetywherc mevitably grew vulgar
in the form his worship took. This was unayoid-
able. As time went on he grew worse, more vulgar
instead of less. In America he has perhaps gone
furthest, but not so very much ahead as all that.
The richest, &nd so the most aggressive and cocksure
Protestant will he the most ridiculous. And pos-
sibly the spirit of american Advertisement, taking
a hand 1n the Alleluiah business, has made a shghtly
more fantastic-looking thing of 1t than can be found
clsewhere.  That 1« the utmost that can be claimed
for the criticism of Americana.

That 1s all there 1s to that, and 1t 15 more than half
of the matter of Mr. Mencken's book, and the richest
and funniest portion.

Here 15 an example from the Lowsiana cuttings
(p. 98, Americana,1925)0f How Christiamtyis being
spread among the girl-students of Tulana University
cte.’:

‘What per cent. of your students read the Bible
dailly? You? Ilow many minutes a day do you
pray? KEver pray thirty nunutes by watch?
Honest !

‘In how many rooms on your campus 1s there a
deck of spot cards? A Bible?

‘How about smolang, cursing, drinking ?

‘What per cent. of your students go to Sunday-
school? Prcaching? Once a day? Twice?
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Prayer-mectings at a Church? Contribute to the
Church? Belong to the Church school? Study
the Sunday-school lesson ?’

That is a fair spceimen of the more normal evi-
dence provided by Mr. Mencken! It 15 not particu-
larly funny. Tt is depressing reading: but surely
1t could be matchéd anywhere 1n the christian world.
The anxious, 1nsistent, ‘humorous’ note has a uni-
versally familiar ring.

Really these collections called Americana throw
a more interesting ight upon the people who are
amused and delighted (apparently) by them, than
they do upon the people whom ostensibly they are
supposed to hold up to ridicule. As you read them
you arc inclined rather to glance aside and survey
your fellow-readers, and to wonder what variety of
snobbery, or superiority complex, has brought to-
gether this large ‘reading-public.’

The critic of these collections, again, would have
occaston often to object that things quoted as
solemn statements were cvidently intended to be
jokes. They are not usually very good jokes. They
look, 1n facl, as though they had been specially con-
cocted to catch Mencken's eye.  Here 1s one from
Massachusetis (p. 121):

*Effects of Woman Suffrage as disclosed by the
Lynn Telegram-News, a great intellectual and
moral organ.’

[ These are Mencken's headingg, deseribing the nature
of the cutting.]

‘Many of the village belles . . . of Danvers, . . .
130



‘AMERICANA’ OF MEl'\I CKEN

have started wearing dog-collars. Dog-collars
are not only being worn by schoolgirls, but are
even worn by teachers. . . . The girls do not always
buy their dog-collars. That fact was brought to
light when many complaints were heard from dog
ownecrs to the effeet that dogs have mysteriously
lost their peck pieces.’

This looks hike a clumsy joke of the “sly’ order,
written by some tired newspaper-man 1n the silly
season. *

Here 15 a *dispatch’ from Orono, Maine, appearing
‘mm recent publie prints’:

‘If Henry James, society novelist and short
story writer of the late Nineteenth Century, were
to reappear today, one-fifth of the Umiversmity
of Maine freshmen elass would expeet him to he
arrayed as a two-gun bandit, according 1o the
results of a questionnaire made known to-dav.
Martin Luther was the son of Moses; the author
of Vamity Fair wa. Wilham Shakespeare; Dis-
rach was a poct; and Moses was a Roman ruler,
according to some of the other answers submitted
i reply to questions.’

Every avilized country has and has always had
1ts examnation jokes—What the Eton boy answered
when asked whai he knew of the Orinoco or Oregon, as
an instance of the sort of thing. (Oregon, or for
that matter Orono, he would probably deseribe as a
cheese, or a game of catds.) In all this type of story
two reflections arc apt to remain in the mind of the
person to whom it is told: first, he feels that the
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story has probably been made up by somebody to
make him laugh; which he docsiy’t mind if he has
got his laugh satisfactorly. Or else, 1f the story
is authentic, he usually has the impression that the
dunce who is its hero was not quite such a dunce as
helooked; and evenmay have bevn a much shrcwder
fcllow than his exammets.

The above cutfing from ‘public prmt:s’ m Maine
15 no cxception to this rule. That Moses was a
roman ruler was cvidently the freshman’s 1dea of a
joke. That Martin Luther was the son 6f this roman
ruler was a subtle extension of the joke—both, to
me, have a theological and learned look. Or per-
haps the freshman was a reader of Americana, and
wished to make a parade of his 1ignorance of the
sacred lext, sceing that so many “morons’ showed
a lamentable fanuharity with it.  In any case, if
the ‘freshman’ of Orono could be conviceted of a
bemghted ignorance, as a magnificent compensation
thc newspaper men of all the ‘public prints’ of Orono
shime brightly as a well-informed body of men, con-
versant with the work of Henry James, thoroughly
acquaimted with the Seriptures, and with some know-
ledge of the Reformation.  So. as 1t 15 America in
general we are baving held up to us, not any par-
ticular class, Orono, Mame, does not enme off <o
badly.

Then a great number of the extracts have referencee
to the absurdity of Prolibition. Prolubition is, of
course, a joke played upon the American People of
a very perfeet kind. That esuch a joke could be
played does not say much for their collective poli-
tical sagacity, 1t could be argued. But can any
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European today assert that this is not a joke that
may equally be played, successfully, upon his people
at any moment now ?

The War provides some Americana fun, as well.
But the War 15 another joke, like Prohibition, that
has been played on®all of us without exception.  So,
people who lve in glass houses, ete.

I will go on, for a moment, with these possaible
criticisms of Mr. Mencken's excellent satire:

‘Progress of Mcthodist Kulfur m the home of
the Creoles, as reported by a press dispatch
from New Orleans.’

‘The old Absinthe Ilouse, one of the landmarks

m the old French quarter of New Orleans, where,
according to repute, Jean Lafitte planned s pir-
atical forays and boasted of what he and Napoleon
Bonaparic would do to Messieurs les Anglais, was
badly damaged last mghi. Prolbition agents
did 1t all for one quarter of an ounce of absithe,
according to their official report, filed today. In
the old courtyard, a door, priceless relie of the old
hotel, was smashed. The book in which artists,
statesmen, writers and lesser or greater notables
had signed their autographs was cast carelessly
upon the wrcekage-hittered floor.  Beecause a few
drops of absinthe was found 1n the place, charges
of possession and sale of intoxicants were placed
against the proprictor.’

This shows how the 1diotic drink-war resulting
from the Volstead Aet leads to vandahism: ‘price-
less relies’ and an old and historical building suffer.
This 1s Rheims Cathedral, damaged by german shell-
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fire, over agan in a small way—that is the idea.
Only here it is not the Germans, but their former
encimies doing the same thing.

And here we have to note another feature of the
Americana: namcly, that many of them are designed
to turn the tables upon the %Alhed’ war-propa-
gandist. Mr. Mencken, bemg of german *origin,
naturally resented that propaganda, and, in the heat
and folly of the moment, its frequent, unfairness.
But such material for a turning-of-the-tables of this
sort could be found in any community. * It is merely
the tale of general human stupidity. And, of
course, the Germans did destroy an irreplaccable
work of art, and would have destroyed others had
they been able.—This undercurrent of nationalist
passion in Mr. Mencken, 1t could be claimed, weakens
his criticism.

When he says that there have been rumours of the
suppression of his paper, he refers to the american
nolice as Polizei. He refers 1o the ‘goose-stepping’
habits of the american masses.  So he rubs it in. If
he bad conveyed that Americans were mesmernized
and drilled without this famibar war-time tag of
Polizei, the effect would have been stronger. But
Mr. Mencken 1s, I should say, a very honest man,
and he has «trong feeling«

Kentucky should be a good state for Mr. Mencken.
I you refer to Americana, 1925, you can fairly take
that as an example. But 1t is surprising how hitle
he gets out of 1t to hus purpose.  Of course, there is
the usual extravagant Salvation Army language
quoted. But that vernacular of provincial rehigion
1s rather engaging than otherwise, and an example
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of extreme high-spirits on the part of very simple
folk indeed—whpse principal offence scemns to be
that they do not want their kind to intermarry with
Negroes, and that they beheve in the hebrew sacred
books so deeply that they object to people teaching
that men are desaended from monkeys, mstead of
having been created along with monkeys and all
other things, all in one simultzneous Fiat. (The
ultra-sophisticated behefs of Mr. D. II. Lawrence,
which I shall be examining shortly, lie somewhere
between tin two—hetween Mencken and the ken-
tuckian ‘moron’—as Berman would call him, after
Mencken.)

The first of these two arch-offences 1 regard as
a substantial virtue; the bitter contempt directed
upon the second by many people T do not share: so
all this part of Menckeniana 1 find dull or pontless.

Here 1s the example from Kentueky of high-spirits,
combined with mmperfect education:

‘Solomon, a Six-C‘yhinder Sport. C(Could you
handle as many wives and concubines as this * Old
Bird”? Rev. B. G. Hodge will preach on this
subjecet Sunday might at Settle Memorial.’

The simple mind, m ruminatimg on the behaviour
of one of the most celebrated personages 1n 1ts Serip-
tures, is struck hy the vigorous picture of this preter-
naturally wise old Jew presented to1it. What more
natural? The Rev. B. G. Hodge announces that
he will discourse on that theme to his rough high-
spirited flock. Whgt could be more appropriate ?
I can see nothing worth getting excited about there.
And 1t 1s only very mildly funny.

135



PALEFACE

i

On the next pa;;e, again (p. 90), the amusements
of Dean Paul Anderson are pillorie. Those amuse-
ments appear to be, as a matter of fact, neither more
nor less intellectual than—Lady Dean Paul's, I was
going to say, though I only know what hers are from
reading the accounts 1 the seucty-page of the
London papers: 1 will say, instead, those of any
ty preal member of the mtellectual ereanm of London
Society.  Mr. Mencken 1s, T daresay, a shade snob-
Insh about his kentuckian ‘moron.”  The ignorance
of that moron 15 the burden of Ins song. * But 1s that
obvious butt as a fact so very much more ridiculous
(though entirely mnocent of cultural pretensions)
than the masses at Saratoga Springs, the Lido, Deau-
ville, and so on?  The Society Columns, to which 1
alluded above, are certamly not particularly funny.
Their smooth and nerveless adulation (exceept where
any real artist, or real person at all, comes to be men-
tioned) makes dull reading.  The midde-class audi-
cnee of Mr. Mencken would not get muchof a chuckle
out of them; but they would be suitably impressed.
Are *Society’ morons, however, fundamentally less
ridiculous, mean or wrritating than devout and
clamorous rustics? T don’t believe that they are:
they seem to me far more so, ond terribly smug, into
the bargam.  Apart from my intention here to give
a hind of typieal adverse statement w here these col-
leetions are concerned, 1 am not an i1deal Mcneken
reader at all, T confess, m spite of my admiration for
their spinited compaler.

Another Kentucky cutting 15 about a Missionary
Trammg School: * . . . m future no student wear-
ing bobbed hair will be admitted,’ ete. But bobbed
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hair suits some women’s heads and not others.
Thercfore a tyranmecal orthodoxy on one side results
m as much mjustice to Nature, and the skulls and
hair provided by Nature, though no more, as that of
‘goose-stepping’ fashion on the other.  So this again
is a disappointing cutting.

Thé more I go intoit, and proceed to give effect to
my idea of finding an answer to"Mencken, the more
I find I should agrec with the other sort of aimerican
patriot rather than with Mr. Mencken. But still
there remains Mr. Mencken’s great serviee 1n stirring
1he pot round, and that with honesty, 1t secems, and
not with malice. Also, 1n straming every nerve to
find fault—if only 1n that—he has done good. For
he has demonstrated the limits of average imbeecility,
as well as 1ts extent: he has donc the worst that can
be done, and 1t actually 1s not so impressive as all
that. He has ceven revealed many unsuspeeted
virtues 1 the ‘moron of the Backward States.’
Other services rendered by hLis method I will refer
to Jater i this essay.

§ 8. ‘Complexes’ as between TWhites.

As regards other Whites, many Whites, at one trme
and another, have suffered from an ‘inferiority com-
plex,’ but never as regards people not Whites. The
enghsh farm-labourer or mechanie, 1n the past, has
suffered from an ‘inferiority complex’ where a Dun-
dreary Swell was concerned: but Buddha would be
for him a ‘migger.’ &This was absurd. But 1t was
the requisite for White world-success.

Americans at the time of Edgar Allan Poe, or
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those of the period of The Virginians, certainly ex-
perienced no ‘inferiority complex’ where their euro-
pean cousins were concerned. They were the cadets
and equals of one great fanuly. But since that time,
for various rcasons, the educated American has felt
‘mferiority’; or, not to use the language of Freud,
he has felt provincial, and been rather terrorised by
the thought of the* cultured’ backgrounds of polite
curopean life. This had less to do with the culture
question, I belicve, than with the great sway, in the
europcan nund, of the aristocratic idea. * As all the
great curopcan families, who have not been exter-
minated by war or revolution, have intermarried
with their bankers and brokers, the aristocratic 1dea
has lost its sway entirely: and, that factor climi-
nated, the other, the cultural one, by itself, could
scarcely offer much opposition. So the American
today not only has no reason to be, but n fact 1s
not at all, impressed with the European as such:
although, if he had lis choice, he might prefer to hve
m Europe rather than America. And here 1s a para-
dox (the paradox involved m the subject-maticr of
thiscssay): for in most cases he would rather, prob-
ably (‘ Amcrica’-movements aside), live in Europe:
he probably at no former time would have been so
ready as today to say good-hve tn Ameriea- and
yet he has ceased to believe in Europe or m Euro-
peans, or to have any illusions about them. There
is no spreadeagleism at all diseoverable to the Euro-
pean descending on the eastern shore of the Unmited
States today, nor in american books does it play
any part. ‘The American® of the british news-
papers is, indeed, a complete myth—an Uncle Sam
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cartoon of veryflong ago. Yet it is not the thought
of Europe that instinctively humbles him. It is the
thought of himself.

In spite of all this, the new ‘mmferionity complex’
of the American, which has nothing to do with
Europe at all, 19 partly composed of the maternal
of curopegn criticism of America reaching him n-
directly. And to that subjeet ¥ now will turn.

§ 9. The American Baby.

It 15 a widely-held notion in Europe that the
American s a kind of baby-man: that the American
is not adult, that he remams all Ins hfe a child. And
that 1s of course one of the things that Mr. Mencken’s
criticism suggests. Mr. Sherwood Anderson says,
‘Most amcrican men never pass the age of seven-
teen”  This would cqually well deseribe most men
ceverywhere: but when the typieal educated Euro-
pean thinks of the mhabitant of the United States
he thinks of something c¢hildish, super-young, un-
developed, exertable and helpless. He thinks of
him (and of the American Woman cqually) as a
creaturc of ‘crazes’ and mpulses, who when not
‘crazy about’ this 15 “crazy about’ that; a half-
cooked, foolishly-cager, snob of every idea that can
get itself advertised and deseriy e itself as novel and
‘stimulating’ (the last invariably-used adjective
suggesting somc radical impotcnce in the public):
but generally and to sum up all the rest, as sub-
stantially prone tw an ever-deepening juvenility,
ever more of whnch mirely receptive quahity 1s willed
for 1tself by this spoilt-child of fortune—for that is
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precisely what it wishes to be, an irresponsible child,
sheltered from the rough embarrasnments, fatigues
and battles of the surrounding universe. It would
indeed not at all surprise this type of European if
the entirc American Nation, pressing on back into
therosy lands of self-deceiving childhood and breath-
less illusion. vanished, one fine day, into the womb
out of which 1t canfe.

That this cannot, 1n realty, describe, the great
mass of the population of America I need not say,
nor 15 that my view, or that of the bettes-informed
European. But 1t 15 stll a widely-held opinion.
So, 1f curopean opmnion ever reached and touched
America, 1t would not lessen the ‘mferiority com-
plex’ bemg manufactured for 1t on the home-soil.
So to the older White countries America cannot look
for help in the analysis of 1its ‘complex’ For them
Amnerica 1s a baby, the baby of Europe and —after a
hundred and {ifty ycars—a pecubarly infantile one,
making on all-fours for the womb of 1ts ongin.

§ 10. Was Wall Whitman the Father of the American
Baby ?

Avthoucu I know, as I have said, that the whole
of America 1s not a gigantic bahy, tied to the apron-
strings of some ‘cosmic* Mama, nevertheless 1t really
does scem that the american mind 1s today more m-
fantile than 1t was n the days of Edgar Allan Poe,
for mstance. The Virginians and New Englandcrs
of that day 1t would have entered nobody s head
to accuse, even, of this pcculiar infantiism. The
american mind was at that time, no doubt, much
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abuscd by the :}nemies or rivals of the master-state
of the New World, but that state was governed and
represented by adult Europeans at a few removes
tempered 1n the sternest roman traditions of english
cnterprise.  So 1t does seem that Ameriea, as W has
grown older, has grown younger and younger, in the
sense that,there 1s a patch or streak 1n the mind of
the american aggregate that give$ some colour to the
more recerd curopcan myth of the American Baby.

If we take this patch, or this tendeney, and if we
1solate it, &nd so form an entire Baby, and procced
to call that ‘America’ (which 1s what has happened,
I believe, 1n the case of the curopcan behief I am here
discussing), then who was responsible for that par-
ticular cluld? For, as 1t did not exist a century ago,
it must have made 1ts appearance in the interim.

Walt Whitmanr was, 1 feel sure, the father of the
Amerncan Baby, looked at i that hght. Walt
showed all thosc enthusiastic expansive hahits that
we associale with the Baby. 1le rolled about naked
in the Atlantic surf, uttering ‘barbaric yawps,’ as he
called them, 1n an cestasy of primitive exhibitionism,
He was prone to ‘cosmce’ raptures. A freudian
analyst specializing in inversion or perve rsion wonld
have said, observing his behaviour over a suilable
period, that he was certamly the vietim of a psy-
chical *fixation,” which incessantly referred him back
to the periods of carlicst childhood. e was a great
big heavy old youngster, of a perfect freudian type,
with the worst kind of ‘c¢nthusiasm’ in the greek
sense of that word.» Hc was also, 1t should be re-
membered, the cpic ancestor of the now celebrated
american ‘fairy.’
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Walt Whitman, as the father ¢f the American
Baby, is a hint, only, to the americar’analyst of these
questions, and I of course may be wrong in stressing
that particular figure. But he does seem to fit so
wonderfully the requirements of the case: so I at
all events recommend him 1 that’capacity.

§ 11. The Healihy Attitude of the American to his
‘ Babylon.’

WHEN I visited New York T found the pictorial
effects exceedingly curious and beautiful.  This was
not a view in any way shared by the more intelhgent
New Yorkers, I was glad and surprised to find.
They, who hived in the place, and understood the
motives of the builders and their masters, regarded
1t as so much vulgar and childish display. The
‘Down-town’ towers and cathedrals produced noth-
ing but a contemptuous and rather hitter murth i
them. For me 1t was purely the satisfactions of the
eyc that made me hikeit.  Inevery other way I was
m agreement with them. For towards everything,
and all the people, that are bekind the creation of
thesc ‘swinging gardens of Babylon,” I feel about as
they do.

Strange as it was to find this disillusioned and hos-
tile attitude on the part of the intelligent cducated
men, 1t was far stranger to find 1t as well amongst
the workmen and average of the community. Far
from boasting of their citv, they seemed to take very
little mterest n it, except ce@asionally to remark
that they did not like New York, and that one of
these days—I should sce—it ‘would all blow up,’
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since Nature dlﬁ not approve of such structures as
were to be found there, and Nature would have the
last word!

Thesc traces of Nature-worship are reminiscent of
Whitman, 1t 1s true. It was the good side of Whit-
man—the very aficient gospel that was the matrx
of his'own, but which he was not able to incarnate,
and only succeeded in making cxaggerated and
nidiculous. «

§ 12. Sherwood Anderson.

I Now come to the part of this brief preliminary
essay where I propose to show, by means of citations
from books, the reality of my argument. And Sher-
wood Anderson comes first in order of importance as
a witness, though actually the first wniter I shall use
is english, and not american. It may be as well to
point out at oncc that I am in no way attempting
here any estimale of the value of the writings I use
as evidence. T take the good and bad writer (as
I sec 1t) indifferentlv.  Prowvided, for good or bad
reasons, or for very mixed reasons, he exerts, or
recently has exerted, influence, that is cnough for
my purposc.

Of all the cluldren of Walt Whitman, Sherwood
Anderson 1s perhaps the most celebrated: and he has
exercised a very grecat influence upon all the young
school of american fiction, and indeed throughout
the intelligent hife of America. So the feelings and
tendeneies to which his work testifies are authentic
evidence in such an examination as this.

Now, although, as I have said, I am certainly
offering no opinion upon the value as writers of the
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people I have chosen to quote, therelare certain judg-
ments or classifications that 1t 1s inpossible not to
make in taking up the evidence. It will be better,
1n a few words, to make clear at the start what these
must be.

§ 18. The Essentia’ Romanticism of the Keturn to the
‘Savage’ and the ‘ Primitive.’

IF there 1s one thing more than another that 1s
quite certain about Sherwood Andersoirs and what
almost may be called his ‘school,’ it 15 that they are
extreme romantics. At least one member of this
*school,’ or person influenced by Anderson and writ-
ing on somewhat the same lines (Hemingway), has
turned upon his mspirer, and very ably caricatured
him, choosmng for his satire exactly this quality
m Anderson—namely, his 1ncurable romanticism.
Hemmgway himself appears to me much drier and
less sentimental than Anderson, and so his action
may be the result of a genuine mmpatience with the
absurdities of Dark Laughter. But how far this
essential romanticism can be weeded out of the
raciness-of-the-soll of american creative writing, I do
not know: I am not fanubar enough with all the
circumstances to be able to offer an opinion about
that. Bullfighters and Boxers occupy the centre of
the stage in Hemungway’s books; 1if Aetion 15 your
god, if you arc a romantie and regard strong roman-
tic tendencices as a highly desirable thing 'n an artist,
then you will be glad to mecet these gladators so
constantly at the heart of the business; but if you
arc not so romantically inchined you will get tired
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of such a physicil infatuation, and the msatiable
taste for violencc—'—for sangre y arena, for blood and
sand, blood and iron, and all the other accompani-
ments of the profuse discharge of human blood. It
15 possible to feel that the blood-strcam, perforations
through which 1t peurs out, things that make 1t beat
and throb hgtly, and so on, are not the only subjcets
of interest. ¢

You may aven go further than that, and fc el that
our literature today is beconnng a sort of mortuary
ganies; moet and more a roman brutahty s invad-
ing our books; so that the commuustie fever mto
which everyone was plunged during the War, especi-
ally those who took part in1t —the gladiators watched
by the politicians and financiers, for whomn the War
was a sorl of immense Circus—1s perpetuated 1n
print.  This faserst or marinettian (futurist) appe-
tite for violence-—and possibly m the case of Hem-
mgway this particular romanticism has been en-
couraged i hun by that perfeet * American Baby’ of
the Whitman tradition, Ezra Pound---1s perhaps the
most characteristic note of all to be found 1n these
writers. Therrs are “ Ameriean dreams — Anglo-
saxon dreams,” in the words of one of the pricipal
dreamers.

Torrents of Spring (Ernest Hemmgway) may be,
however, a sign, on the part of the strongest and
latest of this school, of a turning of the tide. For
if you repudiat¢ one romanticism you arc apt to re-
pudiate others and with luck the whole gaudy pack
may come tumbling down.

Corrceted m some, especially those following
Anderson who have benefited no doubt by contacts
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which have militated against tooknaive a romantic
afflatus, with Sherwood Andersonvthe pure romance
of whitmancsque tradition remams. At a first
reading he looks a little ike a Strindberg softened
in the prosperous optimistic air of America, and
brought up in the shadow of Whatman.

Two sisters of Strindberg Lias e written a biography
of the great swtdish wrnter (Strindberg’s Systrar
Beratta, reviewed in the Observer, August 21st, 1927,
from which T quote). IDs sisters, apparently, take
Strindberg at lus own persistently storn.y, romantic
valuation. ‘In his sisters’ opinion, he was possessed
by a dark demon® How that deseription seems to
fit what many romantic persons today would like to
be the figure under which the world should know
them! We arc mn the presence of a school of ‘dark
demons,’ in short, with Bernard Shaw behind them
demoniacally grinning, but in a hghter and more
mischievous mood; and behind him, all the mephis-
tophehan ‘darkness’ of Nietzsche. Bcehind that
comes the dehonair ‘darkness’ of Lord Byron.

§ 14. Possessed by *a Darl; Demon.

Bur we have in England a much more complete
and much more up-to-date Anderson, who 15 very
widely read 1n Ameniea: that s Mr. D. H. Lawrence.
No one, I suppose. will be found to deny Mr. Law-
rence the title of ‘romantic’; and I think it 1s quite
cvident thac he 1s possessed by a very ‘dark demon’
indeced, that takes him to the darkest and most
mysterious corners of the carth in search of other
‘demons” of simlat complexion. He succceds
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rooting out quut * a fair number of devils still, and
their ‘mysterious,” mechameal worshippers. latera-
ture 15 imndebted to the activities of thas ‘demon’ of
his for many exccllent pages: though it 15 certamly
our business to show (on our way to the Mclting-pot,
in shopt all the way to the final mix-up), we who are
possessed by the White demon, the daimon of the
White Man, the authentie one, I'mean, that that 18
as compellnfg as the ‘dark’ for the purposes of art,
without the perils fur our race (in its march towards
the Meltig-pot) of the *dark’ fanuliars. But that
1s not 1n any way whal we are talking about here,
for the same could be said of Anderson, who does
not always write badly, as of Lawrence.

Mr. D. II. Lawrencd’s hook, Mornings in Meaico,
had just appeared when I was m New York this
summer (1927). His ‘dark demon’ may be ob-
served it working al high pressure on the material
provided by Mexico: and T am taking this book,
along with those of Anderson, to reveal what T am
driving at m this review of the contemporary mind.

In general outlime my argument will be this:—
Agamst this Dark Demon I oppose everywhere (for
the sake of argument and ‘purely and simply to
amuse mys«clf’) a White Demon or daimon; thc
spirit of the White Race agamst the spirit of the
Park Race—the ‘mystical’ ‘dark’ race of the ro-
mantie-White 1magination (not agamst-—naturally
—any flesh and blood Black brother, or fellow-slave,
of the moment). Agunst {his over-excitable, over-
susceptible romantic®*White, too, 1 bring the disci-
plhine of my criticism, and offer hum as cold a bath as
possible, where, for the period of immersion, at least,
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he can keep cool. With its White {Demon I believe
the White Race can be saved (instead of perishing
on 1ts way to the Melting-pot), if this demon can
only be properly utilized. He is a marvellous force,
who has manifested hiself on many oceasions, and
often given us evidence of his magieal power. If
we do not entirely throw him over, he can yet be our
saviour: he was the ‘daimon’ of Socrales, this White
Demon we have inherited: he has @ vivid and
spectacular history that 1t would be unwise for his
antagonists to allow themsclves to forgét. It may
be that very rapidly many people of our race will
stop kowtowing to the ‘Dark Demon,’ and turn
agam to him. And ultimatcly he may blanch or
bleach the entire Melting-pot.

But there is no reason at all why we should not be
on excellent 1if “‘distant’ terms with the *Dark One,’
cven as m Byron’s Fision of Judgment we find that,
when they met,

¢ His Darkness and his Brightness
Exchanged a greeting of extreme politeness.’

There 15 no reason why we should not be exceced-
mgly polite 1o all that 1s *dark.’

From here onwards T am assembling as evidence
of what 1 have so far boen discussing in the abstract,
quotations from thosc authors who have suggested
themselves to me as expressing most clearly the
‘*dark’ pomt of view. So at this pomnt 1 am ter-
munating the first division of my survey.
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THHE ¢INFERIORITY COMPLEX'® OF
THE ROMANTIC WHITE, AND
STGDENT SUICIDES

§ 1. Romahce on its Last (Physical) Legs.

HE pfssion for ‘the primitive’ among the

| aivihzed, or (the same thing) the appetite for
thg*dark’ and exotic among the Whites,

made 1ts first appearance i Europe, i 1ts present
form, m the carher part of the last century, at the
time of the Romantic Revival.  So its romantie
genealogy 1s not m question.  Baudelaire i 1850
went about with a mulatto nustress, and wrote some
of his most beautiful poems to her erinkly head, her
‘tencbrous” flanks, har ‘“mysterious® eyes—full of
mght and ‘savage’ propertics. Latcr, the french
boy-gentus, Rimbaud, followed much 1he same lines,
disappearing at the age of twenty as a trader into
Africa.  Still later, at the beginmng of this eentury,
Paul Gaugum kicked the dust of Kurope off his
shoes and departed to ive with the South Sea Islaod-
crs, whither the romantic Scotsman, Robert Lous
Stevenson, had preceded him.  Going very much
further back, the Templars succumbed to the mys-
tical attractions of the lowest kind of orientahsm,
and exchanged the curopeanized Master of St. Peter
for Baphomet: and at their tral 1t was alleged that
the Grand Master of the order had passionately re-
marked that ‘onc hair of the head of a Saracen was
more valuable than the whole body of a Christian,’
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Nietzsche writes, 1n his Joyful Wisdom, ‘The bar-
barians have always loved the South; and once they
got there, never wanted to come back into the North
agan,’ ete.

