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of that world is eomnbined with sn urge o dominats, an
urge which is ifentile tn origin and which social adaptation
has failed o discipline. The reazon ibe colonial himself
gives for his fight=whether he saps it wos the dasle to
travel, or e desive lo escape from the cradle or fram the
“alwent parapets” or whether he says that he sknply
wanted g freer lifewis of oo consequence. . . . It iz always
a fuestion of comprootising with 1he desire For a world with-
out oieg

If one adde Lhat wmzoy Ewopeans go to the colonies
because it is possible Tor them to grow rich guicldy there,
that with rare exceplions the colonfal iy a merchant,
or yather a tealicker, one will have grasped the psychol-
ogy of the man who aruses in the autochthonons popula-
Hon "the feeling of Wferiority”” As for the Malagsy
*dependency complex,” at laost in the only form in which
we can reach it and analyze it i too proceeds lvom the
arrival of white colonizers on the island, From its other
form, from this orginal complex in ite pure state that
supposedly characterized the Malagasy mentality thoough-
out the whole peerolonial percind, it appeacs (o me that
M. Mannoni lacks the slightest baosiz on which o ground
any conclusion applicable bo the sitwalion, e problons,
or the potentialities of the Mzlagasy in the present tine.

6. Fhdd p. 108

Chapeer Five

THE FACT OF ELACKNESS

*Dirty nigges!” Or simply, “Look, 2 Negrol™

I came inta the wordd inboed with the will © fod a
meaning in things, my spicit flled with the desine b abtain
ta the sowee of the world, and then I found that I was an
ohject in the midst of other objects.

Sealed ity that crushing objecthood, I tomed be-
seechingly to others. Their attention was a lberation, run-
ning over sy hody suddenly abraded info nonbeing,
endowing me oooe more with an agility that I bad thought
Inst, and by taking me out of the world, restoring me ko it
But just as 1 reacdied the other side, I stumbled, and the
movements, the atlitndes, the glances of the other fixed
mie there, in the sease in which o chemical solution 1s Bxed
by a dye. I was indignant; I demonded an explacation.
Nothing happened. I Lurst apmit. Now the [ragmente
have been pul ingether aguin by another self.

Az Jotrgr ax the Bleck man is among his own, he will
have no oocasion, except io minor Internal eonficts, to
expericnee his being through others. There Is of course the
moment of “heing for others,” of which ITegel speaks,
hat every omtoloyy is made unatteinable in a eolunized
and ofvilized socioty, Tt would seem that this fact has
not been given sufficdent attention by hose whoe have
diseussed the question. Tn the Weltznschaunng of a eolo-
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nized people there is an impurity, o faw that outlaws any
ontologieal explanation, Someore may object that this
is the case with every indlvldual, Bub such ar chjection
merely conceals a basic problem. Ontology—once it is
Enally admitted as leaving cxistence by the wavslde—does
not permit us to undesstand the heing of the black man.
For oot oply must the bhlack man be biack: be tost e
Black in relation to the white war Some erities will take
it on themselves fo yemind ns that this proposition has a
converse, T sy that this is false, The black mun has no
oololepical resistanee in the cyes of the white man, Over-
night the: Kegra has heen ghren two fremaes of refencnce
within wwhich he hos Bad to place bimeclf, ITis metaphy sics,
ot, less prelcntionsly, his customy and the souroes on
whicl they were based, weee wiped out hecause they
were o eonflicl with a eivilization that he J3f ot koow
and that eprosed {Eself oo T,

The black man among his gwn in the byenticth century
coes oot know at what soment hiv infedority oomes int
being through Lhe ather, OF course T have tafked sbout the
black problem with felends, or, more rarcly, with Amed-
can MNegroes. Topelher we protestod, we asserted the
oguality of all mer in the world. Lo the Autilles there was
alio that little gull that extsls amony the dheost-white,
tha: mulatto, and the nigger. Bul I was satidhied with so
intellectual understandlng of these Yifferences, Tt was
not really drumutic. And then. .