This was partly wanderlust, no doubt, partly ap-
preciation of a gentler chimate and 4 nice blue sky.
But the European, like every other man, has always
had a fancy for tlre mysterious’ lands outside his
own, inhabited by marvellous and straage peoples.
Ie has always ‘smell strangeness,” and mistaken
that for love. IListory 1s quite chokediwith that
counterfeit. '

Today these mysteries have been exploded. The
Age of Newlon, as Mr. Russell calls 1t, has destroyed
what was imposing and native mn the great castern
cavihzations; and Bolshevism, with the full encour-
agement and assistance of the West, 15 westermzing
(and bolshevizing ) the Eastern populations still more,
as it ‘nationahzes’ them m the Western sense; our
popular musieal-comedy actors and actresses spend
week-ends m Hawair or Samoa; there is no ‘Darkest
Afriea,” or 1t 1s full of trippers shooting tame tigers;
our Earth has narrowed and 1s everywhere aceessible
and open to mspection What  difficulties  the
author of Arabia Deserta encountered m lus attempt
to make-believe to himself thot he was in the Leart
of an maccessible, fanatical, and perdous land—a
sort of ‘Darkest Africa’ —any reader of lus wonder-
ful book will rcmember.  So the position of Romance
is not what it was before the turbine engine, wireless,
cte. It will still be s old ‘ropantic’ self for ever
(for the romantie cannot change 1ts ‘dark’ ethiopian
skin) but henceforth it will be a shabby and dimin-
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ished one. Romance will never be the same Ro-
mance again, at least for a long time. The more
imaginative ‘romantics’ have taken to Time-travel
instead, disquieted with the vulgarity of Space.

Under these circumstances the romantic mind 1s
not so easy to justify to-day as it was even at the
time of Gapguin: infimtely less so than it was for
Baudelaire. Thcre 1s scarcely any excuse for being
a romantie ‘w-day, mdeed, of the type of IIardy,
Zola, Baudelarre, Livingstone, Lafcadio Hearn, Ste-
venson ory Saugum. Yet there are still a great
number 0[’ just the same sort of physical romantics,
as they mught be classified. But usually we find
them a httle apologetic and uneasy or full of an epi-
leptic movement and borrowing more and more from
madness to substantiate their dream.

The class-romantic, ike Tolstoi—romancing about
‘the peasunt’——even he still exists, although Bol-
shcvism has almost ehmmated him.  But with his
political enthusiasms few penple have any patience
today. On the whole that sorl ot romantic may be
said to be extincet.

All these romanties I have been mentioning have
enormonsly assisted the overthrow of european
power; and they all have been hike those cinema
actors and actresses 1n the movie studios deseribed,
m one of the epigraphs to this essay, by Sherwood
Anderson in the words:

‘Children, playing with dreams— . . American
drcams—Anglo-Saxon drecams!’

é
What was 1t that caused all these Northern
dreamers to drcam things so physically, or politic-
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ally, disastrous to us, their descendants? Was it
that instinet of the aristocrat lo throw himself down.
to return into the untaught and dispossessed mass
beneath him, dramatized in Strindberg’s Mademoi-
selle Julie?  Whatever the answer 15, these Play-
boys of the Western World of therlast century, from
Byron and Shelley, thuse typical romaptie revolu-
tionary aristocrats, down to the present time—
down to the people we are now dissassing—have
rummed us with their dreams—American dreams,
French dreams, Russian dreams.  The ¥renerous 1n-
pulses of some of these arstocratic dreamers, to
rchieve distress, to give happiness to the poor, have
only resulted in debasing the Poor Whaite still further,
tull he bids fair to become the despised servant of the
coolic. The last action of the last of his feudal
masters was one that will soon result 1n a greater
abasement than ever before for him. This could be
made, by a fanatical proletaran, to look ike mahee!
Alrcady m the East the White who 1s not Poor (and
so despised) 15 no longer respeeted.  So 1t 15 1m-
possible for us today, as average Whites, for whom
the Melting-pot 1s not the reulity but only the tran-
sition, who at last sce clearly this whole chamn of
uncomfortable events, to thank those dreamers for
their expensive 1dealism - We ean do nathimg but
deplore therr political short-sightedness, and all that
sentimental ‘hberalism’ or ‘radicalism’ that has
brought us wierc we are mstead of to a position
where we should have been dictators of the Melting-
pot, free to jump m or not as ~e like—not at least
hable to be pushed n, like a small boy nto hs first
swimming-bhath,
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§ 2. The Consciousness of One Branch of Huinantly is
the Annihilation of Another Branch.

IN another quotation, used as epigraph to this
cssay, Mr. Lawrence writes:

“The Indian®way of consciousness is different
from and {atal to our way of consciousness. Our
way of consgousness 15 differentt from und fatal to
the Indian.’

He then gontiues:

‘The two ways, the two streams are never to be
united. They are not even to be reconaled.
There is no bridge, no canal of connection. The
sooner we reahize, and aceept, this, the better . .
—(Mornings in Mewxico, p. 104.)

To have been able to reach that conclusion 1« an
achicvement for a White Man.

The consciousness of one branch of humanity s the
annihilation of the consciousness of another branch,
again he says

How entirely true!  Then why does Mr. Lawrence,
1t 15 1mpossible not to ask, go on smelling round the
mdian Heaven and coquetting with the indian gads ?
just as Mr. Anderson, before Mr. Van Vechten, phil-
andcrcd with the Nigger Ilearen? Why cannnt he
learn to leave them alone, or at least to keep ths as
a private luxury, and not try to commumnicate 1t to
the rest of the world?  Why does he attempt to
teach this ahen (and, for the White, he announces,
‘fatal’) ‘consciousness’ to us? As well ask, of
course, why a man always wishes 1o proselytize about
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his pet vice. The more unusual 1t 1s, the more he
wishes every one to share 1t.

But Mr. Lawrence’s explanation 1s that he has ‘a
little ghost inside’ him, which ‘sees both ways.’
And this arrangement he rccommends to us. We
should all get such Iittle optical ghtosts. T will quote
the whole of this passage:

‘The consciousness of one branch of humanity
is the anmhlation of the consciousnuss of another
branch. That 1s, the Iife of the Indian, his stream
of conscious being, 1s just death t& ¢he White
Man. And we can understand the consciousness
of the Indian only m terms of the death of our
conscousness . . . the same paradox exists be-
tween the consciousness of white men and Iimdu
or Polyncsians or Bantu. It 1s the cternal para-
dox of human consciousncess.  To pretend that all
15 one stream 1s to cause chaos and nullity. To
pretend to express one stream 1n terms of another,
s0 as toidentify the two, 1s false and sentimental.
The only thing you can do 1s 1o have a hittle ghost
mside you which sees both ways, or even many
ways.  But a man cannot belong Lo both wavys, or
to many ways. One man ean belong to one great
way of consciousness only.  He may even change
from onc way to another. Bnt he cannot go
both ways at once. Can't be done.'—(Mornings
in Mexico, pp. 1035, 106.)

All this appears to mie exceedingly sound. But,
having regard to the locahty 18 which 1t 15 uttered,
what has taken its author there, and what he else-
where undoubtedly 15 proposing 1o us, 1t 15 Bertamly
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puzzhng. The little {wo-way-looking ghost 1s the
solution, of course, or the excuse for this glaring
paradox. But that 1s scarcely satisfying.

There is a great deal of argument today as to
whether the idea cexpressed in the proverb that
‘Thorc are sceds 1 the body of the hare that are
fatal to the  body of the hion’ 15 a truc one or not.
One set of dlspl}tants will tell you that ‘all people
are the same’ (in the face of much evidence to the
contrary); and the other set will tell you that East
1s Fast and West 1s West, and that the consciousness
of a race 15 deeply fixed, that 1t obstinately goes on
its way. and when its consciousness 1s starved, in-
hilnted or destroyed, 1t, 100, the race, ceases 1o exist.
Perhaps the truth 15 not quite on the side of erther
of these disputants, but somewhere else and not to
be answered by such a simple statement.

Bul still there are many facts that suggest that a
race has a soul (or ‘consciousness,” or whatever you
like to call 1t)- that il 1s vulnerable and of vital im-
portance to the race. T will quote a passage from
my book, The A1t ol Being Ruled, to llustrate this.,

§ 3. When the Conseiousness’ or Soul of a Ruce is
Crushed, the Ruce Collapses.

‘The Chukchee . . 1n spite of their hardincess,
are, however, subject to anmhilating collapses of
vitality, of whuch the phenomenon of “aretic hys-
teria” is a ceclchrated symplom. But another
symptom is equallygstriking.  Prolonged slumber,
lasting many weeks, 15 common with them—a
suddenly recurring hibernation or estivation. A
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man will collapse, feeling unwell, and go to bed
and to sleep, and so remain until he erther dies or
recovers. So the rigour of the chimate, claiming
of them unnatural hardihood and powers of resist-
ance, overwhelms them in this way once 1t passes
their guard. After the subjettion of the, neigh-
bourmg tribes by the Cossacks some fifty years
ago, 1t 15 said that the whole popylation suddenly
collapsed: they lost all interest aird zest in hife,
negleeted their usual occupations, sank into a
histless poverty, and became almdst a burden
and menace to their conquerors.’—(Art of Being
Ruled, p. 295.)

The ncighbours of the Chukchee, deprived of their
freedom and of the natural expansions of their deep-
rooted ‘way of conserousness,’ or soul, sink back mnto
their arctie torpor, languish, and die.  In my book,
The Art of Being Ruled, 1 suggested that 1t was not
only geographically ummmportant races, like these
sub-arctie tribes, that were prone to these collapses
il snddenly interfered with, or defeated, to such an
extent that the deepest ‘conselousness’ or soul 1s
impaired.  Also great nations or races, I contended,
mav similarly suffer, and sink mmto a discouraged
torpor, just as much as may a small tribe.  And in
that book I suggested that there were many symp-
toms 1n post-war KEurope of such a collapse. I cited
the widespread phenomenon of male-mversion as an
example of the form that this collapse was taking.
As the starch went out of thetn, the males relapsed
mto what m Sodom are technically called* bitches,’
1n a process of almost physiologicsl transformation.
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The trying and unnatural conditions of the Machine-
Age, the elimination of individual ambition mvolved
in the phenomenon of the Trust or Corporation, the
swierdal White War, and the shattering tremors con-
veyed 1o us by the recent mgantie revolution i
Russig, and all it forebodes—these things are enough
to account, Wor anvthing.
" »
§ 4. Dr. Barman and the Suvide Epdemic among the
Whates of the Unated Slates.

Inave gj(-].)pcd aside for a moment from an exam-
mation of the ideas of Mr. Lawrence, as presanted m
Mornings in Mexiweo, 10 make quite clear what 18
really the issue i his romantic pronouncements. 1
shall be retwinmg to his book iImmediately: but 1
will mterpolate another quotation here, of another
order, {f1orm a book that appeared during the month
of Augnst m New York, namely The Religion of Be-
haviourism, by D1. Lowis Berman. Dr. Berman [
have dealt with clsewhere (ef. Teme and Weslern
Men). But the short book about Behaviourism he
has just produced otfers another and pleasanter
aspeet of his talent, or rather phase of his pecular
cvolution. What has ceffected this desirable change
m Dr. Berman T do not know. DBut much that he
says here appears quite sensible.

The discouragement, confusion, and decay or col-
lapsc of communities (whether very laige or very
small) 1s what we are considering. It 1s our belief
that the White race, since the War (which m every
sense was a mortal ow to it), 15, now (despite the
great advantages still remammg with 1t, and the
reasons for sclf-esteem to be found i ats great posi-
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tion in the world, its supremacy up to the present).
suffering from many of those symptoms of discour-
agement, disbelief 1 itself and s destiny, and
matcrial collapse, that have often been noticed in
other pcoples.  'When it 1s 2 small organism, a small
people, 1t decays and disappedrs quickly., With
such a great and claborately orgamized s#7stem as the
White European®World, these sigNs are far more
difficult to deteet. And Dr. Berman’s chapter on

‘Sweide as a symptom,’ dealmg with the recent
cpidemic of american student suicrdes, 1> what has
madc me go aside 1o examie this book before pro-
cceding with Mr. D. 1I. Lawrence.

Dr. Berman gives an account of the phases of the
extreme mechanical doctrine of Behaviour (of which
the principal ¢ xponent 15 Professor Watson), which
he calls a ‘rehigion.” But he cites Bergson as the
author of all that 1s anti-Behaviour, of all that 1s
Gestall, of all that 1s admirable, according to him, mn
the contemporary world. He attacks Science, under
its extreme (and 1ts most comic and ridiculous) form,
Behaviour.  So he still stands not so far from where
he formerly did. For the significant opposition m
the contemporary world 1+ not between Bergson on
the one side, and Behaviour on the other. They are
much necarer together than they would cach have us
helieve.  For o Behaviour conies out of Evolution,
does not also Creative Evolution and Bergwon come
out of Evolution? The real opposition 15 very
diffcrent from that.

‘Behaviourism or Walsonidnity,’ says Dr. Ber-
man, then, ‘was begotten by Darwinism out of the
modern scientific spint. . . . As a cluld of Darwin-
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ism . . . America may be cxpected to disgrace itself
about 1t as soon as its impheations reach the demo-
cratic mind. The uproar.. concerning ihe teach-
ing of evolution . . . will turn out to be the foam of
a passing ship as compared with the howls which
will be enntted . . when the full significance of the
New Faith ﬁnally filters down to thar level ” (that
of the ‘backway] and moronie’ nrass of Americans).
The sooner the ‘morons’ of Ameriea “disgrace
themselv es” with regard to ‘Behaviour,” the better,
in my vicew of the matter.  But I hope while these
‘morons,” ‘as Dr. Berman calls them, are about 1it,
that they will disgrace themselves about Creative
Erolution and Bcrgson as well, and any other sort of
Evolution they can lay their moronesque hands on.
But Berman has heen reading: 1 feel quite certam
that Berman must have been reading some nnprov-
mg bhook or other--1 wonder which 11 was?  For
histen to um:

‘The Smart Sct has beecome the Smart Crowd,
ideed the Smart Mob . . . urbanites and sub-
urbanites, wise because mstructed by radio, tab-
lowd and press agent, pride themselves on being
mtellectually hard-botled when they are only
somewhat parboded. . . . Behold the spectacle
then of our men and women of 1deas accepting the
charge of heing cleverists, carecrists, triviahsts,
as a comphment, but shrinking with the horror of
that most horrible of all horrors—the horror of
ridicule—frem the stigma of being called senti-
mentahists, cmotiomalists, fechng-ists.’

Ah, so the ‘morons’ do not only consist of Mr.
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Mencken’s favourite victims, the mmhabitants of ‘the
backward States of the Union’! They are also to
be found among the ‘Smart Crowd,’ these ‘morons’:
and now ‘ our men and women of ideas ’ turn out to
be “morons ! That 1s a shght advance for Dr. Ber-
man. I am sure Berman must hae been reading some
very enlighlening book. But L. will ngver tell us
which it was, solel us be grateful that something or
other has happened to Dr. Berman that has made
him shghtly more sensible, and lcave 1t at that.

Well, the conditions desceribed i the above ex-
tract arc snmulable Lo discouragement, and'to a view
of Iife that may at last persuade people that such an
existence as that 1s so futie that it 1s hardly worth
hving: that is Dr. Berman's argument. (And a
very good one, too.)

‘ Behaviourism then 15 sympathetie to the age,’
he says.

‘By cxtravagantly cxalting movement, by
placing’ what a man 15 doing *so impheitly in the
foreground . . .’

[T must mterrupt Dr. Berman.  If he 1s seriously
gomg 1o switch over to this hine he imust mmmediately
drop all that Bergson and Gestalt.  For surcly Berg-
son, of all people, was the mercunal philosopher of
mceessant movement, of flux and tuss.  So he cannol
abuse those who ‘exalt movement’ in one part of his
book, and kowtow to Bergson m another --I will
now continuc the quotation.]

‘——by regarding scriously the half-truth that
language 15 a scries of muscle twitchings, essen-
tially 1n the same class as walking or running, and
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by reducing the emotions to ‘‘nothing but” vis-
ceral reactions. . . . Behaviornism appeals to the
worshippers of noise 1 contemporary art and
manners . . . the behevers i direct action m
politics hail 1ts implications for them. In a time
hke burs when among proliferating cities, in any
branch of humgn activity, motiop and commotion
arc 1nfinitely 'preferred to contemplation and
msight, the gospel of muscular (and glandular)
conduct as»the conquering creed of the twentieth
century‘inay be expected to be hailed as the very
indigenous credo of a democratic people.—The
cffccts have been bad and will become worse.”

Where Berman got all this from T can’t guess; but
it 15 quite sensible, or so it naturally scems to the
author of the Art of Being Ruled and the Revolution-
ary Simpleton.

‘“I'he bechavionist, 1n fact, comes to us with a
challenge to all our values, of good and evil, nght
and wrong. There 1s no aspect of human hfc he
does not touch with his ubiquitous concepts and
attitudes. . . . In the law and in education he 1s
coming, with his deiiant techmque . . . his lan-
guage (1s) the accepted nomenclature of the experts
and his theories the means by which the lives of
children arc being regulated and mutilated.’

You would think, of course, here that Berman
was deseribing not Be{mvlounsm, but Bolshevism,
or at least Psychoanalysis. I do not believe that
Behaviourism 1s the religious force that he pretends.
It 15 just the extreme gospel of the Machine Age.
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Every hittle average ‘goose-stepping, superstitious,
sentimental’ unit of a present-day industrial mass-
democracy 15 a behaviourist. He would be just as
thorough a onc without Professor Watson. Wby
Behaviourism 15 so intolerable ntellectually is not
because 1t leads, but because 1t JSollows the httle
average ‘goosc-stepping, superstitf ous, sentimental’
unit of the mass-democracy, and rhakes a mechani-
cal imitation of tlus robot 1n the philosophic field.

Dr. Berman, however, 15 determuned to treat 1t as
a religion. And at all cvents what he says about
the effects of 1t, and of sinular doctrines, upon the
more sensitive mind 1s no doubt corrcet :

*Most to be dreaded of all the injuries that may
be inflicted by Behaviorism upon the souls of
sensitive personalities (the others do not matter)
15 the ellect upon their sense of freedom, their
attitude of imtiative, which means their feeling of
being mtensely and fully alive. The repetitive
tom-tom of the Behaviorist drum 1s nsistent
that we are wholly and totally the victims of con-
ditions beyond our control, from the moment of
birth to the moment of extinction. . . . Without
regard Lo any central theme ofindividuality, move-
ment begets movement, habit begets habit. . . .

‘Consider the value ol yourself, of your lite, of
your strivings and efforts . . . of the feeling of
your unique self m the hght of the conditioned
reaction! . . . How invigorating to weakening
morale . ..! To scc himself as the product of
nuscle-twitchmgs and gladd-oozings 15 the most
degrading spectacle of himsclf ever presented to
Man. ...
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‘In the language of its protagonists: of all the
modes ever offcred for the use of conscious behav -
ior, Behaviorism has the least survival value.

*Information, wdceas, theories about ourselves may,
me, inevilablk &elp or hinder us to lire. The effect
may be tg exa'}, mtensify, mspire, transform con-
sclousness a.n(i’conduct. Or 1t may be to depress,
infect, sichen, dishearten to the pomt of drath.’

Dr. Bermédn decides that 1t 1s Bchaviourism (now,
he says, become a 1ehigion) that has disheartencd 1o
the point of death a varicty of Americans, especially
students. in the course of the vear 1927. If the
rehgion of Brhaviourism grows it will no doubt
(more than any Moloch, he assures us) claim more
and more vietims.

In a chapter entitled * Suicide as a Symptom * he
detads a long hist of student-sureides:

‘Recently there oceurred an outbreak of suicide

among student yvonths. . . . Within a few months
a number ot students had taken their hives, leav-
ing behind them letters stating their sense of the
futility of keeping alive. The record runs: On
January 2nd a University of Illinois student killed
himself, writing that he had experienced all that
Iife contained . . . the son of a specialist in mental
disorders shot himself in his father’s home. Ile
found hfe ‘“‘dark and worthless,” he wrote his
father. On January 238rd a student in the Uni-
versity of Wisconwn shot himself hecause he was
bored with this earth and wished to see how things
were over there,’ cte.
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§ 5. Races similarly ruined by the White Man.

AND 50 Dr. Berman goes through a monotonous
list of american students who hang, shoot, poison,
or gas themselves because life 15 d«:rl., and empty.
+ He considers this a phenomey'm of the, same
sort as that noted by Dr. Riyers among the
Mclanesians:  « \

‘W.IIL R. Rivers . . . once studied the degenera-
tion of the mmhabitants of the Melanesian Islands
after the advent of the White Man. 'Pa‘l:tlcularly
was he interested  the fact that i certain of the
islands there was almost complete extinetion of
the native population, in spute of the presence of
plenty of the materials of subsistence and the absence
of epidemic o1 unusual discase. . . . he camce to
the conclusion that these peoples were dying out
becausc they were losing their zest m hfe.  And
they were losing their zest i hife because the
coming and cunning of the White Man had under-
mined their attitude to ife so completely as to
affect the very Will to Lave.’

He then procecds:

‘It seems to me there 1s an analogy belween the
statc of nund of these students and the native
populations.’

In the Art of Being Ruled (Chatto and Windus,
1926) I camc to simular conclusions: and the quota-
tion1 haveused at the beginning of this part, relating
to the neighbours of the Chukchec, tells the same
story, on the authority of a traveller who had hived
with those tribes, as is told by Dr. Rivers of the
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Melanesians. Remove from a ra-raing Yale student
his ra-ra/—and put nothing equally stimulating
there inats place—remove all lus illusions about him-
self, as a humag bemg (fortunate enough to belong
toa parhcularl)%cute nation, fortunate enough to be
of thvclass that r"sont to Yale, fortunate enough to
have large muscis and to be a star in the world of
university sport, fortunate enough to have blond
curly hair and so to attract the atiention of all
beautiful girls met, or to be dark and sensitive-look-
g, and, so to receive much attention as a hkely
prey, ete. ete. ete.)—remove all these, or even an
appreciable portion of them, and your student will
lose his zest for life, just as the Melanesian or the
neighbour of the Chukchee did when deprived of
what were for nm the equivalent of those satis-
factions.

The White Man’s supcerior cunning 15, however,
hardty the word, m deseribing what he destroyed
the Melanesian with.  There was not ¢nough *‘cun-
ning’ i the Wiite Man, unfortunately. The de-
scendants of those Whites, students in american
umversities, because they are not sufficiently ‘ cunning,’
because they believe anythimg that 1s told tham,
because they are too ‘goose-stepping, superstitious,
and sentimental’ (though not called ‘morons’ n-
variably by Berman and others whenever men-
tioned—but of coursc not, seeing that thcy are the
principal clients of Berman and others, the cultured
mumority), because they have allowed themselves to
remain romantic, shew a tendency now to destroy
themselves. Some mind more ‘cunmng’ than the
White has enveloped them and infected them with
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a ‘consciousness’ not their own. And if we look
round for the possessor of this more ‘cunming’ nund
than the White mind, able to destroy it with its alien
‘consciousness’ (as Mr. D. H. Lawsence would call
1t), then we need not go toa hostilef race, we can find
it 1 the mind of Science, more “tfnning’ cerfainly
than the vay sunple anglo-saxof admimstrators,
who robbed the poor Indian of his ‘zest for hfe,” or
‘Will to Live.

But if the word ‘cunning’ 1s to be the key to this
problem of the new ‘infemionty compkx of the
White, then certainly Behaviourism comes very far
down the list, and must he disqualfied at once. For
it 15 very simple and not at all canming.  Professor
Watson, as also Yerkes and most behaviourists and
‘testers,” 1s & very simple, even stupid, man.  Messrs.
Freud and Jung—or shall we say Kinstemn Y—have
really had much more influence —and Psychoanalysis
and Relativity, m all thar varous popular mam-
festations, arc calculated to produce much more
effect.than poor threadbare, mechanicul, unglamour-
ous, sexless, Behaviour.

§ 6. Behaviow ist ‘Summmer Conversation.

TuaT Behaviourism hus iis ool upon popular
thought, or at least nupon the fictiomst, who 1s the
middleman conveymg philosophie notions to the
minds of people not accessible to ideas 1 anything
but a sensuous and mnmediate form, of that there 1s
of course plenty of evidence: I will take a con-
versation from The Apple of the Eye, by Glenway
Wescott, a ‘first novel,” dealing with life m the
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Middle West. Itisa conversation between a young

man and a boy, the former mstructing the lattier as

to the true character of hife.  For its possible real-

1sm, you have to allow for the very intense puritanic

backgrounds privided for it by its umerican setting.
Dan hingeed beside him,

“«Tell me {ien,” he asked, **don’t you beheve
in chastity 2>

‘Mike’s eyes brightened at dn opportunity to
teach. ‘‘What a queer question! It has beauty.
Before T went to the umiversity 1 thought 1t was
the ondy beautiful thing. To bive in the spint -
stead of the flesh.  The flesh nothing but candle-
wax under the flame. Then you feel that you're
hike Christ and all the saunts.  Puritanism appeals
to the magination, but it makes people sich.”

*“8Siek?” Dan cchoed, confused.

““*You see, there 1sa’t anything but flesh.” He
spoke slowly. m broken phrases, pronouncing the
words with obvious pleasure. **We are all flesh;
when 1t ’s weak, we’re weak; wheoit’s ack, we 're
sick; when 1t s dead. we're dead. Now we’re
civihized, we try to pretend that our bodies don’t
matter. But our minds, our magmations, are
flesh too, and part of the whole. Puritanism is
Iike eutting a muscle 1 your arm. and trymg to
move vour hand with its own muscles. . . .’

* **Your rebgion 1s wrong,” Mike went on. . . .
“It cuts us m two. It divides the body fromn the
spirit. The body is what we are and the spint
what we think. "

¢ ¢ And 1t 1s only pleasure, your kind of love ?”
Dan asked wistfully.
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““Only? Only pleasure?” Mike shouted, and
Ins laughter turned quickly to an affectionate
seriousness. “‘Listen, boy. It’s built on despair.
Once we thought hfe didn’t matter, wasn’t any-
thing but a preparation for etefmity: a vale of
tears—with a sunny paradise, Jery strange and
full of songs, all ready for the wefithy. That’s all
over. We’ve found out we’re only «cclls; they
break up wheft we diec. We’ve found out that
we’re animals, just animals that remember more
and worry more. So life 1< the only thing that
does matter. A few years, thirty or forty or fifty
years, hungry years; then we end up here, under
the grass; and we’re going to have a good
tune. . . "

* “And what 1s a good time?”

‘“That . . ." Mike paused—‘that 15 a ques-
tion.” He spoke the words jubilantly. Joy,
dehght, pleasure—there isn’t any word.”” Mike
stretched humself dreamnly. . . .“Fun, without
anyend. A bunch of flowers, falling, falling, over
the eyes, over the mouth, 11l you're all still and
satistied. . . .”’

That 15 the central statement of the book (I am
not considering 1t with reference to its merits as a
book, but unly as evidence for the mnfitration of

philosophic ideas), and 1t 15 behay 1ouristic more than

anything clse, I suppose. Tt 15 no doubt some such
attitude as that, resulling from Behaviourism, of
which Dr. Berman was thinking. Bvt Behaviour-
1sm alone would not have produced even that, or

anything like it. All the influences that, however
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paradoxically at first sight, fit into Behaviourism,
must also be counted into the whole cffect. And
Bergson and Gestalt, and so Berman, 15 one of them.
It will now beypossible, I think, for any reader to
return to the ‘cark’ matter of Mornings in Mexico
with a clear gresp not only of the manner m which
1 am approaching what Mr. Lawrence has 1o sav,
but also with more chances of understanding some
of the remoter, and indeed very extended and -
portant, impheations of what he s saymg.

§ 7. Race or Ideas?

I wiLL quote once more the passage of his with
which T began :

‘The Indian way of consciousness 1s different
from and fatal Lo vur way of consciousness.  Our
way of consciousness 15 different from and fatal
to the Indian. The two ways, the two streams
are never to be united. . . . The consclousness
of onc branch of humanity s the anmhilation of
the consciousness of another branch. That s,
the hfe of the Indian, his stream of consecious
being, 15 Just death to the White man.”’—(Mor n-
ings 1n Meareo, p. 105.)

Let us place this side by «ide with the sumilar
passage from Dr. Berman:

‘In the language of 1ts protagonists: of all
the modes ever offered for the use of conscious
behavior, Bchaviorism has the least survival
value. . . . Information, 1deas, theories about
ourselves may, must, inevitably help or hinder us
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to hve. The effect may be to exalt, intensify,
mspire, transform consciousness and conduct. Or
it may be to depress, infect, sicken, dishearten to
the pont of death.’

So the ‘stream of conseious henis,” which 1s the
Mexican Indian. ‘16 just death to the White Man.’
That 1s Mr. Lawrgnee. For Dr. Berman' “ideas and
theories” are capable of achieving the same result.
They can ‘depress, mfeet, sicken, dishearten to the
point of death.

Is it necessary for this different - conseivusness,’
between which and ours ‘there 1s no bridge, no canal
of econneetion,” this soul, to be mearnated 1in a Mexi-
can Indian (or a Hindu, a Polynesian or a Bantu, to
choose Mr. Lawrence's other examples)?  Or can
this be merely a dismearnate 1dea? Is the scien-
tific or mathematical man of genius as good for those
destructive purposes as the Toltee or Hop? Or
muast 1t be a race ?

The romantie side in M1. Lawrence, Ins love of the
sensationally concrete, would always dispose him
to seek thns situation m the psychological clash of
races, as others can only sec 1t i elasses.  He sees
it as a vace sitnation and also quite conventionally,
as a conventional and wholly melodramatic race
situation.  East 1s Fast, and West 1s West, and the
unbridgeable something— the alien and unassnmlable
seed 1 the mairix of the Indian ‘conserousness.” will
not accommodate itsclf to the White. 1t 1s a fight
to the death. Onc or the other dies.

My more abstract interests would naturally make
me seek 1t rather i ideas than in 7aces. 1 admt,
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however, that the culture of one race, acquiring a
political mas§ery over another, and mmposing 1ts
ideas upon 11, s able and very likely to destroy the
soul and so the physieal hfe of another race.  There
are too many escnts that testify to it i 1eeent his-
tory for that not"to be beyond possibility of ques-
tion. But an idea 15 quite as powerful. Ewven a
race, for that matter, can amuldlate another race
with a swarm of 1deas, or mmiellectualized notions;
ideas proper to itself but with properties of disin-
tegration for another race; or with ideas not neces-
surily 1ts own, but such as 1t could mampulate with-
out mjury to itself, and which are destructive to its
adversary. We have examples of something of that
kmd. But the ideas themselves, swarming over
from the ficlds of scientddie research, are just as
potent. And though thev do no harm to ther
tramned mampulator, they mav be harmful encugh
to those whom they attack. Besdes, thore 1s no
pewerful race with whom we arc m contact whose
alien ‘consciousness’ could affect vs i this way,
unless you count the half-asiatie masters of Ruscia,
whose 1deas, 1t 15 true, are pouring through our con-
sciousness, and a modified and diluted form of whose
gospel has established itself m our nndst.

If we ware m touch with an alien ‘consciousness’
(there would be vo need even to b physically at war
with its possessors) m the way that the Melancsans
were with the White, or the neighbours of the Chuk-
chee with the Russian, on terms difficult and dis-
advantageous to ourselves, then we should find that
‘consciousness,” no doubt, mnimical, confusing and
dangerous to our vital impulses, as Mr. Lawrence
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describes. And in the same way the Whites cer-
tainly are finding the attack of ahen 1leas confusing
and dangcerous for their Will and In’agmation, just
as much as though they were clear}y, sharply and
picturesquely mcarnated in some aken people, with
whom we came in daily contact, ahd who had tested
us politically. So the racial analogy ,will serve.
But you must fixsyour cyc on something less palp-
able—on systems of 1deas, and a restless mass of
theores.

We are almost reminded of the superstitions as-
sociated with the tombs of the egyptian d(ad and
the belief in the unlucky nature of the enterprise of
the excavator: the late Lord Carnarvon and Tutan-
kamen, for instance. His death secemed to come very
suddenly after disturbing Tutankamen.—The White
Man has uncarthed and brought to light an enorm-
ous historical rubbish-heap: there 1s nothing he has
not excavated and brought into his own *conseclous-
ness’ for examimation. Some of the distant charms
and remote systems have released into his ‘stream
of consciousness’ things that are not healthy for i,
perhaps?

These gencral considerations (which presented
themselves and demanded to be dealt with at the
beginning of this section) disposed of, we can rcturn
to the Mexican Indians, Toltee and Hopa.

The Toltce and Hopy, Mr. Lawrence believes, and
with that I for one am prepared to agree, might be
dangerous for the ‘consciousness’ of Mr. Lawrence
if he did not possess that ‘httle ghost’ looking both
ways at once, on account of which he 1s immune. So
they will do no harn: to one of the most justly cele-
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brated of engdhish novehsts, we can be reassured.
And 1t 15 very\unlikely that the ‘consciousness’ of
the Toltec andjHop: will ever cause any noticeable
embarrassment at this time of day to anybody else.
At least this would be so if it were not for Mr. Law-
rence (the only White hable, even, to interference at
the hands ef these faded daimons).

Through Mr. Lawrence (who mtkes himself into
a sort of Hop or Toltec for the occasion), they may
still add their quota of confusion to the civilized
world. For Mr. Lawrence 1s repeatedly teling his
White readers that they are poor specimens com-
parcd to his energetic and ‘mysterious’ Indians, and
a ccrtain proportion of his White readers arc hable
to believe this, and add this ‘theory,’ or ‘informa-
tion’ (whichever you carc to call 1t) to the material
of then rapidly developing ‘mferionty complex.’
(For wc arc speaking, too, of a ‘consciousness,” of
which often enough, even, people are not conscious.)
Tt 1s perhaps by itself a tiny factor, bul it fits in with
‘The Revolt of Asia against White Civilization,’ or
what not. So 1t 15 worth while to exanune 1t. If
we get to understand one or two things of this kind
thoroughly, we shall understand the lot.
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£
Section T1IT ,.’

‘LOVE ? WHAT HO'! SI&ELLIN G
STRANGENESS”

§ 1. ‘We Whates, creatwies of spirit.’—D. H. Law-
RENCE. *

WILL now turn to Mr. D. H. Lawrence’s ac-
Icount of the Mexican Incian, and especially to
his chapter ¢ Indians and Entertamnment *:

‘It 15 almost 1impossible for the White people to
approach the Indian without either sentimentality
or dishike.’

[Mr. Lawrence proves himself m this respeet a
good White Man, 1 think, m his hook about the
Indian. There is no sign of dishike, so he 1s the other
sort of conventional White Man.]

‘The common healthy vulgar White usually
feels a certamn native dishke of these drumming
abornignals.’

Mr. Lawrence we can al once agree 1s not ‘a
common healthy vulgar White’; he has nothing
very ‘native’ about him, erther whiw or dark.

‘The highbrow mvariably lapses into senli-
mentalism like the smell of bad cggs.’

Mr. Lawrence 1s a “highbrow,” about that I think
there cannot be two opmions. And a ‘sentimental-
1sm like the smell of bad eggs,” I am sorry to have to
say, rises from all the work of Mr. Lawrence. It
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is all shghtly]'ligh’ and faisandé in a sentimental
way.

Anyhow, fay from ‘dishking’ the ‘drumnung’ of
these ‘aboriginals,’ there 15 no question that he likes
1t very much; and heavily implied 1n all his desenip-
tions 1s the notion that these drumiming and other
‘native’ habits are far supcrior to ours; the dark
ones to the white. If we followed Mr. Lawrence to
the ultimate conclusion of his romantic teaching,
we should allow our ‘consciousness’ to be over-
powereqd by the alien ‘consciousness’ of the Indian.
And we know what he thinks that would mvolve:
for he has told us that *the Indian way of conscious-
ness 1s different from and fatal to our way of con-
sclousness.’

We will now turn to his account of the specific way
in which this ‘consciousness’ of the Mexican Indian
differs from ours.

The “commonest entertainment among ithe Ind-
ians,’ we are told (that 1s I suppose among the ‘com-
mon hcalthy vulgay® Indians, if Mr. Lawrence’s
romantic soul could bring itself to admit that a
Toltee or a Hopi could be “common’ or ‘vulgar’),
‘1s singing round the drum, at cvening.’

There are fishermen in the Outer Hebrides, he
says, who do something of this sort, ‘approaching
the mdian way,’ but of course, bemg merc Whites,
they do not reach or equal it. Still, the Outer
Hebrideans do succeed in suggesting to Mr. Law-
rence a realm mhabited by *beasts that . . . stare
through . . . vivid mindless eyes.” They do man-
age to become mandless: though not so mindless as
the Indian, therefore inferior.
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‘This is approaching the Indian song. But
even this1s pictorial, conceptual far k eyond the Ind-
1an point. The Hebridean still sees himself human,
and outside the great naturalistic influences. . . .’

The poor White Hebridean s*ill, alas, remains
human, he 15 not totally mindless, though more
nearly so than ary other White Mr. Lawrence off-
hand can bring to mnd.

The important thing to notc 1n all these accounts
is the nsistence upon mindlessness as an essential
quahty of what 15 admirable. The Hebridedn is not
to be admired so much as the Mexican Indian be-
cause he still deals 1n * conceptual,’ ‘ pictonal’ things;
whereas the Mexican Indian 1s purely emotional—
‘musical,’ 1n a word, 1n the Spengler sense. (For
the full analysis of this type of thinking I refer you
to T'ime and Western Man, where there 15 a detailed
account of spenglerism.) And the first impulse to
the anti-conceptualist, anti-intellectual, anti-pictor-
1al pomnt of view 1n philosophy, and thinking gener-
ally, was given by Bergson: just as in Berman's
account of Behaviourism we saw him attributing
the genesis of Gestalt to Bergson. So at last we
know just where we are, plulosophically, with Mr.
Lawrence. Mr. D. H. Lawrence 1s a distingwshed
artist—member of the great and flourishing socicty
of ‘Emergent Evolution,” ‘Creative Evolution,’
‘Gestalt,” * World-as-History,’ ete. cte.

§ 2. Mr. Lawrence a Follower of the Bergson-Spengler
School.

I wiLL go on quoting to show how completely Mr.

Lawrencc 1s beneath the spell of this evolutionist,
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emotional, noy-human, ‘mindless’ philosophy: and
how thorouglly he reads it into and applies 1t to
the manifestations of the Indian ‘conscrousness.’

‘The Indian, siging, -ings without words or
vision.'

* °

I am ntahcizing the expressions that it s parti-
cularly nedessarv to mark i whgt 1 am quoting.
How the attitude to *words,” on the one hand, and
to ‘vision’ and the things of vision, ‘pictoral’
things, on the other, 1s pure Spengler!

‘Faec Lifted and sqghtless, eyes half closed and
visionless, mouth open and specchless, the sounds
arise 1 lus chest, from the consciousness in the
abdomen.

A ‘conserousness i the abdomen’ or a visecral
conscrousness (whieh otherwise 1s “sightless,’” *vision-
Iess,” and "speechless ™) 1s what we commeonly should
call unconsciousness. And mdeed that 15 what—f
we were to capitalize it under one word—w e should
take as deseribing the kernel of this propagandist
account. It 1s as a servant of the great phiosophy
of the Unconscious (which began as *Will’ with
Schopenhauer, became *The Philosophy of the
Unconscious’ with Von Hartinann, launched all
that ‘the Unconscous’ means m Psychoanalysis,
and was ‘Intwtion’ for Bergson, which 15 ‘Time’
for Spengler, and ‘Space-Tiume’ for Professor Alex-
andcr) that Mr. Lawrence 15 writing.

‘The consciousness in the abdomen’® removes the
vital centre into the viscera, and takes the privilege
of lecadership away from the hated ‘mund’ or ‘in-
tellect,” established up above in the head.
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§ 8 Spengler and the ‘Musical’ Consdiousness.

THE ‘sounds that arise . . . from the conscious-
ness m the abdomen’ should be conipared with the
‘sounds’ or ‘sound-symbols’ transcending mere
words of Spengler. When Spengler 15 trying to
give us an 1deca of what he means by ‘Time,’ for in-
stance, he writest

¢ “Time ”—that which we actually fecl at the
sound of the word, which 15 clearer in musie than

m language . . . has this organic cssence, which

Space has not.’

As T have pomnted out elsewhere, Spengler’s 1s 1
the same sense an ‘orgame plhilosophy * as White-
head’s. (The ‘plilosophy of organic-mechanism’
15 how Profcssor Whitehead describes his philo-

sophy.)—"

These names and bare imndications will sug-
gest to you the theories that lie belind the romantic
mterprelations of Mr. Lawrence. 1 cannot here go
wmto his philosoplue dervations any more than to
indicate very gencrally what they are.—So, with
him, we see the impulses of the evolutionist, mganic
philosophy reaching the glorification of the ‘con
seiousness in the abdomen - —-a sort of visceral, ab-
donunal, mmnd. mvolvcd with the genadal affective
apparatus, and establishing i these ‘centrie parts’
a new revolutionary capital, the rival and enemy of
the head, with s hLated intellect, the arstocratic
prerogative of the human bemg, that 1s such an
offence to communisin,
‘Every higher language,’says Spengler, ‘pos-

sesses a number of words . . . about which there
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15 a vell.  No hypothess, no science. can ever get
mto touch with that which we feel when we let
ourselves sink mto the meanimg and sound of these
words. They arc symbols, not notions. . . . The
Destiny -idea demands . . . depth, not mtelleet.’
—(Decline of the West, p. 117 of english transla-
tion.)

In Spengler's language (wlich, as you sce, 18
‘sound’ or ‘musie.’ as he calls it, not anything so
definite gs words) ‘Time’ 1s about the same thing as
‘Destinv.’  To say that it was the same would be to
suggest an exactitude whieh is foreign to Spengler.
And upon the feminine nature of ‘ Time’ or *Destiny®
Spengler msists a great deal.

‘Endless Becoming 1s comprehended m the wdea
of Motherhood. Woman as Mother s Time and
ts Destiny’

A glonfication of the Fenunine principle, natur-
ally, 15 also a great feature of the writing of Mr.
D. H. Lawrence.  The joining up of all these threads
1s no doubt a tax upon the reader’s attention, and
I wish 1t were not necessarv sn often to set out the
cvidence of what 1T am wntmmg. But if I confined
myself to assertion, or to a reference, mcerely. to
where these parailels could be found, and omitted to
give the text of some of the things at least to wlach
I refer, my argament would not be so substantially
founded as 1t 15, and above all, for practical pur-
poses, would want the convineing appeal derived
from ‘chapter and versc.’
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§ 4. Communism, Feminism, and the Unconscious
Jound in the Mezican Indian by Mr. Law-
rence.

Ox% of the rhythnueal patterns of ‘sound’ pro-
duced by the Indian the latter deseribes as a ‘Lear
hunt,” Mr. Lawrence tells us.

‘But,” sayq Mr. Lawrence, ‘the man connng
home from the bear hunt 15 any man, all men, the
bear 1s any bear, cvery bear, all bear. There is no
individual, isolated experience. It 1s the hunting
. . . demon of manhood which has worn agamst
the . . . demon of all bears. The experience 1s
gencric, non-mdividual.’

So we reach Mr, Lawrence's eommunisin, cast mto
the anthropologic moulds fitst prepared by Sir
Henry Mamce. For Mr. Lawrence is, m full hvs-
terical flower, perhaps our most accomphshed enghsh
communist.  He s the natural communist, as it were,
as distinguished from the mdoctrinated, or theo-
1etie, one.

(1) The Unconscious; (2) The Fenmunime; (3) The
Communist: those are the main principles of action
of the mind of Mr. Lawrcnee, linked in a hot and
piping trimty of rough-stuff prinutivisi, and freud-
ian hot-sex-stuff.  With Sons and Lovers, lus fir.t
book, he was at onee hot-foot upon the faslnonable
trail of meest; the book 1s an cloquent wallowing
mass of Mother-love and Sex-1dolatry. s Women
in Lovc 1s agam the same thick, sentimental, luscious
stew. The ‘IIumo’-motive, how could that be
absent from such a compencdium, as 1s the nature of
Mr. Lawrence, of all that has long passed for ‘revolu-
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tionary,’ reposing mainly for 1its popular effective-
ness upon the meaty, succulent levers of sex and
supersex, to bait those politically-imnnocent, roman-
tie, anglo-saxon simpletons dreaming their ‘anglo-
<axon dreams,” whether i America or the native
country of Mr. LaWwrence?  The motif of the ‘cluld-
cult,’” which is usually found prommently in any
‘revolutionary’ nuxture, 15 ccheed, and mmdeed
sereamed, weptl and bellowed, throughout Sons and
Lovers.

At lirst sight. I am afraid, many of the rapproche-
ments that I make here may sound stramed, sinee,
I am sorry to sav, if things do not lie obviously to-
gether and publish their conjunetion explicitly and
prommently. 1t 1s not considered quite respectable
to suggest that thcy have anv vital conneetion.
The suggestion of anytlung ‘ilbeit’ shoceks, even
where uteas are concerned.  That one 1dea should
have a hidden harson or be m commumecation with
another idea, without ever approaching it in publie,
or any one even menlioning them together—that is the
sort of thing that 1s never admitted i polite society.

So the majonty of people are deeply unconsecious
of the affiliations of the various phenomena of our
time, which on the surface look so very autononious,
andevenhostile; yet, existingunder quite a different
iabel, 1in a quite different region of time and space,
they are often closely and organically related to one
another. If you test this you will be surprised to
find how mauy things do helong together, in fact,
in our highly contentious and separatist time.

Yet it 1s our business—especially, 1t appears, mine
—to establish these essential haisons, and to lay
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bare the widely-flung system of cables connecling up
this maze-like and destructive system in the nndst
of which we hive—destructive, that 1s of course, to
something essential that we should cluteh and be
careful not to lose, on our way to the Meclting-pot

What, you might say, for instdnce, has Mr. Law-
rence’s remark about the ‘nundlessness’ of the Mexi-
can songs got te do with commumsm ? Or, again,
‘mimdlessness’ or ‘communism’ to do with ‘the
Feminine Prineiple’ (as opposed to the Masculine) ?
I can show you at onee what ‘nundlessnesy’ has to
do with ‘commnunism.” I will quote the latest euro-
pean advocate of Bolshevism., René Fulop-Miller,
fromn his book The Mwmnd and Face of Bolshevism.
It should recally be called The Face of Bolshevism,
since we learn that ‘Mind’ 1s of all things what Bol-
shevism 1s concerned to deny and prolubit.  He 1
relating how the ‘higher type of humamty’ 1s to be
produced, the super-humamty of wineh Bolshevism
15 the rehigion.

‘It 15 only by such external funections as the
mllions have in common, their uniform and simul-
taneous movements, that the inany ean be umted
in a higher unity: marching, keeping 1 step,
shouting ‘“‘hurrah™ in wmson, festal simging 1n
chorus, umted attack< on the enemy, these ace the
manifestations of hife wlich are to give birth to
the new and superior type of humamty. Ever y-
thing that divides the many fiom each other, that fos-
ters the illusion of the individual importance of man,
especially the *“soul,” hinders this higher evolution
and must consequently be destroyed . . . orgamza-
tion is to be substituted for the soul . . . the

182



COMMUNISM IN THE MEXICAN INDIAN

vaguc mystery of the *“soul,”” withthat evil handed
down from an accursed individualistie past. . . .’

Let us now contimue with our quotations from
Mr. Lawrence.

‘There is no indwidual, isolated experience. . . .
It is an experlence of the blood-stream, not of the
mind or spiril. Hence the subtle incessant meast-
ent rhythm of the drum, whicl#s pulsated like a
heart, and soulless and mescapable. Hence the
strange blind unaninuty of the . . . mn’s voices.’

As you see, 1t mnght equally be Mr. Fulop-Miller
on the beauties of Bolshevism. The Mexican Ind-
1an of Mr. Lawrence 1s the perfect Bolshevik. The
‘blind unannmty of the men’s voices’ (the ‘keeping
in step . . . festel singing 1 chorus’ of Fulop-
Miller) assures ‘soullessness.” The ‘soul . . . must
be destroyed’ says the apostle of Bolshevism.
the Indian song 15 non-individual. . . . Strange
clapp'ng, crowing, gurgling sounds, 1 an unseizable
subtle rhytlim, the rhythm of the heart in her throes:
. . . from an abdomen where the grcat blood-
stream surges m the dark, and surges in 1its own
generic experiences.’

To witness all this 15, to Mr. Lawrence, heaven.
perhaps 1t 15 the most stirring sight 1 the
world m the dark, near the fire, with the drums
going,’ cte. ete.

‘It 15 the durk blood falling back from the mund,
from sight and speech and knowing, back to the
great central source where 1s rest and unspeakable
renewal.’

On the same principle as ‘Back to the Land,’ the
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cry of Mr. Lawrence (good little Freudian that he
has always been) 1s ‘Back to the Womb!” For al-
though a natural commumst and born femimst, 1t
required the directive brain of Freud and others to
reveal Inm to himself.

‘We Whites, creatures of spirit!  he cries. Ah,
the ‘strange’ thigs we ‘neva ieahize’! (such as the
‘strange falling Linck of the blood . . . the doun-
ward rhythm, the rhythm of pure forgetting and
pure renewal °).

§ 5. The Indian a ‘Dulgprambic Spectaton.” *

As to the pantheism of Mr. Lawrence's Mexican
Indian, the following passages inform us about
that:

‘There 1s strictly no god. The Indian does not
consider himsclf as created, und therefore external
to God, or the creaturcof God . . . Creationisa
great flood, for ever flowmg. .

Everything Flows!—for the Indian, as for Bergson,
Mr. Lawrence, ete.  In art the Mexican Indian ap-
proximates closcly to the ideal of the contemporary
bolshevik theatre (the princaples of which 1 have
discussed 1n an essay, The Dithyrambic Spectator).

“There 1s no division hetween actor and audi-
ence. Tt s all one’’

‘There 15 no Onlooker. There 1s no Mmd.
There 15 ne dominant 1dea. . . . The Indian s
completely embedded m . . . his own drama.
IL 15 a drama that bas no beginning and no end.
. . . It can’t be judged, because there 1s nothing
outside 1t, to judge 1t.’
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It is evidently just like life. 1t1s a form of natural-
ism, the mystical form. And above all there is no
bunk about mind. Mind 1s kepl 1n 1ts place, in the
indian 1dea of drama!

‘The mind is there merely as a servant. . . . The
mind bows dowh before the creative mystery.’

As to the good and the bad, that fgam consists in
being possessed of a personal will or individuality
(whach 1s wicked), or not being possessed of any indi-
viduality (which 1s virtuous).

*Wickedness hes 1n . . . seeking to prostitute
the creative wonder to the individual mind and
will. . ./

The magician. the Prospero, 15 the supremely
wrcked person 1 the mdian scheme of things, in the
eyes of these ‘soulless,” ‘drummng,’” wviscerally-
churned-up C(ahbans. Magice, ‘witcheraft,” Mr.
Lawrencc tells us, 1s the archet ype of all wickedness.

What 1s virtnue m woman? Mr. Lawrence Dbe-
cones very Western at once, under the shadow of a
kind of suffragist-chivalry, at the mere thought of
‘Woman.’

‘In woman [virtve] 1s the putting forth of all her-
self i a deheate, marvellous, sensitiveness, which
draws forth the wonder to herself, ete.” (To ‘draw
the wonder to herself’ 1s to be a witch, svrely? So
virtue and wickedness would get a little mixed up.)

What would che Indian thinkif he heard his squaw
being written about in that strain ?—‘dehcate, mar-
vellous sensitiveness.” He would probably say
‘Chuck 1t, Arclue!’ 1n Hopi. At least he would be
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considerably surprised, and probably squint very
hard, under his ‘dark’ brows, at Mr. Lawrence.

§ 6. The Under-Pariot and the Over-Dog.

WaEN we are busy contrastnfg the White ‘con-
sciousness’ with the Dark, we are always compelled
to remember tit there are other “consciousnesses’
as well, perhaps even more hostile.  Mr. Lawrence’s
first chapter, ¢ Corasimn and the Parrots,’ 1s devoted
to extending the idea of race-‘ consciousness’ (in the
sense of different species of men) to the whofe ammal
world.

In the patio of his house Mr. Lawrence sits on a
sunny morning in Mexico: and he “makes an instant
fuend of the reader’ (the publisher assures you on
the back of the dust-cover) by telling you that he is
only ‘one hittle individual looking at a bit of sky and
trees, then looking down at the page of an exercise
book.” (Ewercise book! Quite hike a httle child.)
He 15 nothing 1f not democratic, Mr Lawrence: just
a ‘little individual,” like yourself, dear reader, but
bringing you a sunlit Morning all the way from
Mexico.

In the patio 15 a dug, called Corasmun.  He 1s an
even smaller individual than Mr. Lawrence.  *Cor-
asmin 1s a httle fat, curly white dog. . . . Ihs hittle
white nose 15 sharp, and under Ins eyes are dark
marks, as undcr the eyes of one who has known
much trouble. All day he does notbing but walk
resignedly out of the sun, when the sun gets too
hot, and out of the shade when the shade gets too
cool.
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Mecantime the parrots 1n the trees look down into
the court, and observe the dog with hatred.  All day
long they mock him and his two-legged masters; for
all the world as the negroes mock the Whites
Sherwood Anderson’s Dark Laughter.—Chapter One
of Mr Lawrence’$ book 1s an account of the *Dark
Laughter’ of the parrots, m short.

*“Perro!  Oh, Pere-rro!  Per®-rr-rro!!” shniek
the parrots, with that sirange penetrating, ante-
diluvian malevolenee that seems to make even the
trees, prick their cars. It 1s a sound that pene-
trates one straight at the diaphragm. belonging to
the ages before brams were invented.’

There we are back at the dear old ‘mystenious’
abdomen, once more!  The ‘dark laughter’ of the
mocking parrots goes m at the stomach, straight to
the visceral *consciousness,” disdaiming the mete car
and bram. At this point we grow very prinmtive
mdecd. We are i the antedilnvian world with
these parrots, who contimmue to pour ‘wvitniohe’
mockery over Lhe present masters of thus earth,
namely men and dogs.

§ 7. Evolutivn, d la Mexicuine: (genre cutaclysmique,
a la Marc).

HERE 15 Mr. Lawrence’s picture of Evolution & la
mericaine.

‘Myself, I don’t believe in evolution, hike a long
string hooked on to a First Cause. . . . I prefer
to believe in what the Aztees called Suns: that s,
Worlds succssively ereated and destroyed.  The
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sun itself convulses, and the worlds go out like so
many candles. . . . Then subtly, mysteriously,
the sun convulses agam, and a new set of worlds
begin to flicker alight.

‘I ike to think of the world gong pop! When
the hzards had grown too unwieldy, and it was
time they were taken down a peg or two.’

You see it 15 evolution just the same, with giant
hzards and <o forth But a jealous god ‘mysten-
ously’ takes things down a peg or two periodieally.
It is cataclysmic evolution, a la Marx, rather than
evolutionary cvolution.

‘Then the httle hummmg-birds beginning to
spark n the darkness and a whole succession of
birds shaking themselves clean of the dark matrix
. . . parrots shricking about at mudday, almost
able to talk, then peacocks unfolding at evening.
. . . And apart from these httle, pure birds, a lot
of unwieldy skinny-neched monsters bigger than
crocodiles, barging through the mosses; till it was
time to put a stop to them  Then some one mys-
teriously touched the button, and the sun went
bang, with smuthercens of hirds bursting n all
directions.  Only a few parrots’ eggs and pea-
cochs’ eggs and eggs of Hlamingows smugghng in
some safe nook, 10 hatch on the next Day, when
the animals arose.

‘Up reared the elephant, and shook the mud oft
Ins back. The birds watched him m: sheer stupe-
faction. ‘““What? What in heaven’s name 1
this wingless, beakless old perambulator?”

‘No good, oh birds!  Curly bttle white Coras-
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nun ran yapping oul of the undergrowth, the new
undcergrowth, till parrots, going white at the gills,
flew off into the ancientest recesses. Then the
terrific neiglhing of the wild horse was heard in the
twilight for the first time, and the bellowing of
lions through the might.

‘And the birds were sad. “*What 1s this 2 they
said. ‘A whole vast gamut of’new voices. A
umverse of new voices.”™

‘Then the birds under the leaves hung theiwr
heads and were dumb.  “*No goed our making a
sound,” they said.  “We are superseded ™

‘. . . Only the real little feathery mdividuals
hatched out again and remamed.  This was a con-
solation. The laiks and warblers cheered up, and
began to say therr hittle say, out of the old ““Sun,”
to the new sun.  But the peacock, and the turkey,
and the raven, and the parrot above all, they
could not gct overit.  Because, in the old days of
the Sun of Birds, thev had heen the big gune.
The parrot had becn the old boss of the flock.  He
was so clever.

‘Now he was, «o to speak, up a tice.  Nor dare
he come down, bceause of the toddhng httle corly
white Corasmm. and such-like, down below. He
felt absolutelv bitter. That wingless, beakless,
featherless, curly, misshapen bird’s nest of a Cor-
asmn had usurped the face of the earth, waddlung
about, wherecas his Grace, the heasyv-nosed old
Duke of a parrot, was forced to sit out of reach
up a iree, dispossessed.

‘So, like the rff-rafl up m the gallery at the
theatre, aloft in the Paradise of the vanmished Sun,
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he began to whistle and jeer. Yap-Yap! said his
new hittle lordship of a Corasmim. ¢ Ye Gods!”
cried the parrol. “Hear him forsooth! Yap-
Yap! he savs! Could anything be more imbe-
cile? Yap-Yap! Oh, Sun of the Birds, hark at
that! Yap-Yap-Yap! Perrot Perro! Perr-
rro!  Oh, Perr-rr-rro!”

‘The third Sun burst 1in water. . . . Out of the
floods rose our own Sun, and httle naked man.
“Hello!” said the old elephant. “What’s that
noise?”’

“« Come on! Pcrio! Perro!” called the naked
two-legged one.  And Corasnun, fascinated, said
to-himself: *Can’t hold out against that name.
Shall have to go!” so off he trotted, at the heels
of the naked one.

*And n the branches the parrot said to himsclf:
“Hcllo! What’s this new sort of half-bird? Why,
he’s got Corasman trotting at s heels!  Must be a
new sort of boss! Let’s listen to him, and sce 1f
I can’t take hun off

¢« Perr-rro!  Perr-rr-rro-oo! Oh, Perro!”

‘The parrot had hit 1t.

I need not pomnt out to the reader. probably, the
virtues of this passage as a tour de force of literary

art. It 1s renniscent of the best manncr of Anatole

France, only possessing greater freshness—and 1n-

deed the whole book 15 one of the best of Mr. Law-
rence’s that T have read. Unfortunately I have had
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to compress this lengthy passage, for all we arc con-
cerned with here 15 the notions underneath it, and
not the hiterary expression.

What this very vinid mock-account of a series of
cataclysms and aztec ‘Suns’ reveals 15 the same
thread of feching a<"1s to be found evervwhere clse in
the book, and 1n those other numerous books whose
underlymg 1deas, or philosophy, I #&m serutimzing
here. On the earth bencath, strutting about, 1s the
ndiculous hittle white dog; up 1n the trees 15 the
dignificd arstocratic parrot. But the parrot 1s
forced to remam ‘up a tice’ because this ndiculous
Iittle dog is the overlord of the moment, or the ser-
vant of the present overlord, Maw.  But the ‘httle
white naked man’ 15 not much less nidiculous than
the hittle yappmg white ball of & dog. Compared
with the beautiful or at least aristocratical hirds
they have supersedrd, this pair cut a poor figuie.
But !hey have the power: they walk the earth. The
‘conscinusness” of the little white dog and the httle
white man has been 100 much for the * consciousness’
of the bird-world.

But the sympathy of the rcader, m this play of
fantasia, 1t 15 clearly mtended, should be found en-
tirely on the side of the birds. They are the finer
beasts. And when 11 later chapters we arrive at the
Indians, and pluch out the ‘dark’ heart of fhew ante-
diluvian mystery, again we have a defeated race, but
a far finer and profounder one than that that has
superseded 1it. Chaptcr One, with the evolutionar)y
apologue, 1s a psychological introduction to a study
of the Indian, especially as contrasted with the
White mind.
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§ 8. Race or Class Separation by means of *Dimen-
sion.’