And then the oocasion amse whin T had to meet the
white mans eves. An wofamiliar weight hurdened me.
The real wozld challengen] ruy oTaims, In the whibe workd
the man of color encounters diffienltics in the develop.
ment of hiz hodily schema. Consciousness of the bredy iy
solely a negaling activity, Tt iy & third-person conveigus-
ness. The body is swrmouoded by an stmospliere of cor-
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tain wncerfalnty, T kanow that if T want to smoke, T shall
have to rexch out wy dght arm and take the pack of
clgarcties lying at the other end of the table. The matches
however, are in the drawer on the left, and I shall have
to Jean back slightly. And all these movements are made
Bot out of hebit But out of implicit kngwledgn, A shvw
composition of my self as a body in the middle of &
spatial and temporal vrorld—such seems to be the schemg
It does not impoze itelf on mis; it 15, rather, 3 definitye
Mﬂﬁﬁnﬂﬁdm u_w.a the Rw M.H:% of the world=definitive le.
use ik creabcs a ro i !
e 1t ¢ lictic between miy body and
For several years certain labaraturies have been trying
bo produce a .M.M.Eﬂ for “lenegrification™ with all the
earnestness in the world, lahoratoriss have sterilize
test tuhes, checked their scales, emd mE—wE.Wm_w?mﬂ”_uMH
searches that might make it possible for the miserable
Negro to whiten hitself and thus to throw off the burden
of that corporval maledietion, Below the sorporeal schema
I had sketched a historico-racial schema, The eloments
that I uved bad bewn provided fur me not by “residnal
sewiations and pereeptions primarly of a fuctile vestih-
ular, kinosthetie, and visual character,™ but by the other
the A.EES man, who had woven ms out of o ﬁr_unwE_L
details, anecdotes, stories. T thonght et what T had in
hand was to comstruct a rhysiclogies! solf te balocs
space, to localice sensations, and here I was called on for
0T e,
Lok, a Negrol® It was en esternal stimulus that
m.ﬁmwmm over me as I passed by. I made a tight smile.
Lok, a Negrol™ It way tue. Tt amsed rna,

L. Jean Lhemnitte, L'moce de ng o
Hevoe critique, 1939, " Hw.wm e eorpy (Faris, Nouvella
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"Look, a Negrol” The eirel: was drawing a bit tighter.

I made oo secret of my amusement.

*Mama, see the Negro! I'm frightened!” Frightened!
Frightened! Now they were beginming to be afraid of me.
I made up my mind to leaugh myself tu tears, bot laughter
had become impossible.

I could no oogor laugh, becanse I already knew that
there were Jepends, storis, history, end above all kistoric-
iy, which I had leamed shout frown Jaspers. Then,
assailed at various points, the corporcal schema crembled,
its place taken by a racial epidermal schoma, In the train
it was no longer a question of heing sware of my bedy
in the third person bt in a triple person. To the traln
I wus given not one but twa, threo places. 1 had olready
stopped being amuosed. It wes oot that 1 was oding
fibirila coprdinates i the world, I existed biply: I oc-
cupied ypace. T moved toward the other . . . and the
ovaneseimt other, bostite but not opaque, transparent,
nok there, disappeared. Nausea. . . .

I was responsible at the same Hme for my body, b
my race, for my ancestors. I subjected myself to an ob-
jeebve examination, 1 discovered my Blackmess, oy otfmic
characteristics; and I was battered down by tom-toms,
canmibalism, intellectial deficiency, fetichism, racial de-
fucty, alave-ships, and above all else, above all: “Sho
good catin””

Om that day, eompletely dislocated, mmable to be abroad
with the other, the white man, who momercifully im-
prisoned me, T ook myself [or off from my ovn presence,
far indeed, end made myself an object. What else could
it be for me but an amputation, an excision, a hemorrhage
that spattered my whole body with black blood? But 1
did not want this revision, this themabzation. All T wanted
was to be a mhan ‘ameng 'other men. I wanted to come
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lithe and yomng inte a world that wes owrs and to help
to build it together.

Bot I rejectud all mnunfzotion of the emotlons. I
wanted ta be & man, nothing bat a man. Some identifed
we with ancestors of mime who bad been emslaved or
Lymched: I decided to accept this. It was on Bwe universal
Tove] of the intellect that I understoed this inner kinshlp
=1 waz the grandson of slaves In exactly the same way In
which President Lebrym was the grandson of tax-paying,
hard-wiorldog peasants. 1o the main, the panic soon
vanished,

In America, Negroes s sogrogated. In South Amedca,
Negroes are whipped in the shects, and Negro strikers
are cut down by maching-guns. In West Africa, the Nagoo
ir an animal. And there buside ree, my neighbor in the
university, who was horn in Algerls, told me: “As loog
as the Arab is treated Lke a man, no solution is possible.”

“Undezstand, 1y dear boy, color prejudice is some-
thing I find uiterly foreign. . . . But of course, come o,
sly, there is no polor prejudice among us. . . . Quite, the
Nogro i & man like ourselves. , . . If §s oot beeanse he is
black thet he ia Jess fntelllgent than we are. . .. I had a
Sonegalese buddy in the arny who was really clever. .. ."

Whera arn 1 bo be glassified? Ov, if you prefer, tucked
away?

"A Martinican, a notive of Spur’ pld colondes.”™

Whete ghall I hide?

“Took at the nigger] . ., Mama, a Negrg! . . . Hell, hes
getting mad, , , , Take no ngtlce, slr, be does not know
thet you are as cfvilized az we. .. "

My body was given bark b me sprawled oul, disborted,
eeulored, olad o wewrning in that white winter day.
The Megro is an animal, the Negro iz bad, the Negeo 15
mear, the Negra is ugly; Iook, & nigger, it's cold, the nigger
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is shivering, the nigger 1s shivering because he i eqld,
the Litle hogy is tembling because he is afraid of the
nipmer, the nigper 45 shivering with eold, that cold that
goes Lhrough your bones, the handsome little lwy f=
trembling horanse he thinks that the nigzer is quivering
with rage, the linde white boy throws himself inbe his
mrother’s avms: Mame, the nirger’s going to eat e op.

All round me the white man, ahove the sky tears at
its navel, the earth rasps aoder my feet, and theme is &
white song, @ white song. All this whileness that burns
me. ...

I sit devwn at the five and T become aware of ey uniform.
I had not seen it. It i3 indeed ugly. I stop there, for who
can tell me what beauty is?

Where shall I find shelter from now on? I f2ll en
easily identifiable doud mounking out of the conntless
facets of my being. I was about to be angry. The firo
was long since out, and omee more the nigwer was from-
bling.

*Look how handsome that Negro 451 .. .°

“Kixs the handsome Mepro's ass, madame!™

Shame flooded her fare. At Iast 1 was set free from my
rrnination. At the same tme I accomplished two things:
I idemtificd oy evemies and I mads & scene. A grand
slam. MNew ¢ne wonld be able to laugh.

The £eld of battle having been marked out, I entered
the Tisty,

What? While I was forgetting, loegiving, and wanting
ouly to fove, my message way flong heck in my face ke
a slap. The white world, the ooly honorable one, bareed
toe from all participation, A mam was expieted b0 behave
like & man. I was expocted to beheve ke a Black man—
o at least like a nigger. I shouted 2 grocting ko the warld
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and ihe world slashed away my foy. I was told to stay
within haunds, to go back where T Lelongnd.

They wonld zee, then] I had worned them, anyway.
Blavery? Tbwas no longee oy raentipoed, that uapleasant
wemoey. My supposed inferigeity? A hpas that it wae
betker to Jaogh at I furgst it =, but only oo oooditiom
that the woeld ot protect itself against me soy looger.
I hed incistes 4o ko T was sure they were strouy, Avd
besides. . . .