Tur situation m this bind-and-man play is the
same situation as the While and Negro situation, the
Civilized man and the Savage sitvation, or the White
Overlord and subject asiatic 1aces situation. The
play 1s introdu.ed, at the start of the book, to stress
and illustrate the situation to be considered and de-
picted later on, when the *consciousness’ of the Ind-
1an 15 to be pitted agamnst the ‘consciousness’ of the
White Man.

The monkey at a certain pommt comes on the scene.
He 1< a survival from another ‘dmension.’ Mr.
Lawrence having introduced 1he mexican machinery
of his ‘Suns,’ thinks of the word ‘Dimension” as
bemg cspecially vague and picturesque, so he uses
that.

‘If you come to think of 1it,” he says, ‘when you
look at the monkey you are looking straight mto the
other dimension . . . he’s m the same umverse of
Space and Time as you are. But there’s another
dimension.’

This other dimension s the thought or *conscious-
ness” of the monkev, of course.

‘He’s different. There’s no rope of evolution
Imking him to you. ike a navel string - No! Be-
tween you and him there’s a cataclysm and
another dimension. It’s no good. You can't
Imk hiun up. Never will. It ’s the other dimen-
sion.

‘He mocks at you and gibes at you and imitates
you. Sometimes he 15 even more Like you than
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youare yourself. He’s funny, and you laugh just
a bit on the wrong side of your face. It's the
other dimension.’

As between Dark and White, Inchan and Euro-
pean, so hetween Man and Monkev, there 1s this ab-
solute gulf for Mr. Lawrence, like the cleavage be-
tween mathematcal dimenstons.  *Phe Indian way
of consciousness 15 different from and fatal 1o our
way of consciousness. . . . There 15 no bridge, no
canal of conncction.” For ‘Indian’ substitute
*Parrots® (why not with a capital P though—is that
because we are on the ground and the ‘parrot’ up
aloft?) or Monkeys (why not a capital M. ke Ind-
1an?) and you have the same situation.

*The Smuan way of consciousness 1s different from
and fatal to our way,' cte., or ‘The Parrot’s way of
consciousness,’ ete.  That 1s the wdea—It 15 all ar-
ranged Lo heighten, or decpen, the separation be-
tween the Indian and the Wlnte—or the Bantu or
Hindu or the Ameriean Negro and the White

§$ 9. An Incitation lo Sucide addiessed to the White
Man.

THE emotion throughout the book from wihuch I
have quoted 15 the dogmatism of ‘revolution,” of
political cevolution, to be precise.  In contrast to
the White Overlerd of this world in which we hive,
Mr. Lawrence shows us a more primitive type of
‘consciousness,” which has been physically defeated
by the White *consciousness,” and assures us that
that defeated ‘consciousncss’ is the better of the
two. But, since the ‘consciousness’ of the Indian
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is death to the ‘consciousness’ of the White, and
cventually, if 1t prevailed, to the White, physically,
as well, 1t 15 (however indirectly, and in the form of
an entertamment, a book of *fiction’) an invitation
to sweide addressed to the White Man.  ‘Give up,
lay down, your White ‘“‘consciousness,”’ 1t says.
‘Capitulate to the mystical communistic Pan of the
Primitive Man! Be Savage!”

Not onlv the opposition as between beasts and
men, or Black and White, 15 stressed (with, always,
the rebellious hypnotie accompanimment of the re-
volutionary drum, the prinmmtive tom-tom, and al-
ways, that 1s the important thing, all the sympathy
of the reader engaged on the side of the oppressed
and superseded, the under-dog—or, m the above n-
stance, of the under-parrot); also we are taken mto
the dark-backward, 1o more cexaggerated opposi-
tions.  Once we have got to the earhest nrds, and,
most ancient of all the dispossessed. the serpent
(whom Mr. Lawrenee sees biting his tail with an im-
memonal rage, and remarking, as he glances malev-
olently up at Man, "I will braise Ins heel!’), beyond
this we reach things —beyond the carliest amaeba.
Mr. Lawrence doces not take us as far as that,  But
the philosophers who mamly mfluence him do.

This will be without mcammy pethaps for some
readers.  Elsewhere T have shown how 7haf most
fundamenlal of all revolutionary impulscs works,
too. Mr. Bertvand Russell, for instance, obedient to
his hiberalist traditions, which he mports into his
physies, attempts to stir up the tables and chars
against us and lead them in revolt against the over-
weening overlord Man, who sits upon them and
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uses them to wrnite books at, without even askmg
himself 1f they may not resent his behaviour, and
have their private thoughts about hAim—as he flings
himsclf down upon them, or rests his elbows upon
them and scratches his head.

The reason why T direet an adverse analysis
against this 1y pe of “revolutionary’ emotionality, 1s
not, once more, because I believe that the White
Man as he stands to-day 1s the last word m animal
life, or in spiritual perfection, or that he 15 not
often quite as ridiculous as Mr. Lawrence’s parrots
would have him, and in anv case he 1s engaged 1n
the road to the Melting-pot. I will not here
cnumerate my reasons for hostihtv where this re-
volutionary picture 1s concerned: 1 will say. only.
that most Aztees are probably fairly bored with
being Aztees. thai the average Hopi, Like the aser-
age cat, 1s rather negatively admrable and exceed-
imgly mcchanieal. that adnnration for savages and
cals 15 really an expression of the worst sade of the
Machmme Age—that Machine-Age Man 15 cffusive
about them because they e machines ke himself;
and Mr. Lawrence, at least. makes no pretence of
admiring his savages hecause they are fice—they ace
no longer for the contcamporary  revolutionary’ doc-
trinaire “the noble savage’ in the rousseauesque or
Fenimore Cooper sense, at least not for the hedt
informed doetrinaure and, lastly, what such gospels
as those of Mr. Lawrence or of Sherwood Andcrson
rcally amount to 15 an cmotional, and not quite dis-
interested, cxaltation (indirecetly) of the average
man, 'homme moyen sensucl—though m this case
the average Hopi.
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I find the average White Furopean (such as
Chekov depicted) often exceedingly ridiculous, no
doubt, but much more interesting than the average
Hopi, or the average Negro. I would rather have
the least man that thinks, than the average man that
squats and drums and drums, with ‘sightless,’ ‘soul-
less’ eyes: T would rather have an ounce of human
‘consciousncss’ than a umiverse full of ‘abdominal’
afflatus and hot. unconscious, ‘soulless,” mystical
throbbing.—These few remarks must suffice to n-
cicate the orientation of my attitude in this part of
the debate.

I am now going over mto the books of Sherwood
Anderson: and T assure you that, if you have fol-
lowed my analysis of the passages 1n Mornings in
Mezico, you will be 1n a much better position to
understand exactly what Mr. Anderson wants Lo say
to you, al the same time that he spins you an ex-
cellent yarn.

I will begin with Dark Laughter (1t pairs very well
with Mornings in Meaxico, though, as a book, n
cvery way inferior, and not even a ‘good yarn’); and
I will take my leave of Mexico with a quotation de-
seribing the parrols in the patio mocking Rosalimo
the mdian servant, with tkeir *dark laughter.” 1In
this way Lhe two ty pes of “dark laughter’ will be
brought mto the ncarest possible contact, so that
any reader will be able to scc how very near thev are
together ir spitit, as well.

The Lwo parrots ‘a quite commouplace pair of
green birds’ sit or hang there, wath their *flat dis-
illusioned eyes,” their ‘heavy overhanging noses.’
their *sad old long-jowled faces,” and walch the
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ridiculous human beings underneath hour afterhour,
bursting mto mockery when tired of watching and
noting.
‘The parrots whistle exactly like Rosalino, only
a little more so . . . Rosalino, sweeping the patio
with his twig %room . . . covers himsclf more
and more with the cloud of his ow n obscurity.
Up goes the wild. shding Indian Whistle into tlu
morning. ’

§ 10 ‘Soring was coming on fast in Southern Indi-
9’
ana.

Mz. SuERWoOD ANDERSON’S book, Dark Laughicr,
ends as follows:

‘Why couldn’t Fred laugh? He kept trymg
but failled. 1In the road before the house one of
the negro women now laughed. There was a
shuffing sound.  The older negro woman tried to
quet the younger, blacker woman, but she kept
laughing the high shnll laughter of the negress.
1 knowed it, I knowed 1t, all the time I knowed
it,” she eried, and the high shnll laughter ran
through the garden and imto the room where Fred
sat upright and rgid in hed.

*The End.

The negresses 1a Dark Laughler (1hey are the black
servants, and their mocking laughter usually rives
from the scullerv or kitchen) perpetually release
their ‘high shrill laughter of the negress,” as they
observe with astomshment and dcrision the feeble-
ness and absurdity of their White Overlords up in
the parlour and out on the lawn. ‘Up goes the wild,
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shding Indian whistle in the morning’ from the
parrots (mocking the human bengs in the court be-
ncath, from which, owing to the overlordship of the
human speeies, they are excluded, and forced to pass
therr time hanging upon the trees) in Mr. Lawrence’s
Mornings in Mexico: and up gous the ‘high shrll
laughter’ of the negroes in Mi. Sherwood Anderson’s
Dark Laughter. The negresses m Mr. Anderson’s
book are m the réle of the parrots in Mr. Lawrence’s
book: and the White Overlords in Mr. Anderson’s
hook are m the rdle of ITomo Saprens m Mg, lLaw-
renee’s book.,  But i Mr. Lawrenee’s book, as
Mr. Anderson’s, the White Overlord, rather than the
more abstract and fundamental Human Being, is
the true objective. And the Mexican Indian in
Mornings in Mexico plays the part of the Negro
Durk Laughter. T thmk this parallel can be missed
bynoone  Sothereis a good deal of truth, 1t seems,
m the ‘moron’ erttie’s gibe, ‘Sherwood Lawrenee,’
m Mr. Meucken's Americana.

Dark Laughter 1 the story of a journalist who,
having escaped from his wife in Chicago, gets em-
ployment m a small town 1n the South. He finds
his employer's wife (‘Fred® s the cmploy er) attiac-
tive.  She returns his love.  She advertises for a
gurdener. IIe take< on the joh  After what seems
a very long tnue to the negro woman watching from
the kitchen and other memal vantage pomts, Fred's
wife and the hircd man go up to the bedroom of the
wife of Fred, the emplover, during Fred’s absence,
and the “deed of darkness” 1s at last consummatcd.

‘A high-pitched negro laugh rang through the
house.” —End of Book Ten.
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That 15 the story. It procceds to the mocking
accompamment of Lthe laughter of the negro servants
who find their masters a great joke. Fred's wife
finds their laughter disquicting, but she dismisses it
as follows -

‘Soon 1t womld be evening, the negro women
come home. . . . About the negro women 1t did
not matter. They would think as thar natures
led them to think, feel as therr natures led than to
fcel. You can’t ever tell what a negro woman
thimks or feels.  They are like children looking at
you. . . . White eyes, wlite tecth mm a brown
face—laughter.’

But we, the rcaders of Darl, Lawghter, know what
the negresses think more or less, for we have the
following enhightenment, which resolves itself into a
sort of ‘Attaboy’ chorus-—the manlyv straightfor-
ward adviee of the divinely-inspired black eld of
nature: ‘Get down toat!  Get to business!  Hurry
up! Havehorquich! Don’t hang and moon about !”

‘Negroes singing . —
* And the Lord saud . .
Hury, Hurry ™

‘Negroes smgmg had sometimnes a way of get-
ting at the ultimate truth of things. Two negro
wonicu sang 1 the kitehen of the bouse. . . . The
two negro women m the house sang, did ther
work, looked and hstencd.’

That 15 the cituation.  *Spring was coming on fast.
in Southern Indiana.” But the specimen of the
White race depicted for us, called upon to be the
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‘man in the case’ or third side to the triangle, and to
accommodate Fred’s wife, 15 slow, slow—-as slow, in
fact, as the spring in southern Indiana 1s fast. And—
*The two negro women 1 the house watched
and waited. Often they looked at e#ch other and
giggled. The air on the hill top was filled with
laughter—darh laughter. ‘Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord!
Oh, Lord!’ ene of them cried Lo the other. She
laughed—a high-pitched negro laugh.’

§ 11. ‘Torrenls of Spring.” -

It is the ‘Spring’ motif of Dark Laughler that Mr.
Ernest Hemingway has so ably caricatured 1n his
Torrents of Spring. Just as in Mr. Lawrence’s
Mornings in Mexico it 1s the Indian who takes the
place of the Negro, so in Mr. Hemingway's book
Indian stands for Negro, and does the ‘dark laugh-
mg.” Tt opens with the ‘Spring’ motif of ‘Spring
was coming on fast in Southern Indiana,’ as follows:

*Yog1 Johnson stood looking out of the window
of a big pump-factory in Michigan.  Spring would
soon be here. . . . Near Yogr at the next window
but one stood Seripps O'Nerl. . . . Seripps O’Neil
had two wives. As he looked out of the window

. . . he thought of both of them. One hived in

Mancelona and the other hived i f’c¢loskey. 1le

had not scen the one that hived in Mancelona since

last spring. He looked out al the snow-covered
pump-yard and thought what spring v ould mean.

‘Yog1 Juhnson opened the window carefully,
just a crack. Just a crack, that wasenough. Out-
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side in the yard the snow had begun to melt. A
warm breeze was blowmng. A chinook wind the
pump fellows called 1. The warm chinook wind
came 1n through the window into the pump-fac-
tory. All the workmen laid down their tools.
Many of themewere Indians.

The foreman put his finger 14 his mouth to
moisten it and held it up m the air.  He felt the
warm breeze on Ins finger. He shook his head
ruefully and smiled at the men, a hittle gnimly per-
haps.

¢ “Well, 1t’s a regular chinook, boys,” he said.
Silently for the most part, the workmen hung up
therr tools.

‘Outside through the wmdow came the sound
of an Indian war-whoop.’

That, compressed, 1s the first chapter of Mr. Hem-
mgway's skit. Chapter Kleven shows Yog Johnson
mortitied by the ‘chmoolk ’ and the sensc of maleness
casgracefully dormant.

‘Yog: Johnson walked outl of the workmen's
entrancc of the pump-factory and down the street.
Spring was i the air

‘It’s a real chinook wind. Yogi thought. The
foreman did right to let the men go. It wouldn’t
be safe keeping them in a day hike chis. Any-
thing might happen

‘Yogi was worried. There was something on
his mind. It was spring, there was no doubt of
that now, and he did not want a woman. He had
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worried about 1t a lot lately. There was no ques-
tion about 1t. He did not whnt a woman. Ile
couldn’t explain 1t to hunself. He had gone to
the Public Library and asked for a book the night
before. He looked at the hbraman. Ile did not
want her. Somchow she meatt nothing to him.
At the restaurant where he had a meal ticket he
looked hard at the waitress who brought him his
meals. e did not want her, either.  He passed
a group of girls on their way home from Iligh
School. e looked carefully at all of them. He
did not want a single one. . . .

This painful situation 15 rehieved at last by an
opportune stimulus turnmg up. This skit amus-
ingly pursues Mr. Sherwood Anderson through all
the phasces of his stupidity, especially stressing the
‘he-man’ foolishness, the hursting Spring ’* side of 1t.

Mr. Hemungway's bhook, 1t 15 to be hoped, will put
a stop to Dark Laughter for the time, at least, on the
part of Mr. Anderson.  But some form or other of 1t
(and 1t beconics, with people niore sophisticated than
Mr. Anderson, though otherwise much the same,
White laughterorimutation-‘dark’) 1s sure toabound
and to multiply, smce it has struck root in the anglo-
saxon mind: and one swallow, that 15 one Heming-
way, does not erther make or mar an andersonian
spring—that teutonic zolacsque, meaty, maudln,
sexish spring, heralding a communist summer—in
which, dehrious with the ‘chmook,’ creatures are
rhetorically mvited to merge m the ‘dark’ juicy
matnx of Mother Naturc in eolossal, ‘direct,” ‘soul-
less’ abandons.
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§ 12. The Dread of Scaual Impotence.

THE dread of sexual mipotence, thoughts about
impotence, taunts about impotence, anxious appeals
to the ‘chunook’ of such checrful and ‘manly’
matcrial as this are manv of the pages of Mr. Law-
rence and Mr. Sherwood Anderson composed  But
there 15 a stram of frank and free modcsty m Mr.
Anderson, whenever he easts a glanee m the diree-
tion of lus own ‘maleness.” It leaves much to be
desired, m his eyes. Throughout his books Mr.
‘Anderson mdeed 1s comparmg himself unfay ourably,
on the score of his *manhood,” with other men (his
brother for mstance, i the account of his cluld-
hood). In s Story-Teller's Story, and mdeed every -
where when he appears 1n a more or less veiled form,
these dark doubts besct him.  The adulterous Bruce
i Durk Laughier feels that o real man would behave
quie differently from what he does m most things.
He would make less fuss, think about things less, aef.
Ile 15 a bit of a poct, really, that s what 1t 15, not
a man of action he says to himsell.  Perhaps Mr.
Andcrsonisover-modest  ITe s probablyas “manly’
as most men: but, howeyer that may be, he 1s very
much puzzled and hefuddled : he 1sa poor henpecked,
beFreuded, bewidered White, with a brand-new
‘inferionity complex.”’

Mr. Lawrence 15 quite a different story. He s
full and cxultant enjoyment of a full battery of
‘complexes’ of every possible shade and shape of
sexiness. He possesses them en connoisseur, and
any new one that 15 suggested to him he receives
with an experienced dehight.  Heis ’'homme moyen
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sensuel gloating over the savouriness and variety of
the contemporary fare.  Beside hun Anderson strikes
one as a rather muddle-headed, clumsy, in some
ways very stupid sensationahst, doing his hest for a
group of ‘dark’ influences which he very mmperfectly
understands, and often musinterptets.

§ 13. The Manner of Mr. Anderson.

THis 15 In no sense a piece of hiterary eriticism, 1
have remarked at the outset. But just as it was
neeessary to say, when dealing with it from another
standpomt, that Mornings in Mexico was a work of
art, that 1t was worth reading on that score (pro-
vided vou know how to laugh whilely at the ‘dark’
1deas, and disnnss them as the sticky, over-exeited,
shallow stuff that they are), so 1t 15 perhaps as well
to say that Mr. Sherwood Anderson 1 Dark Laughter
writes 1n a manner that is really distracting.  'What
the manner 15 1 don’t know: 1t mav be a supremely
undeft mutation of Mr. Joyce. I will give you a
specimen of 1t

‘He could hear himself saying 1t to Ilarcourt
and othcrs—smiling while he said 1t.

‘A brave man. What one does is to snule.

‘When one gets out of anything there 15 a scnse
of relief. In war, in a battle, when one 1s wounded

—a sense of reliel.  Now Fred would not have to

play a part any more, be & man to some woman’s

woman. That would be up to Bruee.

‘In war, when you arc wounded, & strange feel-
ing of rchief. ‘“That’s donc. Now get well.”

¢ “She has gone to Chicago.” That Bruce!
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Shoes twenty to thirty dollars a pair. A work-
man, a gardener. Ho, ho!” Or:

‘“Go softly. Don't hurry. What'’s all the
shooting about ¢ A little more white, a httle more
white, graying white, muddy white, thick ips—
stayig sometimes. Over we go!

‘Something lost too. The dance of bodies, a
slow dance. ‘

‘Sleep agam, white man. No hurry. Then
along o street for coffec and a roll of bread, five
cents.  Sailors off ships, bleary-cyed.  Old mgger
women and white women going to market. They
Know each other, mgger women, white women.
Go soft. Don’t hurry!’

It 15, mats least dextrous form, the chopped Mr.
Jmgle style emploved by the author of Ulysses, to
represent a person thimmking: for mstance (from
Ulysses, p. 281):

*Damn good gu: that was.—Fince dashing young
nobleman. Good stock, of course.  That ruffian,
that sham squire, with his violet gloves, gave him
away. Course they were on the wrong side. They
ros¢ In dark and cvil days. Fine poem that 1s:
Ingram. They were gentlemen. Ben Dollard
does sing that ballad touchingly. Masterly rendi-
tion.

“ At the siege of Ross did my father fall.”
‘A cavalcade 1n easy trot along Pembroke quay

passed, outriders leaping, leaping in therr, in their
saddles. Trockcoats. (ream sunshades.
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‘Mr. Kernan hurried forward, blowing furi-

ously. His Excellency! Too bad! Just missed
that by a hair. Damn 11! What a pity!”

Here 15 Anderson again:

*Onee he had read a book of Zela, La Terre, and
later, hut a shoit time bhefore he left Chicago, Tom
Wills had sh¢wn him a new book by the Irishman
Joyce, Ulysses. There were certam pages. A
man named Bloom standimg on a beach near some
women. A woman, Bloom’s wife, m her bed-
room at home. The thoughts of the woman—her
right of ammahsm—all set down—minutely.
Realism m wnting hfted up sharp something
burning and new hike a raw sore.  Others coming
to look at the sores.”

In The Enemy (No. 1) Tsaid all that 1t 1s neeessary
to say about tlns jerky sententious way of writing,
1n dealing with Wush & Co.  “Ulvsses.  There were
certam pages. A man named Bloom."—*Others
commg to look at the sores.”  Pick up any monthly
magazine devoted to the most popular sort of fiction,
and you will read *He flung out bitterly, mn short
Jagged sentenees, as though it was pamnful for him to
speak: ¢ Nogood.  Alltsover betweenus. Thing:
might have been different. If—Ah well.  {t7s too
late. Good-bye.”’  This 15 mtended to represent
a person labouring under an emotion too deep for
words. In the above passage of Mr. Anderson’s the
effect aamed at 1s a sort of bitter Lrevity—stuff flung
out, carclessly by a man who in the opmion both of
the author and of hansell 1s rather a fine fellow.
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The other passage 1 have quoted, beginning: ‘Go
softly. Don’t hurry!’ cte., represents a maddening
trick of many not yery good writers to-day, who arc
too nervous and stupid to be sumple, and who con-
sider that they have in some way modernized what
they have to tcll, 8r that they have made 1ts essential
banality more difficult to detect, by breaking 1t up
into jerky stalements, and stark *lliptical noisy
clauses.  Also 1t poeticizes 1t. 1t 15 a very sinular
sort of stupidity, or clse deceit (according to who

cmplovs it). to average free verse.  If they are really
live wires they say most of their sentences 1wo or
three times over, ke Miss Stemn, occasionally, to
varyv it a hittle, breaking ofl in the nuddle, or pun-
mng and fumbling mcessantly with some word.

§ L4 “Brudal Realism  cund the Sophistication of
Fieud.

Now, above, 1n the third passage by Mr. Anderson
that I have gquoted, Zola is mentioned first, and
Joyce afterwards.  Zola, standing for *brutal real-
1sm,’ or for ‘anmmalism, like Joyee (m Mr. Ander-
son’s eyes) must bave been alway« at the back of Ins
mind. I suspect.  La Terre 1s surcly a recogmzable
forchear of Dark Laughler. All that 1 suely, and
stupid—all the thick, fat dummhcit—in this book, 1s
the authentic zolacsque romance—Nature, sensu-
ality, hot lowering sulphurous Summers—bursting,
sappy Springs; cows mooing for bulls, bulls bellow-
g for cows, ete. cte. It all 15 there.  But Freud
has come 1n, too. So when the hero 15 thinking
ahout his ehildhood, no one will be surprised to find
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that he first of all describes himself as a small boy,
sitting beside his mother on a river-steamer, and
‘sensing’ that his mother was ‘lusting’ for a young
man who stood near them with a dark moustache;
and that then he half withdraws the young man with
the dark moustache, and half-exorferates his mother
from these fresh sensations, and takes the blame
himself. It was he, the hittle boy, who 1n reahty
(the author’s dutiful cye on Dr. Freud) was ‘lusting’
for his mother.

‘That young man Bruce had once seen on an
Ohio river-boat when he was a boy taking a trip
up niver, with his father and mother. . . . It would
be an odd turn of the mind if the young man had
never existed—if a boy’s nund had invented him.
Suppose he had just invented him later—as some-
thing—to explam his mother to himsclf, as a means
for getting close to the woman, hus mother.’

So much for the usual mecest. Next 1 will take
the mystical commumsm. (Not that Freud's teach-
mg 1s not an integral part of communism, too, for
1t 15 the psychology appropriate to a highly com-
munmzced patriarchal society i wlneh the fumily and
1ts close relationship 1s an imtense obsession, and the
obscene fanuliarities of a closely packed communal
sex-life a fanuly-joke, as it were. It is a psychology
foraign to the average European and his individual-
wstic ife.  The meest-theme 15 mappropriate to the
curopean conununitics, on whom no severe religious
restrictions of race or of caste have been munposed.)
So by ‘commumsm’ here I mean what currently we
mean when we say commumsm. Mr. Anderson 1s
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descnbmg happenmgs on the Mississippt before the
coming of industrahsm, and especially he is glori-
fying the ncgroes.

‘ black mysticism—never cxpressed except
m song or in the movements of bodies.  The bodies
of the black workers belonged to cach other as the
sky belonged to the miver. . ..

‘Brown bodies trotting, black bodies trotimg.
The bodics of all the men running up and douwn the
landing-stage were one body. One could not be dis-
linguished from another  They were lost in each
other .~ Could the bodies of people be so lost, i1n each
other,’ cte.

He apostrophizes amcrican pamters, and calls
ithem ‘silly American pamters!’” He says that silly
pawmters ‘chase a Gaugwuin shadow to the South Seas.’
Why Jdon’t they stay at home and paint the amen-
can Negro? heasks. 1f they want tofind romance—
mystical romance, or ‘black mysticism,” here 1t 15 at
thorr doors.

‘The skm colors brown, golden ycllow, reddish
brown, purple brown. Where the sweat runs
down lugh brown bachs the colors come out and
dance before the eyes. . . . Flash that up, you
silly paimnters . . . song-tones in words, music mn
words—in colors too.’

§ 15. The Black Communism of Anderson.

I wiLL now quote successively those passages in
Dark Laughier that contain the gist of Anderson’s
whitmanesque message of Black and White brother-

o 209



PALEFACKE

hood, or rather of Black-worship, and rehigious sub-
mission to the Black-idea, as being a more primitive
one than the White.

The hero 1s going down the Mississippi. The fol-
lowing passages represent the cogitations of this
figure (cxpressing, presumably, many of the ideas
pecubar to Mr. Anderson), upon those american
problems connected with race.

‘People talked with a slow drawling speech,
nmiggers were hoeing cotton, other niggers fished
for catfish in the river. .

‘The mggers were something for Bruce to look
at, think about. So many black men slowly
growing brown. Then would come the hght
brown, ihe velvet browns, (‘aucasian features.
The brown woman tending up to the job—getting
the race hghter and hghter. Soft southern mights,
warm dusky mghts. Shadows flitting . . . i dusky
roads . . . soft voices laughing, laughing. . . .

This quotation has 1ts rronical significance: for it
shows the ‘noble savage’ (as represented by the
american Negro) trying to get a white skin as quickly
as possible, at the same time as the Whate s begin-
ning to hide his bead i shame at the thought that
his 1s not a black, vellow or brown one.

‘Was there such a thing as an American? Per-
haps Bruce was the thing himself. Hce was reck-
less, afraid, bold, shy. . . .

‘Could you cver really know . . . a nigger?

‘Consclousness of brown men, brown women,
coming more and more into amecrican hfe—by
that token coming into him. too.
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‘More willing to come, more avid to come, than
any Jew, ete. . . . Standing laughing—coming
by the back door—with shufflimg {cet, a laugh—a
dance m the body.

‘Facts established would hay e to be recogmized
sometime. . . J®

‘Thinkmg of mggers!  What <art of business s
that? How come? Northerr men so often get
ugly when they thimk of mggers, or they get senti-
mental.)  Give pity where none 1s needed.  The
men and women of the South understand bettcr,
mayhbe.  ‘Oh, hell, don't gt fussy!  Let things
flow! Let us alone! We'll float!” Brown blood
floning.  Winte blood flowing, deep inver flowing.

* A slow dancee, musie, ship’s cotton, corn, coffee.
Slow lazv laughter of mggers. Bruee remem-
bered a hine he had onee seen written by a negro.
“Would white poet ever know why my people
walk so softly and laugh at sunrise?™’

So: “silly amencan pamnters’ chasing ‘a Gaugum
shadow to the South Scas!” No! *Across the street
. a migger woman ol {wenty avises at five and
stretches her arms. . . Nigger girl with slendes,
flexible body.—That’s the stuff!  Why go to the
South Scas?  *Flach that up, you silly pamters. . ..
Song-tones . . . m colours.” ‘Hot days. Swect
Mama!’

§ 16. ‘Whal ho! Smclling Strangeness.’

OR let ’s return to ‘that Gaugum ’—he 15, after all,
the goods—though he did go to the South Scas,
' Cf quotation fiom D M. Lawrence, p 1714
211



PALEFACE

whercas for half the money he could have stopped
right here in New Orleans, and ‘flashed up’ just as
good & brand of Darkic (if that was all he wanted).—
‘Do you remember the might when that Gauguin
came home to his httle hut and there, in the bed,
was the slender brown girl waitilg for him? Better
read that hovk. ¢ Noa-Noa,” they call 1it. Brown
mysticism in’ the walls of a room. in the hair—of a
Frenchman, in the eyes of a brown girl.  Noa-Noa.
Do you remember the sense of strangeness? French
pamnter kneeling on the floor m the darkness, smcll:
ing the strangeness.  The brown girl smelling the
strangeness. Love? What ho! Smelhing strange-
ness.’

Love, What ho! it isindced: for it smells strange-
ness, which is the essence of romantie love, as of
every other form of romance.  'We here get the full
flavour of the elumsy and rather drab cxoticism of
Mr. Anderson. The ‘brown mysticism’ of Gau-
guin’s dusky nustresses he wishes Lo transport into
the Missisaippi, and ereate a Noa-Noa upon 1ts flood.
And Niggerland shall heneeforth be their Pacitie, for
those mland populations that have never scen the
sea, and cach man bea Gavguin in his own back-yard.

§ 17. The * Poclic’ Indian

TuoERE 15 an 1msportant feature of the teaching of
Mr. Sherwood Anderson with which I am much
sympathy. This he mhents too from Walt What-
man. But 1t 1s flatly contradicted Ly the commun-
1sm of the rest of bis work. 1 refer to hus eloquent
opposition to the influences of industrial life—to the
killing of ife and natural beauty that that entails.
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Part of Dark Laughter 1s devoted to a culogy of
Iife on the great river, Mississippi, and generally of
the lands through which 1t flows.

*A warm rich land of growth—trees gronwing
rank—wecds and corn growing rank. The whole
Middle Americar! Empire—swept by frequent and
dclicious rains, great forests, prairjes on which
carly spring flowers grow like a carpet—Iland of
many rivers running down to the brown slow
strong mother of rvers, land to hive m, make love
m, dance in. Once the Indians danced there,
made feasts there. They threw poems about like
seeds on a wind. Names of rivers, names of
towns. Ohio! Illmois! Keokuk! Clueago!
Illinors! Michigan!’

*New York’ and ‘Boston,” 1t 1s {rue, nught appear
mtenscly romantie to a Blackfoot or a Mohican: and
they may have remarked to cach other, among their
wigwams, sharpening their tomahawks, ‘These
Wiites throw pocms about like seeds in the wind!
Boston! Brownsville! How beautiful!”  Still 1
suppose there 1s some abstract superionity i the
indian names sct beside the anglo-saxon ones. 1
am reminded of Matthew Arnold’s contrasting of
the place-names for which the ‘ereepimg Saxon’ was
responsible, and those names origimating with the
Celts.

‘As the saxon names of places, with the pleas-
ant, wholesome smack of the soill m them—
Weatherficld, Thaxted, Shalford—are to the celtic
names of places, with their penetrating lofty
beauty—Velindra, Tyntagel, Carnarvon—so 1s
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the homely rcalism of german and norse nature to
the fairy-like loveliness of celtie nature.’

So, if Mr. Andcrson happens to be of “celtie’
onigin, he can match Carnarvon with Keokuk, Tyn-
tagel with Chicago, and Velindra‘with Michigan, and
hold his hcac! up once more!

§ 18. The Mississippi and the Manujacturers.

Bruck, the hero of Darl Laughter, having torn

himself free from domestie Iife in Chicago, .
‘spent nearly two months . . . 1 getting down
river to New Orleans. . . . Nearly every man
who lived long m the Mississippr Valley had that
notion tuckhed way 1in him somewhere.  The great
river, lonely and empty now, was, in some quecr
way, like a Jost river. I had come to represent
the lost youth of Middle America perhaps.  Song,
laughter, profamty, the smell of goods, dancing
mggers—Iife everywhere!  Greal gaudy boats on
a river, lumber rafts floating down, voices across
the sident mghts, song, an empire unloading 1its
wealth on the face of the waters of a nver! . . .
In its vouth the Middle West had breathed with
the breathing of a river.

‘The factory men were pretty smart, weren't
they? First thing they did when they got the
chance was to choke off the mver, take the rom-
ance oui of commerce. They may not have in-
tended anything of the sort, romance and com-
merce were Just natural enemies.  They made the
river as dead as a door-nail with therr railroads
and «t has been that way ever since.

214



THE MISSISSIPPI AND THE MANUFACTURERS

‘Big niver, silent now. Creeping slowly down
past mud banks, miscrable hittle towns, the river
as powerful as cver, strange as ever, but silent
now, forgotten, neglected. A few tugs with
strings of barges. No more gaudy boats, pro-
fanity, song, gamblers, e¢xeitement, hife.

*When he was working his way down rniver,
Bruce Dudley had thought thateMark Twain,
when he went back to visit the river after the rail-
roads had choked to death the river hfe, that
Mark might have wnitten an epic then.  He might
have wntten of song killed, of laughter killed, of
men herded mto a new age of speed, of factories,
of swift, fast-running tramns.’

When wc 1n Europe discuss Amieriea, we picture
1t only as this “soulless’ (to use Lawrence’s word 1n
another connection) desolation of the Machine Age.
It typifies to the European the Robot, Machine-hfe,
in excelsis. We forget, or we have no means of
knowing, that the more mtelhigent American sees
thus, ‘sces throughit,” as well as we do; and happene
to hate it with fur more imiensity, sometimes, than
is found with us.

Earher i this essay I have remarked that 1 was
agreeably surprised to find those people T talked to
in New York about that very remarkable eity (which
I was sceing for the first time) expressed nothing
but a veiled or open dishike for its famous colossal-
ness. They looked pamned or bored if I drew their
attention to a particularly beautiful skyscraper. Tt
was hike talking to a farmer about the beauty of the
seencry. And in american books you meet every-
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where the same impaticnee and contempt for all this
commereial display of power, scale and spced. No-
where in the Old World have T cver met such a
thorough aversion for all the things that we regard
as typically american, and which the American of
the popular imagimation is always supposcd to be
boasting about.

§ 19. Passages from ‘ Poor White.

TuaAT Mr. Anderson realizes that in this attitude
towards the staggering material achievements of his
country, he, and the many Americans of his way of
thinking, are rebels agamnst an entire scheme of
things—the whole of our ‘americanized’ civilization,
m facl—is clear from what happens i his book,
Poor White. That 1s the story of a child of Poor
Whites on the Mississippi, who discovers a genius
for ¢ngineering.  His imventions are highly profit-
able to himsclf and those with whom he 1s associ-
ated, and the town where he 15 scttled rapidly turns
from a wvillage into a big factory town. We have a
picture of the struggle betwceen the old order and
the new—between the eraftsman and handiworker,
and the new industrialism.

But eventually ITugh the imnventor hegins tarnimg
against hus own mechanical-toys, and even loses his
power of inventing these. But by this reaction, Mr.
Anderson says, he 1s still in advance of his fellows.
He has becomc conscious; before he bad been un-
conscious (that 15 certainly a step in advance: but
does 1t tally with Mr. Anderson’s teaching else-
where ?),
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‘He had been an unconscious worker, a doer, and
was now becoming something else. The time of
the comparatively simple struggle with definite
things, with ron and stecl, had passed. He
fought . . . tounderstand himself, to relate him-
self with the Iife about him. The poor white, son
of the defeated drcamer of the miver, who had
forced himself m advance of his faows along the
road of mechanical development, was stall in ad-
vance of his fellows of the growing Ohio towns.

*The strugple he was making was the struggle his
fellotes of another seneration would one and all have
lo make. . . .

‘There was unconscious defiance of a whole
civihzation m Hugh’s attitude. . . .’

The herome of the story, Clara, hates her hus-
band’s and father's machinery cven more than
Hugh (as far as we are allowed to follow him) comes
to do. There 1s a scnsational seene mm which a
harness-maker has cut a man’s throat for importing
machime-made harness into the town, and foremg
Inm to sell it.

‘In her nund’ (in Clara’s) “the harness-maker Liad
come to stand for all the men and women n the
world who were 1n secret revolt against the absorp-
tion of the age m machmes and the produets of
machines. He had stood as a protesiing figure
against what her father had become.” A little carlier
Clara’s father, Tom, has turned up, 1 a state of
great excitement, with the first motor car to be seen
in that part of the country. He takes his daughter
and son-m-law for a drive, Clara sitting behind, and

217



PALEFACE

Hugh beside Tom. Here are two passages, recoutit-
ing this event.

‘As the daughter sat in the motor listening to
the shrill voice of the father, who now talked only
of the making of machines and money, that other
man talking softly 1n the moorsiight as the horse
jogged slowly along the dark road scemed very
far away. “All such men scemed very far away.
‘“Everything worth while 1s very far away,” she
thought bitterly. *The machines men are so n-
tent on making have carried them very far from
the old swect things.”

‘The motor flew along the roads and Tom
thought of his old longing to own and drive fast
racing horses.  “I used to be half ecrazy to own
fast horses,” he shouted to his son-in-law. “I1
didn’t do 1t, because owning fast horses meant a
waste of money, but 1t was in my nund all the
tine. 1 wanted to go fast: faster than any one
clse.” In a kind of cestasy he gave the motor
more gas and shot the spced up to fifty nules an
hour. The hot, summer air, funned mto a violent
wind, whistled past his head.  *““Where would the
damned race horses be now,” he called, “ where
would your Maud S. or your J.1.C. be. trying to
catch up with me 1 thas car?”

‘Yellow wheat fields and ficlds of young corn,
tall now and 1 the hight breeze that was blowing
whispermmg m the moonhight, flushed past. . .

‘“You don’t know anything about it, and I
don’t want you should talk, but there are new
things coming to Bidwell,” he udded. “When I

218



PASSAGES FROM POOR WHITE

was in Chicago last month I met & man who has
been making rubber buggy and bicyele tires. 1'm
gomg 1n with um and we 're going to start a plant
for making automobile-tires right 1n Bidwell. The
tire business 1s hound to be one of the greatest
on carth and®they amn't no reason why Bidwell
shouldn’t be the biggest tire center gy er known mm
the world.”  Although the car now ran quictly,
Tom’s voice agam bceame shrill.  “There’ll be
hundreds of thousands of cars hike this tearing
over ~very road i Ameriea,” he deelared.  ““Yes,
sir, they will; andaf I caleulate 1ight Bidwell’ll be
the great tire town of the world.””’

§ 20. The Contradiction between the Communist Emo-
tionality of Mr Anderson and his impulses to
counter the Machine Age.

IT 15 plam from the quotations T have given that
Mr. Anderson 1s (whatever the origin of those im-
pulses may be with him) msurgent or reactionary
where the great mailed fist of Big Busmess is con-
cerned---rebelhous to all that giant orthodoxy of
mercantile collectrvism which 1s pulvernzing the hife
of the centrmperury world, i herding people m
cnormous mechamzed masscs.  Any independent
mtelligenee, stunding aside from the two great hos-
tile seets of Capitalism and Communieni, must de-
plorce 1n the Jatter, side by side with its doctrime of
deliverance, the fact that its Promused Land looks
toc, m the distance, so hke the film Metropolis.

Mr. Anderson po doubt would be incapable of
seizing the fundamental haison of many of his

219



PALEFACE

favourite ideas with the materialist aspeet of the
communist doetrine  Where he hestows upon (lara,
i Poor White, a lesbian chum, and makes her re

spond to her Iife experience a la gargorne; or, again,
where he advertises in Darl, Laughter a passion, as
a child of six, for his mother (so eonforming to the
mceest motif of Freud), he 15 far from reahzing, 1
should say, where these 1deologie borrowings would
lead him, had he the cuniosity 1o track them back
1o theiwr true sources. All this is hadden from Mr.
Anderson: bul that 1s not for a moment to say that,
had he the energy or intelligence to track the prin-
cipal and most picturcsque notions by which he has
been influenced back where they most truly belong,
he would not be even better pleased with himself
than now he 1s.  Nor do I «ay that, swiftly navigat-
mg the broad stream of influences (to which he, 1n
common with cverybody else to-dav, has been sub-
jected) up toits fountam head, and finding himself
at last min the company of carly Generals of the
Society of Jesus, or Grand Inquisitors, closeted with
the chiefs of the Templars or passing mto the shadow
of the Star Chamber, or finding hiself at length
face Lo face with the learued priestly rulers of East-
ern theocracies, such for mstance as the priests of
Saws. who 1old Solon that the Grechs were only
ignorant children, he would not be i better intel-
leetual company than ever he has been in the Middle
West.  What of course I really mean 1s that he, him-
self, would certamly be worse off with those master
minds. But hiy interests are ours, up to a pomt,
and 1t s perhaps as well not to allow Palefaces like
Mr. Anderson to make too many mistakes and to
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arrive at the Melting-pot practically Black. Muddle
and blindness is bad, encountered m the spokesmen
of our race: for if such men as Shaw, Russell, Law-
rence and so on, here m England and Anderson
amongst the best-known dozen 1m America are not
our spiritual spokesmen, then who are? Not Sen-
ator Borah or Mr. Churchill, T suppose: nor Dean
Inge nor Rabbi Wise.  Once the deep foud of 1ignor-
auce and masunderstanding were dispelled, 1t would
be found that many pcople with even more enthu-
siasm would stick to their present behefs.  Others,
however, would abandon them. We should all
know where we were, then, the 1ssues would be stark
and plam, and the argument would move more
rapidly to 1ts conclusion—smoothly. more satisfac-
tonly. to the best of all possible Melting-pots.

So I think that the emotional insurgence of M.
Anderson agamnst the conditions of Big Business is
flatly contradicted by his commumsm. I will repeat
the quotabon where he 15 exclaiming about the
pecubiar solidanty of the negro workers.

‘The bodies of all the men running up and down
the landing-stage were one body.  One could not
be distingumished from another. They were lost
in each other. Could the bodies of people be so
lost 1n each other?’

The answer of course to that Jast question (the
exclamations of Mr. Anderson have usually the form
of questions) 1s ‘ Yes, they can. It is quite easy for
White Men, as well as Negroes, to become Mass men,
“not to be distingwished from onc another.” In-
tensive Industrialism 1s able to achieve that for vou
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whoever the bosses.” But Intensive Industmalism
is what Mr. Anderson never ccases to fulminate
agamst. And his rcasons for hating 1t appear to be
precisely that it does merge people i the way that
he exultantly describes the Negro workers as being
merged, 1n one featurcless anonymous black organ-
ism, like a ggantic centiprde. So in the same
breath he 15 gioomy and joyful over the same phe-
nomecnon! The black skin appears to have the
power of disgusing the reabty from him. A sub-
sidiary confusion 1s caused, 1n this mstance, by the
fact that the mechameal Negroes are given as a
characteristic feature of the free natural hife of the
Mississippt before the arrival of Industrialism, which
put an end to the mechameal trotting Negroes—
‘running up and down the landing-stage . . . lost
i cach other.’

§ 21. White *Senlemenlality’

AT the beginnimg of Section I, 1 have quoted
Mr. D. H. Lawrence, where he says, ‘It 1s almost
mmpossible for the white people to approach the
Indian without cither sentimentality or dishke.’

And I remarked that Mr. Lawrence showed him-
self to be a good White Man 1n that respect: for
there 1s a great deal of ‘sentimeutality’ about the
Hop: 1n the bnoks of Mr. Lawrence.

Where the american Negro 15 concerned 1t 1s the
same thing with Mr. Sherwood Anderson, although
it 15 a different sort of ‘sentimentality.” In any
hook of his you pick up you will find, wherever
Negroes oceur, that they are used to score off the
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White; or arc compated. with considerable senti-
ment,” very favourably with the White ‘Over-
Jord.

This invariable attitude on the part of Mr. Ander-
son is partly the cffect of fashionable primitivist
doctrine: and it § partly the revolutionary, ‘radical,’
lmpulso at work. The Negro s ‘kept In his place,’

‘looked down on,” 15 used as a mr(lmg. and
laught «d at, by the arrogant Lord of Creation, the
White Man. Mr. Anderson has learnt lus hittle
‘radical’ lesson.  So, wherever the Negro occurs,
and he occurs fairly often m his books, he 1s made to
take the White down a peg or two. What blhissful
ignorance of really dark recahties 15 displayed by
these old-fashioned habits —old-fashioned because
they came mto eastence amongst and were proper
to conditions that have passed! There arc many
duskier things than the big black honest open face
of the puor Negro.

§ 22. ‘1 wish I was a Nigge:”

T wirl gmive a few (urther illustrations of roman-
cng abont Negroes. Take, for example, the first
story, ‘I Want to Know Why,” in The T'roumph of the
bag,  Itas a story of the passion for horse-racing—
it 18, as 1t happens, a very, very emotional, cven, n-
deed, a blubbering story. It 1s, in fine, the trrumph
of the Egg—in the overtaxed soul of Mr. Anderson.
Negroes are ‘flashed up® here and there.
‘Often when I think aboutit . . . Iwish 1 was
amgger. It’sa foolish thing tosay . . . Ican't
help it.’
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Three other boys and himself run away from
home and go to the races.

‘We got into Saratoga as I said at night and
went to the track. Bildad (a Negro) fed us up.
He showed us a place to sleep m hay over a shed
and promised to keep still.  Niggers are all nght
about things like that. 'They won’t squeal on
you. Of{cn a white man you mught mcet, when
you had run away from home hke that, might
appear to be all right and give you a quarter or
half dollar or something, and then go right and
give you away. White men will do that, but not
anigger. You can trust them. They are squarc
with kids. I don’t know why.’

I have said 1n my ntroduction that I am propos-
g to you an cntirely new system of fechng and
thought, a new way of looking at the world in which,
since the War, we have been called upon to ive. ‘1
Want 1o Know Why’ 15 a good thing to exercise
your teeth on if you arc giving this system a tnal.

But let us put under the mieroscope the two
passages just quoted, to start with: afterwards the
rest of the story can be associated with our results,
derived from the scrutimy of that particular portion.

Mr. Andcrson of course is writing {o start with in
the breathless, unpunctuated jargon of childhood:
for he 1s a httle sumple child once more, running
away from home. (Often in The T'riumph of the
Egg he takcs many leaves out of the boek of ‘Trudy’
Stein, it 15 worth noting, for it 1s, as I have said, the
Triumph of the Egg right cnough.) So when he
says ‘I wish I was a nigger,” we should not be justi-
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fied in paying much attention to that, if it were not
that clsewhere, when no longer the irresponsible
truant child, he displays just the samc prochvitics
where Negroces are concerned.  Ie s always, m one
form or another, ‘wishing he was a migger.”  Sot is
‘a toolish thing bo say.” It 1s a foolish thing, all
night, and Mr. Anderson, 1n onc way or another, 1s
always saying it. )

§ 28. ‘The Kud!’

IN the sceond passage 1 have quoted, Bildad, the
kind dusky Unele Tom, with the Dickens tear m the
corner of his pathetie rolling benevolent black eye,
gives Lhe little runaways lots to cat; and then he
bustles off and finds the dear hittle chaps (i the true
Dickens manner) a cosv hittle lnding place.

*Ab, the good kmud Nigger! Would that those
hasd unsympathctic White Men were as good to
¢ kids™ as that!  Give me a Nigger every time—if
you’re a little mnoccnt kid (as I am for the moment,
m misty-cyed memory) breaking the hard, crucl,
White law, which foilads you lo run away from
honic, and which mposes 1ts disgusting White desce-
pline upon you. Ah, if the White Mommer and Pop
only could understand! As the Nigger understands!
The Child 15 a thing that requires understanding!
He 15 a wild, rousscauesque thing, a fragment of
wild Nature. e hates discipline! He wants to run
wild! The Nigger s nearer to Nature: he under-
stands the Chuld. Up, the Nigger! Down, the While
Mamma! And especirally, Down the White Papa !’

That 1s thc andersomanidea. The Nigger and the

»
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Children are kindred souls—both are giggling, emo-
tional—laughing and crymg—Children of Nature.
¢ you know how a nigger can giggle and laugh
and say things that make you laugh. A white man
can’t do 1t. . . ." (Triumph of the Egg, p. 10).
Only the adult Whate 15 no sportyis against Nature!
Tt 15 he that has invented discipline! It is the White
that spoils“everytlung! So, down with discipline!
Down with the White! Lct Children and Niggers,
molst-eyed and hand m hand, run wild and free!
That 15 the andersoman message: and when we
have wiped our cyes and put our handkerchiefs away
(stall snuiffling a hitle, and still red around the eyes)
—if we ever do that at all, of course!—let us open
our little peepers and see what has been happening
tous all. We’ve been having such a hell of a good
time, such a lovely luscious ery, and so much luxuri-
ous sob-stuff has been our bath for so long (not only
as readers of Anderson, but as readers of so many
books), that to be a little inflexible, and on the cold
side, will be a change, at least. Supposc we begin
to do what—in such a radiant, free and highly emo-
tional world—we should never never do at all: I
mean, fall mto that beastly condition, so abhorient
to all cmancipated, frecedom-loving Cluldren of
Naturc, to all Behavioutists, to all Beigsonians, Gos-
taltites and Emergent Evolutionists—that condi-
t1on we call (as 1t were in mockery of our ‘reflexes’)
‘reflection.” IIow would that new state of nmund
affect our view of the above passages i ¢ I Waut to
Know Why,” imndeed of the whole of that piece?
First, we should undoubtedly say to ourselves
that it was a httle late in the day to mdulge in Uncle
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Tom’s Cabin emotions. Things have changed too
much throughout the world for the ‘conquering’
White Man to allow himself, without appcaring
ridiculous, those sentimental supcrionties. It 1s
even an offence to our Black brothers. On the other
hand, the Wlute Overlord (not being an ‘overlord’
at all of course) can no longer strictly speahing afford
the luxury of remaining a ‘kid.” That 15 no good:
the World 15 no longer his nursery, or happy hunting
ground, so his days of charming Childhood, 1t should
be recogmzed by him, are at an end. There are
many people, of course, who are only too anxious to
encourage him to remain a chuld.  On all sides he 1s
encouraged to remain very, very ‘young’ and harm-
lessly "hoyish,’ not to trouble his hittle head with
thinkig, uot to allow any anxiety to come into
his eternally young and divinely irresponsible life.
‘Just have a good tune: just be a “‘kid”—we’'ll do
the rest, we’ll look after the world!’ his mentors
practically say to him.  *You are «¢ young: much
too young to do anything but enjoy yourself—at our
expense!  Don't stint yourself! The mortgage will
never have Lo be paid!’ Soothed and flattered,
Little Master Paleface simpers and archly contorts
himself, and turns to the toys provided for him—
more mnsidious, ¢crtainly, than bread and circuses—
by lus imdulgent guides, philosophers and friends.
Some of his toys are getting very noisy and danger-
ous. "Why not have another little War with the
next nursery ?’ his mentor suggests. ‘Just one!’
Little Master Palcface frowns, pouts, and blows
out his chest.

If we were acquainted with these backgrounds—
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and I am imagming us 1n order to represent us as
reflecting, posscssed of such knowledge—the senti-
mental blandishments of Mr. Anderson, and his
Uncle Tom up-to-date, would enable us verv quickly
to dispose of all traces of our emotion. We should
not develop a great power of sympathy for the glee-
ful alhance of ‘the Kid® with ‘the Nigger. The
age-war, or more properly the war between the
master and pupil, or between father and son, so ably
fomented 1n Paleface society as a part of the revolu-
tionary programme, would not thull us so very.
much. We should know, for instance, that if the
Nigger helped the msurrectionary *Kid™ against his
fannly, 1t mught concervably be beeause the Nigger,
although not a bad sort, perhaps, nught all the same
be rather glad to cause a little anxiety and discom-
fort to the adult White, who lorded 1t over him
rather brutally.  All Bildads, bearing in nund what
the cireumstances are, must be potential insurgents,
and must have some sympathy with revolt 1n any
form. We should know (if we were acquamted with
the backgrounds specified above) that the order of
the White World was far from perfeet, but that it
was nevertheless a form of order that should not
utterly be allowed to decay before we reached the
Mclting-pot; that disciphine is the e¢nemy of the
‘good time,” certainly, whether 1t 1s discipline mn a
fanuly, army, school, or state: hut that no good
time, even, cver was secured for very long by a
studied negleet of disgusting disciplines.  All these
clementary, universal, homely truths, from which
there 15 no escape for successful ife, and which are
the first conditions of orgamzation or ‘pund,’ as op-
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posed to chaos or ‘sensation,” we are supposing that
we possess as a matter of course.  Then, certaunly,
after a good dickensian ery over the kind loyal Black
Man, shielding and caring for the ruanaway *kid.” Mr.
Andecrson’s cloquent appeals to our hearts and senses
would begin to gwe place to something disagrecable
and mathematical, almost hike the meter of a tas.

There 15, of course, some cxaggeration i this
analysis: but 1t 15 only by over=stressing the sigm-
ficance of such maternal that the true meanmg of all
such wiiting can be laxd barc for the mattentne
reader.  The reader must bhe mduced somchow to
contracl the habit of readimg between the hines.
That 1s really the wav to 1ead such stuff, if you must
read 1t (and masses of people do), the way I have
just becn readmg it for you.,  Evoniaf sometimes vou
are mustahen m your cnthusiastie detcetive actinvaty,
that 1s better than alwavs aceepting blhindly, as pur-
poscless ‘entartammaent,” what so often /s saturated
with some political philosophy or other—even un
known to its author and even (if a good philosophy)
mterprcied, 1t may be, upside down.

What Mi. Anderson wants to know why about 1s,
however, not anythimg to Jdo with Wlite and Black
questions, nor is it part of the *Fathers-and-sons,’
the Kid versus Dad, 1evolutionary situation. 1t 15
the ‘sex-war,” that other fundamental sub-‘war,
that provides the material for the mmam theme of the
story. And the homo-sexual sensibibty is, T ihink,
brought n to remforce this part of the business.

When the runaway ‘kid’ gets home, ‘Mother
jawed and cned, but Pop didn’t say much.” Pop
was perhape a rather coned type of Poor White, or
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perhaps he had no desire to add the burdens of the
Kid—Pop war to those of the sex-war of Man—
Wife. ‘Itold everything we done except one thing.
I did and saw that alone. That’s what I’'m writing
about.’—It 1s about that he ‘wants to know why.’
What happened apparently was that ‘the Kid’
(who was sixtecn) fell ni love with a tramer called
Jerry Tilford. But prior to his infatuation for Mr.
Tilford, he evidently fell head over ears 1n love with
the horse trained by Tilford—‘Sunstreak.’
‘There 1sn’t anything as sweet as that horse.
. . . I was standing looking at that horse and
aching. In <ome way, I can’t tell how, I knew
just how Sunstreak felt inuide . . . he was just a
raging torrent mside. . . . 1 could just mn a way
sce right mmside hhm. He was going to do some
awful running and I knew 1t . . . I knew 1t and
Jerry Tilford lus tramer knew.’

So we arnve at his yearming emotions as regards
the tramer. Anything that imterests im ‘the Kid’
scems to translate mmmediately into the hot, ‘ach-
mg’ terms of sexual love He has a permanent
lump m Ins throat, “the Kid.” *“If my throat hurts
and 1t’s hard for me to swallow,” he tells us, why
then the horse he has these sencations about 1< a
good horse. It 1s the same more or less about
tramers. A good traner, or I suppose a kind Nigger,
affects him 1 the same way. 1t would require the
tearful art of a Charhie Chapln to give us a proper
version of this ‘Kid’; only Charlie would have to
throw 1n a ‘Naney’ touch to get the emotional 1m-
pact required.
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‘I knew it and Jerry Tilford, his trainer, knew.
I looked up and then that man and I looked into
cach other’s eyes. Something happened 1o me.
I guess I loved the man as much as I did the horse
because he knew that T kncw. . . . T ened and
Jerry Tilford hed a shine in his eyes.’

The orgasm continues: but the pomnt of ‘the
Kid's’ story lies in the fact that the orgasm s trans-
ferred from the horse to the tramer. I watched the
race calm. . . .> Yon expect the crisis of the orgasm
to occur, of course, when Sunstreak passes the win-
nmg post. But nothing of the sort happens. All
15 suddenly ‘calm.” That 1s the author’s hittle sur-
prise.

‘A funny thing had bappened to me. 1 was
thinking about Jerry Tilford, the tramner . . . all
through the 1ae¢ I hked him that afternoon
even more than I ever hked my own father. I
almost forgot the horses thinking that way about
him. . . . It was the first time 1 ever folt for a
man hke that.’

So Jerry Thilford 1 his first love.—The race-nicet-
mg ends.—But ‘the Kid's’ passion for Jerry Thiford
does not die down.

‘After the race that mght I cut out from Tom
and ITanley and Henry. T wanted to be by my-
self and T wanted tobe near Jerry Tiltord if T could
work 1t. . . . T wanted to be as near Jerry as I
could. T felt close to him. . . . I was just lone-
some to see Jerry, hike wanting to sce vour own
father at might when you are a young kid.’
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‘The Kid’ wanders about, tracks Jerry to a farm-
house. He dnives up with some other men. The
Kid watches hum enter, ‘aching,” of course. Bat
then come the ‘fantods.’

§ 24. The Fantnds.

‘T ercpt up along a fenee and looked through
a window and saw. It’s what gives me the fan-
tods. I can’t make it out.’

This1s where the great IWhy ? comes . Yor the
farmhousc was a brothel. 1t seems.  And Jerry, his
idol, proceeds to defile himself with women, who
arouse 1n ‘the Kid® the mtensest and most correct
aversion.

‘The women 1 the house were all ugly, mean-
looking women, not niee to look at or be near. . ..

1 saw everything plain. . . . The women had on

loose dresses and sat around m chairs.  The men

came m and sat on the women’s laps.”

And then, of course, Jerry behaves in a way that
makes ‘the Kid’ hate lum. ‘s eyes began to
shine,” and ‘then he went and kissed that woman
and T crept away.’

While watching all this through the window his
emotions are of a Negro demonstrativencss. ‘I
began to hate that man. I wanted to scream and
rush i the room and kill him. 1 never had such a
feelmg before. T was so mad clean through that I
cned.’

Everything end«< 1n tears, sovner or later. Every-
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thing ‘ends in a whimper.” e ereeps away and he
1s 50 upset that he never goes to a racecourse again.

The paroxysms of the over-femmine ‘Kid’ do, no
doubt, represent an important element 1n the White
American nature: the sort of thing that has made
it easy 10 fling 1t%nto jazz, that caused the gigantic
farce of the lymg in state of Valentino, and the rest
of the things that give the European his 1dea of the
american hysteria.  If there were nothig but that,
the noble Red Man, with his legendary calm aloof-
ness, his faultless self-diseiphine and self-rehance, so
that a solitary Brave was as much to be feared as a
troop, would indeed be as superior to the White as
he 15 to the pgging, laughmg aud erying, yapping
and baaing, average Negro.

§ 25. ‘Uncas’ and the Noble Rcdshin.

1 wiLL conclude this serutiny of the material
w hich the political message of Mr. Sharwood Ander-
son 1s imbedded with some quotations from A Stor y-
Leller's Story.

‘Uncas—*'Le Caf Agile” . .. has an 1dea.
Drawing a Iine 1m the snow, he stands some fifty
feet from the lacgest of the trees m the grove and
hurls the hatelet throagh the air. - What a deter-
mired fellow! T am of the paleface race mysddf
and shall alway< depend for my exceution upon
la longue carabine. but Uncas 15 of another breed.”