What! When it was I who had every reason to hate,
tn despize, 1 was rejected? When I should have been
bogged, implored, T was denied the slightest recognition?
I resclved, since it was impossible for me to get away
from an inbore sompler, to assert myself as a BLACK
MAN. Since the other hesitated to recognize me, there
remeined only coe solution: to make myself kmown,

In Antd-Semite end Jew (p. 95), Sartre says: “They
[the Jews] have allowed themsehves to be poisoned by the
stercokype that others have of them, and they live i fear
that their acts will correspond to this stereotype. . . . We
meay zay that their conduct is perpetually gverdetenmingd
froon the nyide”

All the same, the Jew can be unknown it his Jeadshnesy,
He is not wholly what be is. Une hopes, one waits, Fis
actioms, his behavior are the hinal determinant. He is
4 white man, snd. apart from some rather dchatable
characteristios, ke can sometimes go wnngtived, Ha be-
longs to the race of those whe since the hegiuning of time
Lkave never known conmibalism. What an idea, o est
ome's father! Simple enougl, one has only not to be a
uigger. (zranted, the Jews are harassed—what am T think-
ing of? They are hunted down, extermingted, cremated.
But these are little [amily guarrels, The Jew is disliked
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from the moment he is tacked down. But In my case
everything tokes on & nete guise. I am given np chance,
I am overdetermined from without. ¥ gw the slave oot
of the “idea” that others have of me but of my owmn
appeazance.

I move slowly in the world, azenstomed now to seek
0 longes for wpheaval, I progress by crawling, And
already I am being dissected under white eyes, the only
real eyes, I am fmad, Flaving adjncte] thelr microtomes,
they objectively cut swmy slices of my reality. Y am lafd
bare. I fecl, I so in those white faces that it iz not a new
mzn who has come in, but & new kdnd of man, a mew
genns, Why, it's a Negro!

I slip inte commers, and my long antenmaa pick up the
catch-phrases sttewn over the surface of things—nirger
onderwear smells of nigger—-nigger teeth are white—
niguer feet are big—the nigger’s barrel chest—I slip into
corners, I remazin silent, I stdve for anonymity, for in-
visihility, Louk, I will accept the lof, &y long &5 no one
nohices mel

“Oh, T want you to meet oy black fiend. . . . Aimé
Césairg, a black man and a university EEH._EE. .
Marlan Anderson, the finest of Negro singers. . . . Dr
Cobh, who fnvented white blood, iz 2 Negro. . mmﬁ
say hello to wy frlend m.dE Martigue (be nm.H._m».._H_. hes
extremely sensitive). ,

Shame, Sharne and mum.aa.sa?, Nauses, When people
like me, they tofl me it {s in spite of my color. When they
distike me, they point pub thet it is not because of my
coloe. Either way, I am locked into the infernal edvele.

I turn away from these inspectors of the Ark before the
Flood acd T attach myself to my brothets, Negroes lke
myszelf. To my herror, they too reject me, They are almost
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whits, And besides they are abouk to marry white women.
They will hawa children faintly tinged with brown. Wheo
Fonows, perhaps little by littla, . .

I had besm dresaning,

T want you to understend, sir, I am one of the best
friends the Negro has in Lyon,”

Tho e¢vidence was there, unalterable. My blackmess
wae Lhere, dark and wnarguable, And it tormented me,
pirsued me, disturbed me, angered me.