These passages are from the account of the cluld-
hood of the Story-teller, and thus first chapter of his
autobiography 1s full of the dramatization of the
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early pioneering life that lay just behind his brothers
and himself. This sensitive incubation period is full
of Indian-worship, and a long preoccupation with
the primitive ideal. ‘Uncas’ 1s lus brother.
‘There is something direet, brutal and fine in
the nature of Uncas. It 1s not yuite an accident
that in our games he is always the Indian while I
am the despised White, the Paleface. It is per-
mitted me to heal my misfortune a little by being
not a storekeeper or a fur-trader, but that man
nearest the Indian’s nature of all the Palefaces
who ever lived on our contmnent, *‘La Longue
Carabme”; but I cannot be an Indian and least
of all an Indian of the tribe of the Delawares. 1
amnol persistent, patient and determined enough.
As for Uneas, one may coax and wheedle him
along any road, and I am always clinging to that
shght sense of leadership that my additional fif-
tecn months of living gives me, by coaxmg and
wheedling, but one may not drive Uncas.  To at-
tempt driving him 1s but to arouse a stubbornness
and obstmacy that 15 hnutless. Having told a
he to mother or father, he will stick to the he to
the death, while I--well, perhaps there 15 1n me
something of the dog-hke, the squaw-man, the
Paleface. . . ." (A Stury-leller’s Story, p. 19).

Here you get the contrast that 1s much older and
more fundamental than the Negro question—for
the American has always had more contempt than
anything else for the ‘Nigger’—or than the sort of
problems raised by Mr. D. H. Lawrence in lus Morn-
wngs in Mexico. It is the memory of the values that
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were suddenly confronted when the first WWhite christian
colonists found themselves face to face with the pagan
Redskin. The White defeated the Redskin, and
even rapidly extermunated him.  But 1t was with a
bad conscience.  He knew that he had been able to
do 1t only heeausehe possessed lns *longue carabine.’
The noble vigour, unbreakable resolution, high code
of honour, of these physically splendid roces, picked
off, thmned outl and finally destroved by his silly
Iittle pop-gun, and in the last stages by his fire-water,
left an ineffaceable impression upon the nund of the
White scttler, which can be best defined, perhaps,
as a sense of having stolen a march upon Nature, or
having simned against Nature, as the puridan con-
science would probahly think of it.

§ 26. Muchines versus Men.

THESE red ‘savages,’ the Whites always have felt,
were noble ‘savages’ (and so they have always ecle-
brated them), and not an ignoble, slothful, shamb-
ling, jazzing, laughing-and-crymg, sort of big black
baby, with «lly, rolling cyes, and big characterless
Iips, as the average ‘Nigger’ 1s apt too much to be.
To mention the ‘Nigger’ m the same brcath as the
Redskin would be absurd.  They were of different
clay. And the proud and splendid races possessing
these difficultly-acquired quahties, who mhahited
the northern american continent when they arrved,
and who contemptuously called them ‘ Palefaces,’
‘squaw-men,’ and so forth—these races had been
wiped out not by them, but by eivihization— by euro-
pean science and 1its deadly weapons. These
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machines had killed those men. Was it night that
these machines should kill those people—-and such
splendid people, too?

This was the first lesson of the White 1n the great
1ssue that later on was to oceupyv such a central posi-
tion n his life——namelv, of Man vévsus the Machine.
The Redskin provided the first illustration. Inthat
first picture the White was on the side of the Machine.
With his machinery he drove back and then de-
stroyed the Redskm. Later, all human enemies
apparently disposed of, the struggle began between
the all-conquering Machine and himself It looked
as though his fate ight be the same as that of the
Redskin. To-day that 15 the problem more than
ever. But it 1s never stated very clearly, because
all the orgamzation of publicity 15 in the hands of
the owncers of the Machines. Here and there such
writers as Anderson however give expression to it.

§ 27. Henry Ford and the * Poor White!

I nave given above a fair account, I believe, of
what must be at the bottom of the anglo-saxon
mind of America, though of course that would not
at all apply to the mund of a recent german or rms-
sian mmmugrant. It s strange that Henry Ford,
who 15, I daresay, the greatest Inving Amamcan,
should stand for all that 1s most mechanical m the
world and at the same time should have almost
identicaily the pomt of view of Mr. Sherwood Ander-
son as regards the modern city-hife of the Machine
Age, and attempt to revive, side by side with, and
away from, his vast commercial plants, the atmos-
pherc of the early colomist days in America.
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Where Ford is discussing, in one of his pronounce-
ments, the criticisms brought against him for ‘me-
chanizing human beings’ 1 his factories, he says,
with aduurable candour, that he humself could not
lead the lIife of one of hus herd of workmen.  But he
points out that the humamtarian 1s wasting his sym-
pathy who wrings his hands over the condition of
thcse men; for that—Ford says—is the sort of hife
that brings the greatest happiness to the greatest
number. Most men wish {o be machmes. Thev
want tn feed and sleep—and mechanical work 15 a
sort of sleecp—and be told what to do, nothing more.
Food, just enough excreise for health, rest and sleep,
a constant supply of new toys, and, above all, no
responsibilitv—that 1s the idea.

But Ford 15 trulv humane and public-spirited, m
the traditional curopean sense, and 1if others would
agree to follow sul, he would empty his factones to-
morrow, I expeet, break up hus plant, and return to
the ‘simple hfe’ with great <atifaction. That 1s
wheie he diffcrs from most of lus fellow -magnates.
He s a superman of the Machime Age, bul he 1s still,
paradoxically, a ‘crewture of spirit.”  He 15 not hum-
self a machine.
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CONCLUSION

§ 1. The Whue Machine and 1ts Complexes.

T was originally my intention, as an excursus 10
Ithls preliminary essay, to provide a carefully

sifted hist of the great group of ‘complexes’
carried about by the average White Man to-day. (I
usce the word ‘complexes® as that will convey to the
general reader what 1s meant, and 1t also particu-
larly recommends 1tself, since 1t 1s precisely Freud
and his assistants, who, along with the 1diotic word,
have supplied the idiotic thing—have helped m
short to build up the full Idiot, as he 1« emerging
today.)

11 would be necessary, of course, to overhaul this
list every six months, as new material arrnives by
every post.  But the mam hines could now be defi-
mtely estabhished.

I should have grouped these complexes under
ther specific headings. There would he, for m-
stance, the “husband’ complex (virthty-motif); age
complex (A. young, B. old, vanety); sex complex
(shamanistie varety, sentimental frothing capitula-
tion, ete.—the bastard-american negritic hystera of
*T Want to Know Why ’) ; infantilism (the desire Lo
remain in sheltered tutelage, refusal of responsi-
bility), and so on. With cach I sheuld have pro-
vided a complete definition, and a set of concrete
Hlustrations, of the fool-proof sort. But as this
would have greatly extended the Jength of my essay,
it was necessary toabandon that part of the evidence.
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As the White spirit shrinks, oppressed under its
burden of war, business insecurity, blood-tax, do-
mestic mterference, domestic disumon, constant
threat of revolutionary cataclysm, anti-cataclysm,
and so forth, its very position of world-mastery,
racial advantage and prestige, 15 inchined to become
a mockery and burden to 1t. KEverywhere to-day
the White Eurupean (both as a European and also
among the great White colonies and nations) 1s pro-
foundly uncasy, and looks apprchensively behind
him at all moments, conscious of a watchful presence
at his back, or somewhere conccaled 1n his neigh-
bourhood, which he does not understand. Dark
Laughter of the hidden watching negro servants 1s a
typical concrete expression of this uneasiness: evi-
dently, when masters hecome obsessed with their ser-
vants, they are then only masters m name. But
thns threatening somet hing to whose presence I vefer
15, of course, in a different category of terror and
menace from the fairly harmless conerete Negro.
Mecanwhile mside himself (there he never looks,
though 1t 15, of course, there that he should direct
the most objective glance that he can muster), the
ferment of the mtellectualist disease goes on, and
‘complex’ after ‘complex’ 15 introduced, attacks
somce mortal centre of Iife and vitality, and a further
portion of the White civihized soul 15 disintegiated:
a further stagger, hop or shamble 1s given to the
Whitc machine.

§ 2. ‘Inferiority,’ and withdrawal ‘ Back to Nalure.

So, 1n the books that we have heen considering,
where the White Man is confronted by the Black,
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the Red or the Brown, he now feels inside himself a
novel sensation of inferiority. He has, 1n short, an
‘inferiority complex’ where cvery non-White, or
simply alien personality or consciousness, 1s con-
cerned.  Especially 1s 1t 1n lus capacity of cwvilized
(as opposed to primitive, ‘savage,” ‘animal’) that he
has been taught to feel inferior.

The trick of this inferionty could all be laid bare
by any mquiring person who took the trouble to ex-
amine, not Lthe purely curative doctrine of Dr. Freud,
but his philosophical, Iiterary, sociological teaching,
and 1ts psychological ramfcations throughout our
soclety. 'There are many factors beside Freud: but
Psvehoanalysis 15 1n 1tself quite adequate.

The trick of the wnferiority complex that we have
been approaching, via creative fiction, 15 to be
sought 1n a certam belief that has been imposed
gradually upon the White Consciousness, during
forty or fifty years, namely, a belief (1t reduces itself
to that) that man cannot ‘progress’ beyond the
savage or the animal: that when he ties to (as the
White Kuropean has done, as the Hellene did), he
becomes 1n the mass ncflective and ridiculous:
therefore, that the sooner he turns about, and re-
traces his steps until he 1s onee more hike the Huns
of Attila, or any communily whuse mam business i
Iife 15 to ‘smite hip and thigh’ some other rival com-
munity—or like the plain unvarnished man-eating
tiger, or the wild boar, the better.

This dircetion of thought, and with the greatest
defimtion this purpose 1s visible, has moulded all
those schools of fiction, or fancy, specimens of which
(from the pages of Mr. Lawrence and Mr. Anderson)
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1 bave given 1 evidenee.  The particular he-man-
1sm of Pound is cut from the same stuff {(cf. The
Goodly Fere of Pound, with the sentimental-nulitant
iterpretation of Christ).

All through the range of hus complexes the con-
temporary White Man can be observed at the same
occupation, consisting everywhere mm a reversal and
a return. For mstance, as an adult he looks back at
the child, and he 15 taught to say m his heart that
the child 1s a ‘better man,’ vo to speak, than he 1.
Therefore he seeks to become as infantile as possible,
and to approximate, as far as may be, to the mfan-
tile condition. By the Bergson school of thought
he has been taugbt to regard infuition (the ‘iturtion
of the Woman,” for example, contrasted with ‘the
mere logic of the Man’) as superior to Intelleet.  So
he looks back towards that femumine chaos, from
which the masculine principlies have differentiated
themsclves, as more perfect.  As the Child 15 more
perfect than, and the conditions of its hfe more
desirable than those of the Man, so the nund of the
Woman is more perfeel than, and the lot of the
Woman—in league with or immersed 1n Nature—
more to be desired than the lot of the Man.  So the
contemporary man has grown to desire to be a
woman, and has taken obvious steps to effect this
transforation (cf. pages on shamamstic cult, Art of
Being Ruled). Then Power or Wealth has been re-
presented as not only evil in itsclf, but not at all to
be desired (cf. the ‘higher type’ of collective man of
communisny, according to René Fulop-Miller). And
so on through all the series of backward-cults, from
prinntivism or naturahsm, to fairyhood.
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§ 8. The Revolutionary Rock-drill and the Lauws of
Time.

As people stand and watch the rock-drill at work
in the street, so they watch the engine of political
destruction at work, asking themselves stupidly
what 1t 15 all about. Why 15 all this going forward
in our nudst 1n this very strange and open manner?
There 15 something here I don’t understand! It 1s
as though the authoritics had sent the ‘revolution-
ary’ dril, under an armed escort, to break up the
public thoroughfare. It’s very odd!—I suppose my
brain 1s not able to grasp these new 1deas! whispers
poor fuddled Mr. Everyman to himsclf, apprchen-
sively. 1ile perhaps looks round gultily, to see 1if
Ius astonishment has been observed.

If one of these puzzled, starmg members of the
great Public consulted Spengler, that eclebrated
philosopher would reply, ‘Well, according to the
time-table of the best ehronological philosophy (a
time-table as absolute as that of solar echpses—I
have reduced 1t all to a very orderly and predictable
scheme mdeed), according to that time-table White
Civilization 1s now virtually at an end.  The various
White Governments, 1calizing this, have directed
various groups of *‘social workers™ (as you sy to
come and break up the White World with that up-
to-date psychological equipment you pereeive them
handling with so much adroitness. Why they use
that rather violent and noisv ““cataclysmie’ rock-
drill is because, if they didn’t do that, 1t would take
a very long time to break up the firmly cemented
White World (lots of moncy and cnergy was spent
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on cementing 1it, you see, and m makmng 1t sohd
and resistent), and then we should all be behind the
Time-table! The various governments, as 1t 15,
are exceedingly concerned at the length of time
it takes to break up any <pecilic bit of civihization.
They had not 1e€ahized how tough their civiliza-
tion was.’

‘But why do the Western governments want to
smash up their own property, papa?’ vou can hear
the puzzled Plain Man (makimg his hittle eyes and
mouth three round O’s) mqune of the portentous
Professor.

‘Because. my hittle man,” Herr Spengler would
reply severely, ‘because they Anow they re behind-
hand. Thev would never do anything that mght
result . mv Time-table bang contradieted or dis-
proved. They will not rish—never fear !'—offending
Time! Not Twme! You understand? When vou
hittic Plain Mensay ' Tiune 1s money,’ that 15 saculege.
Everyhing—not only money—is Tune!’

The Man i the Steeet would be no wiser than he
was before, but he would be considerably mpressed
and frightened. A vast shadow across the shy,
labelled Zedgest. would dinnly emerge for him, the
god of the rock-drnil, a sort of scientific god.  When
next he saw the engmes of upheaval and chaos at
work, he would take good cave to ask no questions!
IIe would hurry on. tiying to look as much as pos-
sible ike Brer Rabbit; or else ike a httle innocent
Child, ‘nundless’ and irresponsible, shightly moron-
esque—as small and a hundred tunes as harmless as
a fly.
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§ L. The ‘Jump’ from Noa-Noa to Class-War.

WuaArT has ‘primitivism’ in art (taking Gauguin as
a model of primitivist thought) got to do with the
orthodox revolutionary doctrine of the Mass man,
you may ask. That ‘jump’1s not a very long or
difficult one, but 1t may be that some readers are not
sufficiently tramed, or have not sufficient political
experience, to make it.  So I will state very briefly
how these things arc connected.

All war 1s compelled to be anti-progressist in the
first placc: 1t has to deny not only the notion of
‘progress,’ but also of humanity 1tself, as a privileged
classification or principle of action. Every Western
government has now accepted all that the new con-
ditions of gas and acrial warfare entail.  No future
belligerent will be able to make usc of a propaganda
campaign about ‘atrocitics,” as was the case n the
last war: 1n advance every form of ‘atrocity’ 1s
taken for granted. That 1s an entirely new situa-
tion m the civihzed european world. It imposcs a
formudable change of attitude upon any civihzed
government taking up arms today. The first thing
on the declaration of war that all the arr-squadrons
of those governments engaged would have to do
would be to go and buwh and murder the <leeping
citizens of the nation on whom war had been de-
clared. The method of murder and posson, only
upon 4 vast scale, which formerly was recogmzed as
the peculiar provmee of Renaissance Italy and actu-
ally the monopoly of the Borgias. 1s imposed upon us
by the developient of our machincry of destruction.

But the marxian doctrine of ‘ class-war’ is after all

244



THE ‘JUMP’ FROM NOA-NOA TO CLASS-WAR

war : and it is impossible for revolutionary method
not to keep pace with 1ts militarist opponent.  So
you get most communists committed to the same
anti-humane tram of thought as the militanst. And
further 1t 15 essential for people cngaged i preparing
for such events to mmstil into the Publie a philosophy
which must be “ruthless,” materialist and mechani-
cal. And <o & philosophy must ensuce that s a
confradiction of commonsense, and 1t will be quite
unlitke anv other popular philosophy that has ever
existed. For here with our rapidly-evolving ma-
chines of destruction at our sides we are i a differ-
ent position to any former men.

The philosophy required will run generally as
follows+ The tiger 15 ‘ruthless’; the Bornco head-
hunter used to hunt a man’s head as we go out with
a butterdy net. those are the true models for you,
Mr. C(itizen! To the *Tiger burning bright’ the
political propagandist pomts enthusiastically : about
that apocalyptic beast there 1s no nonsense, he
1s ‘frankly an awmal,” without any sentimental
squeamishness, he frankly enjoys the salts he finds
i the human blood he taps; as he leaps upon his
human prey, and squashes the entrails out of it, he
‘thinks’ of nothing, he 15 a machine that aefs. That
1s what poor hittle Mr. Citizen must do when the
time comes. And the time 15 not far off, he 15
warned: and so with the class-war and the little
communist.

No room at all 1s left for either (1) the chivalry of
earlier nationahist war. nor for (2) the sort of humani-
tanan socialism of Fourer or Samnt-Simon, or for
that matter for the fabiamsm in which the very
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genial and benevolent Mr. George Bernard Shaw
was nourished.

But people do not believe 1n the alleged motives
for wars any more today, and they are uncertamn as
to the hencfits of revolutions.  Henceforth then all
those forms of orgamzed violence ust be gone into
to some extent agamst hnman reason; they are
heneeforth motiveless, and henee mad.  That 1s
why the fever and delirtum 1s essential, 1 those
masses who are to participate i them.  Orgamzed
mechanized violence must be made to assume the
mscrutable face of a necessily—a necessity of Nature,
not of man—man, mdeed, must be carefully kept
out of the picture.

But these same machmes, which impose this type
of war upon us, and henee also the philosophy that
1s required by 1t, 1 order to make 1t possible, also
take us farther and farther away, 1n our cveryday
life, from ‘savagery,” or priniutive conditions. The
petrol engine and rapidly evolving transport facihi-
ties of all sorts, along with wircless and the cmema,
make nationalism more unreal and unplausible every
day. This 15 another desperate feature of the
matter (from the pomnt of view of the promoter of
violence) that requires a desperate (philosophic)
remedy. The ordered systematie, sensible atmo-
sphere of our everyday hfe agamm renders men recal-
citrant to programmes of prinutive violence. That
15 why violence today has to itroduce itself a la
Borgiu. A propagandist rehgion of violence and
‘action,” that everywhere takes the form of a return
to Nature cult, 1 one form or another, 1s born of
these necessities,
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§ 5. How all Backward Steps hate to be represented
as Forward Steps.

ALy this involves a backward step, then. From
any standpomt at all that you care to adopt, except
that of a mvstical surrender of hife altogether, such
violenee as 1s now mvolved mn war must appear to
the eye of reason as retrograde.

And here 1s the key to the form of a great deal of
contemporary work m every ficld of activity. The
backward step has 1o be represented as a forward step.
‘Progress,’ 1t 1s true as a notion, must be violently
attacked and discredited: but at the same time 1t
would be mmpossible to persuade people to do any-
thing without some sort of idea of ‘progress’ or
betterment.  So, with an 1ll grace, ‘progressist’
nnagery and mducements have got 1o be used.  As
a sister paradox to this, an extreme prinntivisin has
to be preached, vet all the reality of what 1s truly
primitive, chronologically, has to be removed from
the prctures employed as baits and advertisements.

There 15 a very hasty sheteh of political promitie-
ism, as 1t could be ealled. It 15 not difficult to see
how beautifully it agrees with the artistic primdtiv-
tom of Mr. D. H Lawrence—with aztce blood-saeri-
fices, mystical and savage abandonmants of the self,
abstract sex-rage, cte, or Mr. Shcrwood Anderson’s
more muddled and less up-to-date primitivist bag of
tucks. And, in a general way, how useful art is, 1n
a philosophy that must. as its first condition, be
motiveless.

As to the reason for my interest in these tolstoyan
problems of War and Peace, 1t 15 not. of course,
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humanitarian. You need go no further than the
very practical and unsentimental fact, or facts, of
the most vital interests of an artist being ruined by
orgies of violence and ‘action,’ to understand my
attitude, 1if you look for personal motive m 1t. It
takes a long time without mterruption to do any-
thimg worth domng 1 an art or science, and that
(apart from the fact that it 1s a philosophy for brutes
and the most complete *morons,” as they are called,
only) the accursed philosophy we are discussing
dentes us  You could not deseribe such opmions
as ‘sellish,” secing that the interests represented
are 1dentieal with everybody clse’s i this respect,
except those of such as make money or acquire power
by means of wars of all sorts.

§ 6. A Working Defimtion of the *Sentunental.

IN my analysis of the primitivisin of Messrs. Law-
rence and Anderson, especially with regard to their
attitude to the Negro or Indian, I point out how 1n
both cases they were careful to accuse all other
people who had ever approached Blacks or Indians
of being ‘sentimental towards,’ or else full of hatred
for those coloured aliens. 1t seems plain to me that
this was a step, merely, to protect themselves
against an accusation that they realize they have
deserved.

It will be useful, however, to gect some meaning
into the tag ‘sentimental’ before we leave it.

Any idea should be regarded as ‘sentimental’ that is
not taken to its ultimaie conclusion. I propose that
as a working definttion of ‘sentimentahty.’
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What 15 the ‘ultimate conclusion’ of anything?
you could object. But that evocation of the distant
metaphysical imit has nothing to do with a working
defimition: we wish for a defimtion that will take
us, not out of wight, but to the hnuts of our horizon
only. *

Why I regard the spirit of the works of Mr. Ander-
son and of Mr. Lawrenee as sentimental, 15 beeause
it indulges 1n a series of emotions that, if persevered
m by thc Publie they are intended to mfluence,
would caneel themselves. T regard Mr. Anderson
as more sentimental than Mr. Lawrence, because I
do not thik be suspeets what the real 1ssues are at
all; whereas I daresay Mr. Lawrence knows to some
extent, though just as he was n the first instance a
Iittle vague as to where the 1deas he used came from,
Lie probably 1s not over clear as to whither they are
bound, or what their atlihations are.  Alternatively,
if both Mr. Anderson and Mr. Lawrence see these
conclusions with extreme clearness, then they are
dehberately employmg, at least, the machinery of
sentimentality. But 1 think they both use it teo
naturally for it not to be native to tham.

§ 7. Every Age hus been *u Machine Age.

Tar further nvestigation of those questions that
have specifically to do with the maclne, with an
adumbration of what our attitude should be with
regard to the machie, must be left to a later stage
of this essay. In order to give some completeness
to thas first published part 1 will, however, make a
few remarks before Icaving the subject.
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The hideous condition of our world 1s often attri-
buted to ‘dark’ agencies, willing its overthrow. But
there have always been such devils mearnate—it
goes without saying that there are such evil agencies
—‘dark’ mfluences of every sort are certam at all
moments to be at work. That alune would not ac-
count for the unique position of universal danger
and disorganization m which we find ourselves all
round the globe. It s obviously to its mechanical
mstrument, not to the human will aitself, that we
must look.  Without White Science and the terrible
power of s cngies, such evil people as always
ahound would be relatively harmless,

How we mught dispense with the Machine, or,
rather, use it differently, can perhaps be suggested
by a brief consideration of the wechameal, or geo-
metrie, as it appears m art.

Many attempts have becn made to assoeiate art
with the triumph of the Machine Age. The ques-
tion, ‘Are machmes beautiful i themselves?’ has
been asked for many years now.  What people usu-
ally negleet to notice 15 that all the most splendid
plastie and pictorial art 1s 1 a very striet sense geo-
metric. Ecery age has been a Machine Age. At
least you can say that as far as art 1s coneerned, and
as far as the machine is the appheation of geometrnie
principles.

An alaskan totem-pole, a Solomon Island canoe,
a siamese or mdian tample, 15 @ machine. masmuch
as 1L 1<, m 1ts concatenated parts, composed of very
mechanically defimte units, and s built up according
to a ngid geometrie plan.  The bunch of eylinders of
a petrol engine has very much the same structural
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appeal as a totem-pole or the column of a mayan
divimty. Engravings of such machmery have
something even of the @sthetic appeal of thelatter.

So, 1 the ficld of art, there 15 nothing novel m
machmery. All primitn e people have proved them-
selves o sort of esthetie engineers.  So, mn o sense, a
great suspension bridge, or a modern factory buld-
mg—or a turbine engine —is only remtrodueing mto
our life an clement which the most ancient art
supremcely possessed, but which has been absent in
curopean arl, and which existed nowhere 1n curo-
pean life to any great extent, until the industnal age.

Life itself, m all its forms, has always possceesed
tlus, however.  The insect and plant worlds, much
more than the ammal world, have always ecarried
thar strueture ontside, asat were, and thrust it upon
the eve. The msect world could be truly said to be
a Machine World, much more than our age, as yet,
15 a Machme Age.

The 1dea that plastie and graphic art 1s a soft, 1n-
definite, fluffy or vague sort of thing, 1s more than a
victoran prjudice. It 15 almost a european pre -
judice.  Plastie or graphie art 15, m facet, nothing of
the sort: 1t 1s essentially a geometrie tiung, a thing
of structure. But with curopean art the structure,
the geometrie basis of heauty, has always tended to
be covered up, ladden away (and so lost very often),
more than 15 the case with the great wsthctie sys-
tems of the Kast. The hellenic naturalism, the
result of the greek scientific bias, has, as I <ee 1t,
resulted in Europe mn an art which, except n the
case of a few individuals of very great genius, has
been so inferior to the art of China, for instance, that
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1t could almost be said that the European had never
understood the secrets of the pure eye at all. It 1s
for that reason that I have said elsewhere that I
consider this century has 1o 1ts credit more art of
the best kind than all the other eenturies of curo-
pean art put together, except the dge of the Renais-
sance.  This 15, no doubt, partly duc to the jewish
mfluence, partly to the fact that speeimens of the
art of the Kast and of the antiquity of the so-called
Ancient Kast, have beecome available to the Kuro-
pean. (The gothic naturalism, m its severer mo-
ments, produced a very great art: but the general
effect of the gothie buldings, according to the
standard T am advancing, 15 one of a cloudy, not
truly plastic, naturahsm, that makes 1t not a thing
of the eye, but of the ‘musical” soul—in Spengler’s
sense.)

§ 8. What 1s “the West™ ?

THERE 15 a behef, or prejudice, that you cannot
be a good plastic artist and at the same time ‘a good
European.” It would be an nnportant step in the
reform and rejuvenation of our beliefs if we could
overcome such prejudices.  The appreciation of the
formal beauties of mexican pottery, for mstance,
does not 1n any way mnvolve enthusiasm for mexican
gods, though I daresay the Aztecs themselves would
scarcely recogmze Mr. Lawrence's account of their
behefs. You could ‘flash up’ for Mr Sherwood
Anderson the perspiring black back of a Negro with-
out wishing necessarily to share Bildad’s lodging,
marry his sster or daughter, or embrace his behefs
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or habits. You could use the colours and forms of
a half-dozen magnificent bectles without becoming
an inscet; you could use the shape of a grasshopper
in an arabesque without taking to hopping, just as
you could admire the shawl of a Hopr without wish-
g to he a Hop1,y you could make use of the white
expanse of an 1cepack for vour picture without
vearning to live the life of an Esquimau.  These few
Hlustrations will, T hope, be of assistance i bringing
nuat this part of my argument, which 15 a matter of
some 1mportance for what we have heen mainly dis-
cussing.

§ 9. The Inlellect ‘Solidifies.” (The rsuments ad-
vanced here an their relation (o the Thomust
Pusition )

TRERE 15 a sinnlal confusion to the above which,
since 1t has a good deal of bearing on what I every-
where have to sayv.Iwill attempt to dispel in passing,
as well as using 1t to confirm the present phase of
my argument

Extreme concreteness and extreme defimtion is
for me a necessitv. Henee 1 find mvself naturally
aligned today, to some extent, with the philosophers
of the catholic revival. Agamst the mysticism of
the mathematician I find myself with Bishop Berke-
lev (though, of course he 1s claimed by the enemies
of the concrete, strangely enough): Tam on the side
of commonscnse, as agamnst abstraction, as was
Berkeley, and as are today the thomist thinkers
(though the militant nco-thomist would repudiate
any association of their doctrine with that of the
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great irish 1dealist): and my position, masmuch as
1t causes me to opposc on all 1ssues ‘the romantie.”
comes under the heading “classical.’

To show you how this must come ahout T will
quote a passage from a book which I have just
obtamned, L'Intellectualisme de Swint Thomas, by
Pére Pierre Rousselot, S.J.  Hc 1s enumnerating the
charges usually brought agamnst the thonust ‘intel-
lectualism.’

‘On reproche 4 I'imtellectuahisme scolastique
d’exténuer et d’abstraire; on lui reproche aussi de
“sohdifier.”” (‘e nouveau grief, qu pourrait sem-
bler, au premuer abord, s’accorder mal avee le
premier, n’en est, au contraire, qu'une expression
plus adéquate.  Abstrairc, ¢’est mépriser le fluent
et postuler la permanence; e’est done eristalliser
ce qui se répand, econcentrer le diffus, glacer ce qui
coule; c’est sohudifier.

Negleeting here the particular significance given
to the term ‘abstraction’ by Father Rousselot, 1t
will be evident that what 1s laid to the charge of
scholastiersm, 1 this account, could also be levelled
at what T «ax  or rather [, preesely, would claim
the possession of all these characteristies that aie
here catalogued as erimes.  To soludify. 10 make con-
ercte, 1o giee defimtion to—that 1s my profession: to
‘despise the fluid’ (mdpriser le fluent) and ‘to pos-
tulate permanence’ (postuler la permancencee); to
crvstallize that which (otherwise) flows away. to
concentrate the diffuse, to turn to 1ce that which 1s
hquid and mercunal—that certamnly describes my
occupation, and the tendency of all that 1 think.
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That is why I range myself, in some sense, with the
modern scholastic teachers.

This does not, however, at all mean that T share
their hustorical prejudices, any more than it means
that I sharc their dogmas. I do neither, in fact.
‘Classical’ 1s for .ne anything which 15 nobly defined
and exact, as opposed to that which 1s fluid—of the
Flux —without outline, romantically ‘daik,” vague,
‘mystenious,” stormy, uncertamn. The helleme age
has no monopoly of those qualities generally cata-
logued as “classical’; so, according to me, the term
‘classical’ 15 wsed m much too restrieted, historieal,
a sense; in a word, too historically.

§ 10. The Necessily for a New Conceplion of ‘lhe
West, and of the Classical.’

THE opposttion, as it 15 understood here, 15 not
hetween the Roman (ult and Aristotle on the one
hund, and the ‘modernist’ disorder of Nmeteenth
Century  ‘romantie,”  ‘revolutionary,”  european
thought, on the other.  Rather it 1s a universal op
position; aud the seeds of the naturabist mistakes
arc certainly to be found precisely m Greeee: and 1
helieve we should use the Clusseeal Orient (using thas
distinction mn the sense of Guénon) to reseue us at
length {from that far-reaclung tradition.

These are statements of prineiple only, and T am
not able here 10 make them more than that. Bare
as they are for the present, 1 hope they will have
served to foreshadow the conclusions to which the
whole foregoing analyses of my essay have been -
tended to lead.  ‘Europcan’ does not mean for me
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a fixed histoneal thing, for it 1s so hittle Lhat, in any
case. If you tried to make of gaelic chivalry and
italian science, german music and norse practical
enterprise, onc thing, that would be a strange
monster. Which 1s demonstrated by Mr. Massis in
his Défense de ' Occident, where h~ ‘West’ 15 con-
fined to the latin «<o1l.  Thas 1s an evasion only of the
problem. It 1s just against that scparatism as be-
tween the different segments of the West that we
have most to contend. We should have—should
we not ?—our local Melting-pot.

It 15 @ new West, as 1t were, that we have to en-
visage: onc that. we may hope, has lecarnt some-
thing from its recent gigantic reverses. For 1t is
only by a fresh effort that the Western World can
save itsclf: it can only beeome ‘the West” at all, in
fact, in that wav, by an act of further creation.

There are a great many common traditions and
menuories and a considerable consangumty: that 1s
the ‘material,’ at least, for one ‘West." A« it 15, not
only such people as Spengler, but also (but with
better motives, and perhaps imevitably) the cathohie
thinkers and the best of the ‘patriots,” msist on re-
garding the problem historically, 1in terms of a rynd
arrest.  ‘The West ™ 1s for almost all of those a fin-
ished thing, either over whore decay they gloat, or
whose corpse they trantically ‘defend.” Tt never
seems to ocecur to thein that the exceedingly novel
conditions of life today demand an entirely new
conception: 1 that respect they are firmly on the
side of those people who would thrust us back mto
the medieval chaos and barbarty; at whose hyp-
notic ‘historical’ suggestion we would fight all the
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old european wars over again, hike a gigantic cast of
Movwie supers, and so till the pockets of these political
1mpresarios. .

§11. How the Bl(y-k and the White might live and let
live.

Since I have been discouraging, to the best of my
abibty, those tendencies (found on all hands) of
White capitulation and sclf-eriticism, 1 the pre-
sence of the ‘rismg tide of Colour,” and especially
tendeneies to mvite the White Man to learn and to
adopt the prunitive communism (real or imagiary),
nihilistic mysticism, and so on, of the pruntive Ind-
1an or the Black, 1t s necessary 1o return to what, 1
have said in the * Moral Situation,” and 1o insist once
more upon the fuct that 1t 1s not the Meltmg-pot 1
ohject to, but the depreaation and damage done to
one of the mgredients. 1 should not welcome a
race-war, or a holy war, either of an ceelesea militans
or any other type, as a substitute tor all the other
obviously less real or fundamental class-wars that
have been arranged for us. That 15 not my idei.
Nothing will certainly ey er eonvimee me that a Whate
Man 1s not morce decply scparated from a Negro
(race-scparation) than a Poor White 15 scparated
from 2 Rich White, or a White Fish-porter from a
White Miner (class-scparation). But I have used a
quotation frora the Fision of Judgmeid, by Lord
Byron, earlier 1n this essay to illustrate my attitude :

‘His Darkness and his Brightness
Exchanged a greeting of extreme polhiteness.’

1 behieve that we cannot, in fact, be polite enough to
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all those other kinds of men with whom we are calied
upon to pass our time upon the face of this globe.
We should grow more and more pohite: but, if pos-
sible, sce less and less of such other kinds of men
between whom and ourselves there 1s no practical
reason for physical merging, nor for spiritual merg-
g, or even very many reasons agamst both—for
there are such people, too. But why war? If the
White World had kept mnore Lo itself and interfered
less with other people, 1t would have remained pohti-
cally intact, and no one would have molested it : the
Negro would still be squatting outside a mud-hut on
the banks of the Niger: the Delaware would still be
chasing the buffalo. We could have been another
Chma. Such aloofness today, as things have turned
out, 15 an 1deal merely, though to me 1t 15 not an
ideal. I merely put the matter in that hight beeause
for the average unenhghtened Paleface that would
seem much better—he would like to be a powerful
boss rather than a cosmopolitan wage-slave 1n the
Melting-pot, and his ideas do not soar above some
regional dream. It is always from an exaggeration,
however, on one side or the other, that the actual
comes 1nto existence. Everything real that has
ever happeued has come out of a dream, or a Utopia.
We are the Utopis of the amaeha. Many of our
hves would seem heaven 1o the apes.

Are Lhe assumptions at the basis of this discussion
as conducted by mc entirely false or merely alarm-
1st? Very many other people, better qualified, in
important ways, than I am. to judge, sharc my
views. Let me quote one or two.
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‘Several years ago I wrote an essay on “‘The
White Man and hss Rivals,” m which 1 pointed
out the menace to the domunation of the European,
races from the awakening ambitions of Ava. Till
about the beginning of the present century it was
taken for grant®d by almost evervbody that the
permanent supremac)y of the Whites was assured.
. « « We had forgotten . . . how entuely that
prepondeiance has becn due to superiority
weapons and mduscrial mventions . . . how for-
midable the Brown and Yellow 1aces are by thewr
mtelhigence, their vast numbers, and their untir-
mg mdustry.

‘Much has happened sinee then to confirm my
forecast, and now we have an important and very
disquicting book by Mr. Upton Close, an Amert-
can (The Revoli of Aswa). . . .

¢ IIc has formed the convicetion that the suiedal
war of 1914-1918 ushered 1n “* the end of the Whate
Man’s world.” . . . Russia as an asiatic nation
entirely alters the balance of power between the
two contments. . . . Russia has not ceased to be
“impenialist” and aggressive under Communism.’

This 15 from an article by Dean lnge (Evening
» f o

Standard, May 1ith, 1927). 1In the Criterion (Au-

gust, 1927) Mr. T. S. Elot, referring approvingly to

a “meditation on the decay of European civilization

by Paul Valéry,” writes: ‘the Russian Revolution

has made mean consc'ous of the position of Western

Europe as (in Valéry’s words) a small and 1solated
cape on the western side of the Asiatic Continent.’
While I wa« writing the rough draft of this essay on
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the Atlantic the following news 1tem appeared in the
Da:ily Mail, Atlantic Edition, August 15th, 1927 :—

‘SERIOUS BOLIVIAN REVOLT
‘THOUSANDS OF REm:.ns AnMoK

‘LA Pasz Bovrivia, Sunday.

‘Five thousand Indians, under Communist 1n-
fluence, have destroyed the railway at Potost and
Sucre, and mvaded the surrounding distriets.
They are murdering any who offer resistance.

*The Bolivian Federal Army are fighting the
savages, and heavy casualties are reported on both
sides.

“The revolt has assumed scrious proportions
and the Federal Army cavalry captured several
chiefs and executed them, together with 100 of
their followers.—Cenfral News.’

‘Warres sriNG Kinuen
‘(LFrom Our Own Correspondent)

‘ BurNos AIREs, Sunday

‘Reports from La Paz, the Bohivian capital, de-
clare that the Indian rising, under native and
forcign Comnnuust leaders, 15 most serious. Two
hundred thousand well-utmed nisurgents arc now
holding the railway hne.

‘Whites are being killed and houses burned.
They appeal to the Government, which adnuts
the situation 1s grave.’

The sequel to this was reported (September 8th)
in the New York Herald.
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‘BOLIVIAN CHARGES
‘RED INTERVENTION
‘(Special to the **Herald™)

o ‘La Paz, Borivis, Wednesday.

*An alleged proof of Commmunistic activities
South Americu, directed and financed by the Third
Internationst of Moscow, was presented in Parlia-
ment today by the Bolivian Foreign Mimster,
who read letters signed by Bukharin and Zalkind,
promiment Russian leaders of international Com-
mumsm. The exposure was followed by a vote of
confidence m the Government.

‘The documents meluded mstruetions to ** Com-
rade Martinez, member of the Latim-American
section of the Commumest International,” to pro-
cecd to Paris to obtam funds.  After this he was
to return to Bolivia, upen a business house to con-
ceal revolutionary work, and foment Commumst
revolt among the workers.

‘One lctter was addressed to ' Comrade Das-
tion, Paris.” It imtroduced Martinez and -
structed Dastion to give 1,000,000 francs to the
Bohvian agitator out of the propaganda fund.’

I have quoted this to show how the regretiable
impenalist and also humanitarian zeal of the Soviet
probably 1s responsible for trouble, often, where
Whites and the Coloured peoples are found together,
as 1 South America or South Africa.

The ‘open conspiracy,’” as Mr. II. G. Wells de-
scribes it 10 Clissold, rambles and drags itself for-
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ward, spitting fire and brimstone, only very imper-
feetly subterrancan: it 15 a pity that we should have
to admut that the Communist is responsible for these
Coloured aggressions, and that 1t should after all be
a Paleface (a russian agitator) who requires our
White attention. In any case we know that the
Indian, hike the Negro, 15 pulitically apathetic and
would do bittle hunself.  But no wars are neeessary
to deal with this: only a strong movement of m-
structed opimion The Indian, hike the Chinese, 15
friendly and pacifie.  Kven his black laughter 1« im-
ported. The White teaches him that too.  Really
our White moral zeal 1s regrettable! forats immedr-
ate result can only be, when exerersed so clumsily, to
provide our bosses with labour cheaper than ours,
rather ke the femmist revolution. It seems to be
plaving into the White bosses’ hands.

§ 12. The part Race has always played in € Tass.'

I winL quote here, without further comment, a
passage from the Al of Being Ruled. Tt will, 1
think, be of assistance where those questions of race
that we haye been discussing are concerned.  Especi-
ally it wall throw into rehef the great part that ract
must play m class.,

‘It may be a< well to go for a moment into the
relation between elass and race in the formation of
the former.  The classes that have been parasitie
on other elasses have always m the past been
races.  The class-privilege has been a race-privi-
lege. Every white man has vntil recently been in
full possession of a race-privilege where other
races of other colours were concerned, which con-
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stituted the whitc man as a class. The privilege
was never developed to the extent that the ach-
aian race-pnivilege of the atheman eitizen, for
example, was.  But m a general wav 1t formed
part of the consciousness of the white man.
Cleanliness wys next to godliness, and whiteness
was the indispensable condition of cleanhiness.
So to be a chosen people was to be a white people.

*This class element m race expressed atself n
the apphication of the term “lady,” for instance,
to the most modest eritizens of the anglo-saxon
ruce. The lady m char-lady 1s a rce courtesy-
title. It s aclass-title that it was possible for hex
to exact on the score of race.  This rudimentary
fact very few poor whites hav e understood.  They
have been inelimed to take these small but pre-
aous advantages for granted, as mdicative of a
1eal superiority, not one resulting, as m fact it did,

® from the sucecss of the orgamzed society to which
they belonged. They have confused class with
race—somewhat to ther undomg as far as the
mmediate present 1s coneerned.

‘“Today race and colour are as distinetive feat-
ures as ever  and 1t 1s unhikely in the futurc that
race will cease (o play 1ts part m the formation of
class.’

Sinec writing tlhis T have visited America and have
somewhat modified my views in consc quence.

§ 13. Black Laughier in Russwa.

In these last two sub-scetions of my Conclusion 1
will return to the subject that occupied guch a con-
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siderable space in my criticism of Anderson and
Lawrence. The clumsy adulteries of the dull Whites
haunted by the black laughter of their Negro servants
was the contrmbution of Anderson. Much more
thorough and fundamental, Mr. D. H. Lawrence
showed us all creatures whatever,,1n a position of
servitude or defeat, ‘taking 1t out’ of their oppres-
SUTS, SUCCeSSOTS, or masters, by malevolent laughter
and mockery of somc sort. Thus the parrots ‘take
it out of’ the httle dog, (‘orasmin, or out of his
masters (Rosalino or Mr. Lawrence), with their per-
petual nmtations. The ‘high-pitched negro laugh-
ter,” and the shrill voices of the parrots, come out of
the same situation.

All these arc examples of revenge, in the form of
mirth, directed agamnst creatures who are evidently
‘bourgeors’ and recognized as Top-dogs. But Mr.
Fulop-Miller has his story of Black Laughter of
another sort. The Black Laugher no sooner hbs
overthrown the overlord or master and stepped mto
his shoes, than up goes the Black Laughier against
himi.  He is now the ‘boss.” That is, at all events,
the story. Here it 1s.

‘For the new ruler of Russia, Lhe Mass man,
who came to bring freedom to the earth, in a very
short time learned how to use the resources and
tricks of tyranny bctter than the cruellest tsars.
. . . No one ventured on any protest. any resist-
ance, however shght; there was not a single open
word of censure. . . .

‘But all at once 1t became evident that the
subtly constricted apparatus of ‘‘mechanized
obedienge™ was not entirely rehable. . . . Somse-
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thing disconcerting happened, due to natural
forces without any intervention on the part of the
subjects: that unpleasant thing the '‘soul” which
n spite of all mcchanization had never been com-
pletely cradicated, and was sleeping a sleep that
looked like deagh, suddenly woke up i a sile that
lurked on the hips of someonce somewhere  With
this first smule at the failure of the loudly trump-
eted experiments of Bolshevism began the real,
the dangerous, counter-revolution, for it worked
m secret and gradually atiamned a <simister power.
At firs. one person smiled, then others i mereus-
mg numbers.  Soon the smlers united in a mys-
tical organization and then murth at last expanded
into uncontroilable elemental laughter. This first
revolt agamnst Bolshevik oppression was the re-
bellion of the despairing ; ever more frequently the
hidden wrath became wrony, ever louder swelled
ah urcanny narth, which threatened to shake the
very foundations of the whole structure of State
authority

‘. . . m the provinces, among the peasants,
laughter went i a triumphal march through the
village streets, captured the market-places, and
began topress steadily forward towards the offieial
headquarters. . . .

‘. . the dreaded masters of the Red Kremlin
themselves trembled at this rising of laughers and
jokers. In order to prevent an elemental out-
burst of all-dissolving umversal nurth and to de-
prive this grave danger of all significance, the au-
thorties hit on the clever idea of having recourse
to an old institution, which has always been 1n-
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separably bound up with despotism, the office of
the court fool. By this means the powers effect-
ively took the mitiative 1n this mockery of un-
popular mstitutions and guided 1t into the right
path. . . .

‘. . . the old court fool was transformed nto
a circus clown and from the ring amused the
people with bis maheious jokes.

... “Bim” and “Bom” were the names of
the two “merry councillors” of the new tsar, the
Mass man; they alone among the hundred nul-
hions of Russians were granted the right to express
their opinions freely; they might mock, eriticize,
and dende the rulers at a time when the most
rigorous persecution and terrorism  prevailed
throughout the whole country. Bim and Bom
had recaved a speeial pernmut from the Soviets to
express openly everything which was current
among the people i a seeret and threatenmng way,
and thus to provide an outlet for latent rancour.
Every evening, the thousand-headed Mass man,
fawned upon by the whole court, sat in the circus
and hstened cagerly to the slanderous specches of
the two clowns Bim and Bom. In the midst of
grotesque acrobatics and huffooneries, amid jokes
and play, these two were allowed to utter bitter
truths to which otherwise the car of the ruler was
angnly shut.,

‘The eircus 1n which Bim and Bom performed
was crowded night after might to the farthest
limits: people came from far and wide to hear
Bim and Bom, who soon became star clowns.
Thew jokes were the daily talk of Moscow. One
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person told them to another, until finally the
whole town knew the latest msults wineh these
two fools had permitted themselves to make.

‘In the dark pernod of nalitant communism,
people were particularly under the spcll of the two
clowns; at that time, the Toosc jokes to wineh Bun
and Bom ticated themn with untirimg (norgy were
the one respite from the continuous pressure of
force and fyranny, the only posaibihty of hearing
open eritiersm and mockery of the ruler, the Mass
man. People abandoned themselves voluptu-
ously to these preaous moments of miellcetual
freedom.

‘In spite of then nupadent eribicisms, Bun and
Bom were novertheless one of the ehid supports
of the Bolshevih régime: the umversal discontent
would have burst all bounds if 1t had not been
dissolvad i harmless nurth by the two clowns,
But, however biting might be the satire of Bim
and Bom. the Governmant could relv on ther
never overstepping the hinuts of the pernissible,
for Bnu and Bom were completely trustworthy
members of the Communist Party, and at the
bottom of their hearts loyal servants of thewr
masters.  Thcy understood how to draw  the
fangs of the scemingly most malieious jest be fore
they let it loose m the ring Therr attacks were
never directed against the whole, bui only agaimst
details, ard thus they contrived to divert atten-
tion from cssentals.  Besdes, every one of therr
jokes contained a lndden warnming to the laughter
lovers: “Take care. Look out, we know you! We
are awarc of what you are thinking and*fecling!”’
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T do not suggest that there 1s any resemblance
between the Black Laughter of Mr. Anderson’s negro
servants and the official laughter of the Sowviet
clowns. The poor hittle provincial Whites of the
american story have not the power of hife and death
over their negro servants. They do not go down
mto the kitchen beforehand and arrange what the
Black clown shall laugh at and what hc shall spare.
The poor hitle White 15 at the merey of his dark
“inferior,” his traditional sense of ‘superionty’
dwimdhng every day. but of course, smcee he is not
m reahty superior, he should not have a Black ser-
vant, then he wouldn’t be laughed at.

The Soviet clowns were apparently rather hike
members of Mr. Henry Ford’s propaganda depart-
ment, which 15 supposed to have invented all the
terms, such as ‘Tin Lizzy,” Flymmg Bedstead,” and
s0 on, that are thrown at the Ford car. Such an
official, carefully regulated safety-valve 1s the great-
est advertisement for the thing ‘attacked.” It 1s
hike the jokes about the Scotchman’s meanness,
which (I am glad to say) endear the Scot to all
Britons.

The kind of black laughter 1 have been considering
all along 15 of quite a different character from that.
It, 100, of course, deseribes ilselfl as nnocuvus. The
White 1s flatteringly assured that he 1s such a very
secure Big White Chief that he can afford to become
the laughing-stock of the rest of the world. But in
practice that fluattering picture is proved to be un-
true. The account of the Black Laughter m Russia
contains some apt struction for us, f we can bring
ourselves to be attentive toit.
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§ 14. Whute Laughter.

THERE 1s nothing today for us to laugh about, it
1s truc. Bernard Shaw and Company laughed all
the time. A merry twinkle was never out of ther
eyc. lappy sunny White children of long ago!
But thewr laughter was the opposite of what ours
should be. They laughed ever <o gonally over
things that, unfortunately, we can no longa afford
tolaugh at: today wc arc all, actually or potentially,
Poor Whiies. 'The prosperity even of Ameriea 18 a
very precarous thing as most Amencans today
realize.

Few pcople, as yet, even, understand that we can
no longer afford to laugh in that sense.  Nine people
out of ten hive i the past: they are aware that
‘thmgs have changed,” but they do not realize very
clearly in what speaiie way.  They are ereatures of
habit: they go on laughing as formetrly, at the same
things, as though the same things were there, and as
though the Europcan were in the same place.  This
really tragic sloth, and unwillingness to admit any-
thing unpleasant, of the Many, 15 our mam difficulty
in proposing a change of orientation for our satire,
or indeed m proposing a realistic cllort of any sort.
The Present can only be 1evealed to people when it has
become Yesterday. Another way of putting thus s
that people arc historically-minded, and this, again
and agamn, must be stressed. It 1s by taking ad-
vantage of this human pecuhanty that the pohtician
invanably operates, and brings off his most tragic
coups. The bovarysme of man 1s as nothing com-
pared to this trait (unless you take it a® a depart-
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ment of borarysme)—namely, that Man 1s an ammal
that believes he 1s hiving 1n a different time to what
in fact he is. So 1t 15 that a firm and concrete,
totally unromantic, reahzation of the mamn features
of the Present, gives the man possessing 1t enormous
advantages over others. 1t 15, as 1t were, the hypo-
thetie ground of the lever of Archimedes, when he
said of hus lever, ‘Give me somewhere to rest 1t, and
I will move the world.’

Bernard Shaw and Ius ight-hearted fabian chums
laughed at thewr own kind.  In those remote days
their kind was all-powerful.  That kind 15 us. The
Whte is still, in appearance, where he was: but he
is not powerful: he has no triumphant world, all of
his own kind, bchind himi.  We have all, less than
a decade ago, 1ssued from a war with each other—in
which we all lost.  We are surrounded by prophets
announcing our doom. Our commerce, naturally,
has languished and shrunk. It 1s a very different
seene, m short, from that of merry, play-boy social-
1sm, mischievously disporting itself in the midst of
that power and plenty of the Vietorian Age.

But even that laughter, in 1ts time, was foolish
and ill-advised, as, eatherin the Nimeteenth Century,
were the romantie revolutionary tirades of Shelley
and Byron. The Ennuat Vietonan,, and thar m-
stitutions, could not, m their day, afford to be
laughed at as they permitted everybody to do. The
proof of the weakness of theracial policy of the White
Overlord (simply taking him as an overiord and as-
suming that it was his policy to remain that in some
form or other, his lutheran conscience permitting)1s
to be reacdt in the hight of his present position.
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Today we should not give up our laughter: for the
White Man knows how to laugh, and the Anglo-
Saxon has a kind of gemus for it.  But we should
develop another form of laughter.  We should make
a more practical use of this great foree, and not treat
it as an responsible, mischievous luxury.  Other
peoples, their habits, their faces, their mstitutions,
are just as micheulous as ours.  IU 18 i« hittle over-
christian to be this perpetual. ‘digmfied’ butt! But
it 1s no use at all for our laughter to be of that easy,
‘kindly ’ schoolboy variety, that merely endears the
people laughed at to the lookers-on. We are not
laughed at i that manner.  There 15 nothing of the
advertisement-valuc of that kind of laughter in the
Black Laughter or Red Laughter dirceted at us,

So let us get a pomnt mto our new laughter, if we
are gomg {o have 1t at all. Do not let us fear to
hurt people’s fechings by our laughter, sinee we may
depend on 1t they will not spare ours.  Nothing can
help us so much as to develop thic type of laughter.

Let the usual Black Laughter, or Red Laughler,
directed at us, go on: hut let 1t becorne a thing of the
past for us to remain as its anuable, accommodating,
and sclf-abasing butis.

We can even dispense with the musical arpeggios
of laughter itself’: let us rather mecet with the shght-
cst smile all those things that so far we have received
with dehirious rapture—first, at all events, until we
are sure of them. All this frantically advertised
welter of 1deas that pour over us from all sides, fromn
nowhere, let us above all, at last mect that as 1t
should be mel. Do not let us spring up and pro-
strate ourselves every half-minute, as the latest
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ambassador arrives with News from Nowhere, with
an auctioneer’s clatter. Let us remain seated, the
femniine privilege: let us smile sceptically, also the
feminine privilege: let us insist upon every feminine
privilege: let us be faultlessly polite, or rather over-
polite, crudely polite: let us show thi, political tout,
dressed up as a wisc man from the East, that we
have expected nm, that we should only have been
surprised if he had not turned up: that we hope he
soon will go. That 1s the only way to treat the
Thousand and One Magt and Chaldeans who suc-
cessively raltle our knocker.
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the situation in which we find ourselves, fac-
tors that I do not proposc to investigate.
There 1s the contradictory spectacle, which we can
all observe, of our institutions, as they dehumanize
themselves, clothing themselves more and more, and
with a hideous pomposity, with the stuff of morals—
that stuff of which the pagan world was healthily
ignorant, m ils physical cxpansiveness and nstinet
for a concrete truth, and which, for the greatest
peoples of the East, has never existed except as a
purely politieal systematization of something irre-
trievably inferior, a sentimental annexe of a meta-
physical truth. It 1 natural that ‘the (ongo’
should ‘flood the Acropohs’ (though I am not sure
that I did not musunderstand the Princess) when we
see the attitudes of Renaissance culture, as illus-
trated by the great french styhsts, bemng subtly
combined with the nubtant emotional gloom of the
Salvation Army: when the Salvation Army marches
weeping, in jazz-siep, into the study of Montesquicu,
then the crocodiles are on their way to Hellas.
What I shall especially neglect 1s to analyse the
artificial character of this puritanie gloom, settling
m a dense political smoke-screen about us, gushed
from both ofticial and unoffimal reservoirs. T shall
confine myself to remarking that the person who
meets all these sham glooms with an anguished De
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Profundis, instead of a laugh (however unpleasant),
1s scarcely wise, though he may be good. To sce a
vineyard 1n the sun surrounded by armed federal
officers of the law. who prevent anybody from takmg
the grapes and making them into wine, 1s absurd,
more than anything else. Foodstufls rotting upon
the quays while people arc starving, is a fact that
should be met, if at all, not by styhstic theologic
melancholy, that seems obvious. Or again, the
abstruse principles of the manufacture of paper-
money, hike the arbitrary non-manufacture of a
healthy and pleasant wine, and all that results from
one as from the other—of gloom and a sense of the
difficulty of cverything—this 15 not the matenal for
profound heart-scarching groans, although that 1s
the correct unofficial response, 1t 1s truc. But a
reader of this book will be left with those sums or
equations on his hands, to work out or not, as he
may fcel melined. T have made 1t clear. T think,
how the ethical, mtroduced mnto the physical pro-
blem of the Meclting-pot, produces a gloomy and
passionate infusion: thatis all I set out to do. With
a defimte proposal, one that has been made often
before by many people, 1 will bring this essay to a
close.

In America the expresson Mdlting-pot has been
comed to deseribe the assimlation of curopean
nationahties in the Umted States, and now of the
negro population, ten nulhon strong, which has
begun in carnest. 1n Europe we have no such ex-
pression, for the excellent reason that there is no
assimilation 1n progress. If the United States pos-
sessed fxed arcas in which Danes, Spamards, Ger-
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mans, Negroes, Irish and so forth were segregated,
as we are, each settled 1n certain states, with fortified
frontiers, taught only their mother-tonguc and un-
able to converse with the mhabitants of the next
state, then there would be no Meltmg-pot there
cither.  Awmerica without 1ts Mcltmg-pot would
simply be another Europe, plus a Black Belt and a
few Chimatowns.

There 1s a radical contradiction between the euro-
pean and american way of regarding this problem.
Perhaps because it 1s 50 much taken for granted,
{his difference passes for the most part unnoticed by
us.  Whereas the rulers of America are committed
1o fuston (howcver dissinular the racial stocks) m
one form or another, in Kurope the question does
not even arise.  Smee the ¥reneh ive upon one side
of the Rhine and the Germans upon the other, or the
Enghsh and the French upon opposite sides of the
Fanghich Channel, there 1s no *problem’ as to therr
muxing: indeed the great majority of Germans or
Frenchmen or Englishmen never sce a member of
Lthe neighbour-nation ¢xcept durmg such times as
therr respective govermments deeide appropriate for
a mass-me ting, as 1t were, and they are despatehed
to kill onc¢ another with bomb and bayonet. LEven
then 1t 15 only the infantry who sec members of the
‘enemy’ nation at all distinetly: and 1t 15 possible
for an infantryman to pass many months in the Line
without catching sight of more than a few of his
european neighbours, and these mostly dead speci-
mens, or cven nothing more than their facetious
skeletons.

Of thesc two attitudes—the melting anddhe non-
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melting—the American appears to me by far the
better: Iam heartand soul upon the side of the Melt-
ing-pot, not upon that of the Barbed Wire. That is
why 1 have called this book ‘The Ethics of the Melt-
ing-pot,” and not ‘The Ethics of the Barbed Wire.’
But what a ternbly sad thing 1t 15 to reflect that
literally millions of Basques, Finns, Scotsmen,
Danes, Normans, Prussians, Swiss, should be kept
rigidly apart while in Europe, bv the intensive per-
petuation of purely historical frontiers (which the
Versailles Treaty has made even more numerous and
complicated than hefore), whereas 1if thcy emigrate
to America they are hable suddenly to be hectored
for an opposite rcason—namely because they show
some shight compunction i coupling with a jet-
black Kaffir. Personally I consider that they are
quite wrong in looking down upon the transplanted
Kaffir: but 1t 1s far more stupid of them (if, say, a
Swede) to look down upon a lovely Basque, or (if a
Bavarian) to look down upon an industrious Gascon-
esse. Yet have they not always been taught to do
that, at least since the rise of the national idea 1n
Europe or since the time of the great religious
schisms ?

My own view 1s that the Melting-pot should be set
up 1 Europe, upon tln spot. Instcad of posters on
our walls which say ‘Join the Royal Air Force and
See the World,’ there should be posters (and offices
in every district to deal with appbeants) saying,
‘Marry a Swiss and Sce the World,’ or, more jocularly,
‘Get spliced to a Finn, and Get About.’

What can there be against 1t, except that it would
be impossible to have wars any more in Europe? If

276



A MODEL ‘MELTING-POT '’

it is objected that there 1s no umfying principle in
Europe to compare with americanization, it 1s neces-
sary to recall that only five centuries ago the whole
of Europe possesscd one soul in a more fundamental
way than America can be said to at this moment,
and the actual appearance of its towns must have
been at lcast as unmform as today (and that 1s very
uniform), though 1 a more agreeable fashion. As
to the individaals of the various races, there 15 no
obstacle there. 1In the valleys of the Pvrenees, for
mstance, you meet with a great many people physic-
ally as hike as two eggs to the inhabitant of Devon-
shire, Derby, Limerick, or Caithness: a swiss peasant
woman 1s 'n character and physical appearance often
s0 1dentical with a swedish. enghsh, german, or
fiench girl, that they might be twin sisters.  This
everyonc must have remarked who has ever travelled
to those countries. It has always been fratmcidal
that these people should be taught to disembowel,
blind and pmson each other on the score of their
quite 1maginary ‘diiferences’ of blood or mind, but
1oday there 1s less excuse for it than ever beforc.  So
why not a Melting-pot *—nstead of more and more
mtensive discouragement of such a fusion.  Europe
1s not so very large: why should it not have one
speech ke China and acquire one government ?
Bul feeling about Europe 1 that manner, and all
too famihar with thut situation, the speccacle of the
rather feverish opposite to that attitude, wherever
these same Europeansleave theircountriesandlivem
the proximty of people so different from themselves
as the Negroes or the Chinese, cannot- but oceur to
one as a very sudden and from some pointsof view
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unsatisfactory reversal. On the one hand you have
too absolute a segregation, on the other too absolute
a freedom to mix. America 1s the child of Europe
entirely, except for the Negroes and 1n Mexico and
south of Panama the Indians, and the two problems
should not be dissociated. What happens to
Europe 1s of great importance to America, and vice
versa—what happens to America, that other-Europe,
must be of great moment to us.

This essay 1s much more to propose that we set up
a Melting-pot 1n Kurope—which would be as 1t were
a Model Mclting-pot, not at the boiling-point but
cooking at a steady rate day in day out—than to
venture any criticism of the prineiple underlying the
american or african Melting-pot or, alternatively,
Colour Line. Indeed a quite irrational attitude is
often adopted by thc American to miscegenation.
Another factor of ‘inferiority’ feehing has 1ts roots
n a profound misunderstanding of the true sifua-
tion. The Amcrican 1s apt to aceept the false euro-
pean attitude towards ‘race,’ as it 1s called. Itis a
common experience mn talking to Americans to hear
some magnificent human specimen (who 1s obviously
the 1ssue of say a first-class Swede and a magni-
ficent Swissess, with a little Insh and a touch of
Basque) refer to huusclf as a ‘nwongiel’ It s -
concervable, yet indeed that 1s how such a ‘nuxed’
product is apt to look upon this superb marriage of
Scandmaviau, Goth and Celt—all stocks as closely
related in blood—if 1t is ‘blood . hat 15 the trouble—
as the brahmanic caste of India. Merely physically
this epithet is given the hie: for all you have to do1s
to look at this sterhng type of ‘mixed’ American to

278



A MODEL ‘MELTING-POT’

admire the purity of line and fine adjustment achieved
by the conjunction of these sister stocks. Far from
being a ‘mongrel,’ of course, he is a sort of super-
Europcan: the best of several closcly allied stocks
have met 1n him, 1 exactly the same way as was
constantly happening i the noble curopean families
—where the 1ssue of & marnage between nobles,
whether from England and Italy or Spain and Russia,
did not constitute a ‘half-breed,” but rather a more
exalted feudal product, so subtly *‘mixed.

Some racial mixtures are nol so fortunate as
others, however, 1t 1s necessary to allow: the indian
and spanish mixtures, in say Peru or Mexico, have
not proved really very good. The Barber of Seville
that peeps through the Inca removes him from
Mozart. and yet docs not make a good Indian of him,
though there arc cxceptions. But practically all
curopean mtermarriage presents no problem at all,
and is mdeed politically much to be desired, as
certain to abohsh the fiction of our frontiers and the
fiction of Lhe ‘necessity’ of war. The asiatic ele-
ments i Sout hern Spain, Ttaly and Russia aside, the
European is as much of one blood as are the in-
habitants of the British Isles, and in many instances
more so—for instance the Bavarnan and the lowland
Scoich are man ior man as nearly one race (to look
al themn, as well as m their character) as you could
find anywherc at all. If they spoke a common Ido
the Austrian with his Spiclhahnfeder and Eichenlaub
stuck in lns Steierhut would melt into the Crofter
without noticing he had left his native village.

But (until they reach America, and all have to
speak english, or, in Latin-America, spamish) the
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great difficulty 1s language. In discussing such a
question as this we always get back to the problem
of Babel. It 15 mn the mterest of the Melting-pot
that c¢very European should wish to learn Volapue
as I do, or to have some language picked for him
that 1t shall be agreed all shall spcak and that he ean
easily learn and spcak— woo his possibly distant
bride m, and talk vver all those subjects of common
interest wath his brother at the other extremity of
Europe, which since the decay of latin as a universal
tongue no one has been able to do. I cannot ima-
gine any person in Europe who, when the matter was
presented to lum in that hght, would not plump for
some Volapue: but if there 15 anvwhere a person
who would not, how slender Ins reasons must be
compared to those a Dutchman say in Africa could
allege for refusing to mate s daughter with a Cape-
Black or a settler from the Dekkan! And yet even
the Dutchman would not be right, would he ?—how
much more wrong then would not the man in Europe
be who stood out, for in fifty per cent. of the cases he
would be vetoing a closer mateh than could be made
even m the home-village at any given time—for I
would guarantee to mateh a young man n a Devon
village better m the Canton of Berne than would be
possible probably. at any given moment, in his own
english distriet.

On the other hand if the Dufchman in Africa had
ten daughters and scized the other end of the stick
(aftcr a reading of Plomer) so fanatically as to pester
them all to choose upou the spot a Black bridegroom,
that would be a sentimental extreme that 1t would
be perhaps allowable tu deplore: if he should em-
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bellish his persuasiveness with highly-coloured abuse
of all owners of a pale skin, then he would definitely
become irrtating and perhaps cven absurd, and if
his ten girls took him and flogged him no one could
find 1t mn his heart to blame them, though 1f called to
a Grand Jury it would be necessary to send the
whole of the ten girls to jail of course, for they should
not, strictly speaking, flog their father, either, how-
ever misguided, as potentially his whiteness would
be the symbol of their consangumity and the ulti-
mate reason for their objectimg to the break-up of
their pigment. Tns last 1llustration touches upon
a complexity which (in rare mstances, so far) quah-
fies the absolute simpheity of tlns question—the
problem of the gaga Paleface Papa who reads Plomer
or Du Bois. But—as I have prophesied —he will be
dealt with by his children or grandchildren, when he
disinherits them and leaves all his money to the
female Kaffir cook.

What 1n these concluding pages it has been my
mtention to stress s that the liery ethies of the Melt-
ing-pot are conjunctly european and protestant in
origin more than anything clse (though the gallic in-
vention of the ‘great nation’ plays its part as well).
The fanatical 1ll-temper and the black mtolerance
that accompany the discussion and propaganda for
‘race-fusion’ can be traced to those sources, when
they cannot be dircctly traced to the equally mtem-
perate cthical zeal of the ‘radicalist’ righteousness.

At this time the Anglo-Saxon 15 no longer para-
mount in North America: but his language 1s still
the general specch, and american civihzation is 1n its
main principles anglo-saxon. The altemnation of
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emotional indulgence in liberalist programmes (and
anglo-saxon ‘radicalism’ is newer and more heated
hberalism, merely) and unintclhgent race-prejudice,
with which distressing see-saw we are so famihar, 15
anglo-saxon, 15 itnot? Necither the Spanish, Portu-
guese nor French as colonists have handled their
respective Mclting-pot 1 that manner. The latin
tradition, more tolerant, catholic and mature, has
not sentunentahized about the deeply-pigmented
skin, nor fixed upon it, on the other hand, a
stigma. You would not be so hikely to get adepts
of jazz in a Black Belt in a latin land, nor the fer-
ocity of Iynching neighboured by anti-White tracts,
written by Whites, nor a umiversal thunder of
psalms from Black and White throats mixed, and
evangelist extremes of intolerance and hysterical
expansion—i1t would be more likely you would find
a firmer attitude, more satisfactory to both s1des,
far less superstitious, m the Latm.

Yet, although 1t is necessary to fix, for any such
survey, the anglo-saxon responsibilities, they are
not all anglo-saxon, and the nationalism of Europe
as a whole 15 to blame, I think, both for the excesses
of the ‘Nordic Blondes’ or what Mencken calls the
‘Ofays,” where they occur, and for the excesses of
their satinsts and detractors.  Must we not agrec
that 1t 1s the artificial prineiple of european separa-
tism (of all the Irclands, Ulsters, Catalomas, Pol-
ands, Czecho-Slovakias and the rest) transplanted
10 America or Africa. that, there, 1s apt to 1ssuc in a
quite new form 1n a hotbed of separatist, or of fusion-
ist, passion—which in the near future may wreck
those societies as 1t is wrecking ours?
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If (to show my enthusiasm for fusion) 1 may allow
myself a strikingly mized metaphor, 1wt 15 at the
fountain-head that we should establish our Melting-
pot—an example to all other Melting-pots.  And 1t
15 here in Kurope that we should start a movement
at once for the museegenation of Kuropeans—with
each other, that 1s--Asia and Afrmea could be con-
sidered later, no doubt, for mcorporation m our
Model Melting-pot.

I have deallt with this subject before, but m
another connection, i The Lion and the Fox: 1
would refer the reader to pages 295-326 of that
essay. There the problem of the Meltmg-pot as 1t
applies-—or rather as it does nol apply—-to England,
was discussed at length, particularly as it coneerns
the "Saxon’ and the “Celt.” The ‘Celt,” 1 there
demonstrated, was a complete myth: and I showed
how, with a great deal of wit, Matthew Arnold, who
‘was probably aware of the shadowy nature of his
‘Cell,” staged an wonical drama for the John Bulls
and Feman Paddies of his time. T will quote a few
hnes from Chapter VI., Part IX., in which 1 lay bare
the full working of Arnold’s ironical vision.  I'say—

‘From the treacherous polished surface of

Arnold’s prose (1ts body clouded for its reception)

I will now expiscate that laughing 1dea which we

have been preparing to examune. It thedea of

two island neighbours and strongly hallucinated
brethren, the Irishman and the Englishman, the

Celt and the Tcuton (both 1n the baleful ‘grip’ of

‘celtism,” which stands between them and suceess

n science. or any exact, unemotional study), in-

volved in a curious fratricidal strife and tangle of

288



PALEFACE

romantic misunderstandings. . . . Arnold 1s not
himself’ (I add) ‘at all the dupe of the ‘“‘celtic”
notion: his whole essay 1s written to expose it.
Yet he accepts the conventional nomenclature of
‘Celt’ for all that type of expression and senti-
ment that had been popularized under that name.’

And 1 then quote him, where he says, apropos of
this famous ‘Celtism’:

‘Nay, perhaps, if we are doomed to perish
(Heaven avert the omen!) we shall perish by our
Celtism, by our self-will and want of patience with
1deas, our mabiity to see the way the world 15
going; and yet those very Celts, by our aftimty
with whom we are perishing, will be hating and
upbraiding us all the time.

It 15 generally forgotien that Ireland was colon-
1zed, especially in the east, by the Norsemen, nor-
weglan being spoken m Dublin, as 1t was i Bristol,
until the fourteenth century. That famous ‘celtic’
Iiterary buccancer, Mr. Bernard Shaw, 1s no doubt
a typical Norseman, as to stock at least. And m
the essay from which 1 have just quoted I illustratcd
(page 322) the upshot of all this m the following
fashion, trom an average expericuce of my own,
which I am sure many people could mateh  Tere
is what I wrote:—

‘During the martyrdom of the Mayor of Cork

I had several opportumtics of seemng consider-

able numbers of irish people demonstratingamong

the London crowds. I was never able to dis-
cover which were Irish and which were English,
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however. They looked to e cxactly the same.
With the best will 1n the world to diserinunate the
orderly groups of demonstrators from the orderly
groups of spectators, and to satisfy the romantic
proprietics on such an occasion. my eyes refused
to effect the necessary separation, that the prin-
ciple of “celtism’ demanded, into chalk and
cheese. 1 should have supposed that they were
a lot of romantic enghsh-people pretending to be
irish-pcople, and demonstrating with the assist-
ance of a few priests and pipers, if it had not been
that they all looked extremely depressed, and
enghsh-people when they are giving romance the
rem are always very clated’

It 1s smgular that from the time of Arnold’s Celtic
Literatire Lo that of The Liwon and the For there
should have been nobody i England to deteci this
colossal anomaly—there where there have been so
many people to foment, or (upon the other side) to
take quite seriously, the Irich Separatist passion.
The fact 15 that 1t has always paid the Irsh mdi-
vidually too well, to allow them to laugh at it
(though now it 1+ all over they are beginning to do
50, witness Mr. Bernard Shaw i his article in Time
and Tide, Dec. 1928): and the english politician in
every casc found Ireland such an uncomfurtable
problem that he was in no mood to reiish the farce
that might lie hidden under these disturbances.

That will terounate for the present what I have
to say upon this difficult subject. A Volapuc for
Europe and an internationally organmzed Melting-
pot,” a geucral mternational exchange of workers
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and of women or men, an official Marriage Burcau,
with photographs and pedigrees and all those certi-
ficates that arc indispensable mm such & case—ar-
rangements with the republies of Ameriea to adopt
our particular Volapuc—that 15 the idea, in 1ts
brutal outhne. [ will not work 1t out further until
I hear what response the public makes to my sug-
gestions, not only because that would be otiose,
sceing the passionate atmosphere of jingo deology
that prevails at the moment. but because I am not
s0 well qualified as manv other people to draw up a
practical schemie.  But I shall be extremely happy
to get in touch with any eaperts who are so qual-
fied, and to offer them what merely theoretic ass:sl-
ance lics 1n my power.

286



APPENDIX

Note.—This review of Miss Muyo’s Mother [rdia
appeared . Enemy No. 2. Tt 15 reprinted here
without alteration. as an mdireet contribution to
the discussions conducted in Paleface






APPENDIX

MOTHER INDIA

HI1S very much discussed book breaks a depth-
I record, as 1t were: 1t unerringly sinks to a level
of vulgur untruth that should make1t a para-
gon of 1ts kind. Miss Mavo 15, therefore, to be con-
gratulated: she has achieved what I feel she has in-
tended; she has left an appreciably greater mess
behind her in the world, o1 that part where she
opcerates, than was there already, and has sent up an
appreciable distance the mternational tension and
fever. She has had the satisfaction of isulting
three hundred nulhion people: and should 1t be that
threc hundred million of her ancestors sustained 1n-
sults. or one of her most promunent ancestors three
hundred nulhion msults, this should do something
towards wiping that out. (Such fantastic assump-
tions come to your mund : for what can make a
person want Lo write such a book?) There have
already been mass mectings of protest in India.
Her hittle book 15 assured of 1ts place 1n the pantheon
of Ilate.
Its main argument leads the reader at once, with
a firm matter-of-fact step, into the region of sex:
and with a hand accustomed to the hicences of the
hospital, a few intimate physiological particulars are
brusquecly laid bare, just to put the reader in a good
humour.
The argument is this: owing, says Miss Mayo, to
then premature sex-hfe, all the inhabitantsof India
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are ‘degenerate’—qute the opposite of us. ‘At
about eight years old the Indian male child 1s apt to
be hired out to prostitution,’ she says. ‘The httle
boy . . . 15 likely, if physically attractive, to bc
drafted for the satisfaction of grown men, or to be
regularly attached to a temple. 1n the capacily of a
prostitute. Neither parent, as a rule, sces any harm
in thrs." Indeed the indian mother, according to
this lady, 1s addicted to practices all her own. ‘So
far are they from secing good or cvil, as we see good
and evil, that the mother, high caste or low caste,
will practise upon her children—the girl *“to make
her sleep well,” the boy ““to make him manly,” an
abuse which the boy, al least, 15 apt to continuc
daily for the rest of lus hfe.” (The ‘at lcast’ 1s a
curious clause.) Marriages between the immature
is another feature of the picturc. 1If, at eight years
old, the boy 1s not ‘attractive’ presumably, his
parents look round for a wife of his own age. So n
that casc between cight and fourteen he marries:
but fourteen 1s late.  Once married, being, of course,
of an unbelievably degenerate stock, or elsc syplul-
itie, he 15 found to be barren. No one 1s surprised.
Usually the child-wife, i that case, 15 sent to a
neighbouring temple for the night, where a priest
can be relied on not to distiuss her without a fair
prospect of a child, 1f he knows his business and hikes
the look of the girl.  For there are a few, a very few,
undegenerate Indians. they become priests.

So 1t 1s with no surprisc that you learn—or ‘after
the rough outhne just given, small surprise will meet
the statement that from onc end of the land to the
other the average male Hindu of thirty years . . .
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is an old man: and that from seven to eight out of
every len such males between the ages of twenty-
five and thirty are impotent.’

That 1s the sad tale of ‘sex’ that this writer, whose
mdignation and the form 1t has taken have sold a
great many copies of her book, has to tell. That
leprous thing—India—that provoked her to put all
this down, she tells us, 1s such a gigantic menace to
the United States that 1t would ‘seem to deprive one
of the right to indulge a personal reluctance to mcur
consequences.” So, deprived of all rights, with the
air of a christian martyr, Miss Mayo goes manfully
on, and throws Ganges mud at the great indian
people, ridicules their rebgion (what 1s hers?), and
quotes to support her statements the Abbé Duboas.
The Abbé's book, as indicated by her in a footnote,
1s Hindu Manrcers, Customs and Ceremonies, Claren-
don Press, 1924,

*Of all the readers of Mother India how many are
Iikely to know anything about the Abbé Dubois ?
Onc m a hundred may, but that s not probable.
Yet 1t 15, of course, a very well known and exceed-
ingly mteresting book. and most students of anthro-
pology are famubiar with it.  Should Miss Mayo not
point out, when she first quotes him m heraccount of
her mdian trip last year, that he died in 1848—in-
stead of leaving 1t ‘Clarecndon Press, 1924,” and re-
ferring later on, 1n passing, to the fact that the evid-
ence of the Abbé Dubois dates from ‘the Nineteenth
Century’? He1s actually her main source of in-
formation: he is quoted on pages 31, 37, 73, 75, 119,
148, 165 and 204. No other authonty i1s drawn
upon to this extent. Some of the most ‘sensational’
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matter of her book comes out of this text-book of
the anthropology of British India. That, for ex-
ample, 15 the case with the story about the Indian
child-wives who go to the temples, if barren, and
who are accommodated by the priests. The ac-
count given by the Abbé Dubois mn Ilindu Manners
and Customs 1s as follows: Miss Mayo does not quote
1t, 1t 15 her custom to paraphrase, so as to make 1t
seem more actual, probably, and more like her own;
but, whatever the reason, it 1s a habit that breeds
confusion, unfortunate i the circumstances.
‘Expert at reapmg profit from the virtues as
well as the viees of their countrymen, the Brah-
mins sec m these touching impulses of nature
merely a means of gaming wealth, and also at the
samc time an opportunity of satisfying ther
carnal lusts withimpunity. There are few temples
where the presiding deity does not claim the power
of curing barrenness i women. . . . On thar
arnival, the women hasten to disclose the object of
therr pilgrimage to the Brahnuns, the managers of
the temple.  The latter advise them to pass the
nmight i the temple, where, they say, the great
Venkateswara, touched by their devotion, will
perhaps visit them i the spint and accomplish
that which until lthen has been dented to them
through human power. I nust draw a curtain
over the sequel of this decaitful suggestion. The
readcr slready guesses at it.  The following morn-
ing these detestable hypocerites, pretending com-
plete 1gnorance of what has passed, make due
cnquiries into all details; and after having con-
gratulajed the women upon the reception they
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met with from the god, receive the gifts with which
they have provided themselves, and take leave of
them. . . . (Hindu Manners, cte.. p. 594.)

It should be said that the well-known book of the
Abbé Dubuis 15 written m a very different tone as
touching the indian people from that of Miss Mayo.
But then, as Dr. Max Muller writes, the views of the
Abbé Dubois were those of ‘a scholar with sufficient
knowledge, if not of Sansent, yet of Tanul, . . . tobe
able to enter mto the views of the natives, to under-
stand therr manners and customs, and {o make
allowance for many of their superstitious opimions
and practices. as mere corruptions of an originally
far more rational and mtelligent form of rehgion and
philosophs.’

It 15 & quarrel between priests in the case of the
ALbé Dubois.  For was not this cathohe priest
the Dekkan in order to get converts to Christianity ?
Naturally as a catholie priest he would not give a
very glowmg account of the Brahmin, his profe«-
stonal mval.  Nor would 1t he at all likely that lus
account of the indian cults would be exactly propa-
ganda for them, nor that he would compare them
favourably with his own ‘shop.” But m s treat-
ment of the indian people there 1s no trace of the
Mayo attitude

In a prefatory note to Hindu Mana.crs and Cus-
toms, Dr. Max Muller writes as follows :~-

‘It is difficult to believe that the Abbé Duboss,
the author of Maeurs, Institutions et Cérémonies
des peuples de U'Inde, died in only 1848. By his
position us a scholar and as a studend of Indian
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subjects, he really belongs to a period previous to
the revival of Sanscent studies in India. . . . I
had no idea, when 1n 1846 I was attending in
Paris the lectures of Eugéne Burnouf at the Collége
de France, that the old Abbé was still hving and in
full activity as Directeur des Missions Efrangeéres,
and 1 doubt whether even Burnouf himself was
aware of s existence m Paris. The Abbé be-
longs really to the eighteenth century, but as there
1s much to be learnt even from such as Roberto
de’ Nobili, who went to India in 16006 . . . <o
agam the eighteenth century was by no means
devoid of eminent students of Sansenit, of Indian
rehigion, and Indian subjects mn general. It 15
true that in our days their observations and re-
searches possess chiefly a historical interest. . .

This note of Dr. Max Miiller’s was not written
vesterday; but for him, even, the Hindu Manners,
Customns and Ceremonics ‘possess chiefly a historical
interest.’

Under these circumstances, and since no one could
pretend that Mother India was intended for any-
thing but a large popular Public very unhkely even
to have heard of the Abbé Dubous, or at all hikely to
refer to his work, would 1t not have been more
honest, 1n quoting the Abbé Dubois, to caplam all
this to the reader, instead of merely giving the refer-
ence, with the name of the Clarendon Press, and the
date 7924? But apart from that, was 1t honest at
all to mingle the ‘cighteenth century’ information
of this authority with gossip of today. and a few
facts hasti)y gathered in a short tour?
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Again there 1s the fact that the information taken
from the eighteenth century account of the Abbé
Dubois 15 not necessarily quoted n his words. Itis
(pp. 36-37, Mother Indiu) mixed up with materidl
from Young India, Sept. 2, 1426, and that of other
unspecified sources, and so recounted by the author
as though all part of one story, mn the result making
the cighteenth century generahzations of the Abbé
Dubois appear something that had happened yester-
day.

There 15 no mdication at all that its wniter 1s any-
thimgbut avery clever, ablc and practised person ; she
knows quite well that what <he gives 1s not evidence::
that 1t 1s presented in such a wav as to be violently
offcnsy e on every ground to the Hindu (she favours
strangely the Mohanimadan): she cannot fail to see
that mm an mwudious manner it puts the British
Government of India m the position of a machia-
welhan power, leaving the unfortunate Indian alone
in Ins apparently unexampled depravily and squalor
(all the men sexually nnpotent and broken at
twenty-five years old—the average age of demise
28, cte. ete.), whereas she, no doubt, has more than
enough political intelhgence to be aware that should
the Enghsh leave India tomorrow the Soviet would
quetly walk 1, 1if they are not practically there
already; and a httle compassion for the Indian
(which she does not possess—nothing but the affect-
ation of the fury of a kind of mad samtary inspector)
would save her from contemplating that particular
change of masters for even such reptiles, ‘slaves,’
perverted heathens, morons and masturhators, as
she complacently describes: she knows that her
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inflammatory gibes about ‘slave psychology’ ad-
dressed to the indian people 1s the material of
‘radical’ oratory or of nationalist spread-eagleism
such as no europeen public would swallow today,
since they have found out that they are not, them-
selves, so pecularly ‘free,” and that as to ‘slave-
psychology’ peeple who live in gluss-houses, and so
on: and, finally, when she elaims that the musie of
the spinning wheel of Gandln has been a mam in-
spiration to her m writing her book, she pollutes one
of the only santly figures m the world; and it 1s
to be hoped that he will use all the lustrational re-
sources of his caste-traming to cleanse himself of any
traces left by the passage of Miss Mayo: also n con-
nection with Gandhi, she 1s not so naive as not to
know that her super-american gospel of dogmatic
modermst reform (or 7s it american, or rather should
Americans in general be held responsible for thewr
Mayos? I belicve not) can scarcely be said to have
anything to do with what Gandh teaches.

What particular demon actuates Miss Mayo? 1
may go into that when I come to use her book, along
with many others, as evidence n later parts of my
Paleface. But, now, T tlunk, m umtation of the
AbbéDubors, I will at thispoint *draw a curtain’over
Miss Mayo—not over her ‘daring’ or ‘outspoken’
bits about sex, heaven preserve us (Abbé Dubois 15
much more amusing, if that 15 what you want, and
there’s much more of 1t), but—just over Miss Mayo.

But there 15 another thing that Mis« Mayo knows
-—not quite to draw to the curtam. Miss Moyo
knows that if an indian lady journalst, for instance,
hurned to émerica on such a mission as Miss Mayo's,
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she could very easily draw an equally untruthful
picture. She knows this as well as T know similarly
that a visit to England or Germany could be made
into a Mother England or Mother Germany. Tndeéd
no day passes but we are able in Europe to observe
this in practice: T refer to the accounts the Kuro-
pean 1s fed with about Mother America, accounts
that are mtended to make his flesh ereep or his blood
boil. No picture done in that way cun be true, of
course: and I am certainly the last per<on to lend
any credence to the stomes of the Mother America
type. Miss Mayo, I am very sure, has nothing to do
with anythmg that we should legitimately call
‘Amernica.’”  The mdian lady visitor to the United
States, let us suppose, has arrived.  She ‘court-
eously ’ requests to be ‘shown over,” and m her book
<he can say how very ‘courtcous,’ at least (that looks
well, it shows how fair and unlassed you are). every-
body was (how very stuprdly courteous to such a
person she may privately reflect): and she could
(very easily) have a remarkably ‘highly-placed
diplomatist’ or ‘a great mventor’ perhaps (that
would look well) always at her clbow, just as Miss
Mayo always has a particularly ‘high-caste Brahnun’
at her clbow, to inform against other high-caste
Brahmins- the indian lady wasitor or inquisitor, the
‘restless analyst ’ from the East, could quote exten-
sively fromn some american equivalent of the Loom
of Youth, and tell the horrified Indian Public how 1n
all the schools and universities of the United States
homosexuality was rampant: then she could tell the
usual stories of pregnant high-school girls—reveal
wholeclasse< carried away 1n one brake to the Lying-
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in Hospital: she could state as a fact that all ameri-
can men were sexually impotent at thirty (hence the
Broadway girl-shows), and that self-abuse was in-
ténse and umversal throughout the 48 States of the
Union: she could deseribe the death-rate per day
an american city by violent erimie, quote Mencken
for bits about the monstrositics of Prohibition: and
she could wind up by saymg that America 15 ‘a
physical menace’ (cf. p. 23, Mother India) to the
Hindu.

‘Under present conditions of human activity,
whereby, whether we will or no, the roads that join
us to every part of the world continually <horten
and multiply, 1t would appear that some know-
ledge of mam facts concerning so big and to-day
so near a neighbour should be a part of our intelh-
gence and self-protection.” (Mother India, p. 20.)

The above 1talies are mne. .

Or theindian lady mmvestigator might take another
hne. ‘The average male Hindu of thirty years . ..
16 an old man,” says Miss Mayo. But the indian
visitor to the Umited States might describe herself
as astounded to find that at thirty years old the
White Man seemed no older than ‘our Indians’ at
eight, and. indeed, that that was the case at almost
anv age: she could remark thercupon that she
doubted, so cluldish were they (almost as though on
purpose. she nnght suggest), whether these ‘boy-
men’ had ever exereised their sexual nature at all,
or ever, properly speaking, reached puberty; and,
indeed, 1t was her behef that they never did, that
was what she thought about 1t, and that she sus-
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pected them of pretending to be pederasts, very
often, only 1o cover this sexual apathy, and so as to
retain a sort of false, prolonged, childish immaturity,
and 1n order also to evade (much stiffening and ruf-
fling of Madras-suffragist indignation, here !)}—erimu-
nally to evade therr sexual duties; that a< 1o the
american mothers, far from sitting by their daugh-
ters’ bedsides, and ‘helping them to get to sleep’ m
the mndian fushion, mstead, these mothers put on
flesh-coloured tights and went and danced all mght,
while their husbands stole out, gun 1n hand, and
went lynching Negroes in the next bloek.

All this the indan lady journahst could write to
her ternfied, indignant, delighted countrymen and
countrywomen. She could pomt out that now at
any moment Mr. Levine maght be expected to ‘hop’
over to Mother India—or Miss Mayo, again, by way
of the air, for that matter —-aud heaven knows what
germs he (or she) would not bring from such a
country as the Umted States! She mught suggest
that Gandhi be sent to sce what could be done to
mstil a certamn sense of womanhood mto these lost
populations.  Perhaps President Coolidge could be
persuaded to spm for a few hours every dav. But
at least Gandhi—-ur perhaps the League of Nations ?
—might dissuade the Umted States males from
abusing themselves, ¢very day, at least.

And then, of course, she could quote Prescott’s
Conquest of Meaico to give an 1dea of the sort of
blood-sacrifices currently perpetrated by the Ameri-
cans. This she could easily mix up with the Ku
Kluz Klan, and say that they disembowelled fifty
Negroes a day in any fair-sized american city.
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This book she would call (in Tamil) Hail Columbia,
Happy Land.

This is a sort of book, at all events, that you can’t
have enough of, both ways, and all ways. It pro-
motes that excellent feching of brotherly love be-
tween nations and races that is <o very useful and
comfortable for all of us.
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