Negroes are savages, brubes, illiterates, Buot n my own
case T lmew that these statements were false. There was
a myth of the Negro that had to be desiroved at all custs,
The time had long sthee possed when a Negro priest was
ar oceasion for wonder. We had physicians, professors,
statesmen. Yes, but something out of the ordinary stll
clng to such cases. "We have o Senegalese history
teacker. He is quite bright. . . . Ouwr doctor 15 colored,
He is very geotle”

It wae always the Negro teacher, the Negro doctor;
brttle as ¥ was beocoming, I shivered at the slightest
pretext. T Inew, for instance, that if the physician made a
mistake it would he the ¢nd of kim and of 3]l thoss who
carae after him. Whyt could one expect, after all, from
a Negro physicien? As long as everything went well, he
was prafsed to the skics, bot look cut, mo nrosense, under
#ny conditions] The black physician can never be sure
how close be is 1o disgrace. T tell you, T was walled in:
No erceplion was made for oy refined mancers, or my
Inowledge of litersture, or my wmmderstanding of the
quantum theory.

I requested, T demanded explanations, Gently, jo the
tone 1hat one uses with a ¢hild, they intoduced me to
the edstenca of a cortain view that was held by certain
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penple, but, I was always told, “We must hope that it
wil very sopn disappear.” What wag it? Color prejudice.

It [colour projudice] is nothing miore thar the unreasoning
hatved of ane tace for another, the comtempt of the stompger
and tichea pooplos for thoee whem they consider inforicr
to themselves and Phe biter mesendrment of those who are
kept in subjocton am? are zo freguently insulted. Ax colour
is the most ohvicus oufward manlfestation of Tage it hus
bean mado the witcdon by which men sre judged, ime-
spective of their social or edueationel attainments, The light-
ghinned reces have come to desplsa all those of a darker
colonr, snd the dark-skinned peoples will no tonger accept
without protest the inferior position 1o which thay bave een
relegated ®

T b rend it rightly. Tt was Liate; T was hated, daspised,
detested, not by the neighlor acooes the street or my
cousin on Ty mothor's side, ot Ty an entive raca, I was
up against something wnrcasaoned. The psychoaalysts
gay that nothing 5 more tranmatizing for the young child
than his encounters with what is ratiored. T wonld persin.
ally sav that for 2 map whoss only weapon 15 reason Lheee
is nothing miore meurctic than contact with wnreasgn,

I fde knife blades open within me. I resolved to Jefend
wyself. Ax 2 good taclician, I intended to rationalize the
world grd by show the white man that he was mistaken.

I the: Jew, Jeao-Taul Sartre says, there is

& gark of impossloned fmperfalizon of roason: for he wishes

nat oily b convinee others that he is right; hiz gpal is o

perseade them that there 45 an absolute and vmoonditioned

valua to ratlonalism, He feels himsalf to be 2 missonary of

the webversal; sgadnst the universality of the Catholie roli-

£, % Alen Boms, Cofour Profudics (Tiomcom, Allnn and Unwie,
18433, p. 16,
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glon, from which ke i exchuded, he asserts the “catholicity™
of the rptional, an instrument by which do attzin to the
truth and estzhlish a sphitugl hond ameng mon®

And, the authoy adds, theugh there may be Jews who
have made intnition the hasie categoey of thelr philosophy,
thetr fobultbon

has ng rercmblance to the Pasewlian suldletly of spirit, and
it iz this Jather—hased on 2 thowswnd imperceptible pareep-
tinns—which tn the Jew suees iy worst enemy. As for Berg-
zan, bis philosophy offers Hee curiows sppesrance of an
anbi-intclleetnalist doctrine eonstructed enticely Ty the mest
ratinnal and most criodd of fotellipences, It 5 theongh
argoment that he cstublishes the exilence of pure duration,
of philisophic intuition; and that very inleition which dis-
vowers turation o life, is itself unlversal, sines soyone my
practivs it, end it leads toward the unlversal, sines fts objects
an be mamed ond coneeived®

With enthusiasm I set to cataloguing and probilog my
surronndings. Ay Himes changrsd, sne Land seen the Catholie
religion at first justify and then condemn slavery a2od
rrejudices. Bt by referring everything to the idea of the
dignity of man, one had Hpped prejudice to shrods
Alter twuch reluctimee, the seientisty had eouveded that
the Wegro was a human being; in vivo ond in citre the
Negro bad been proved analopous to the white mam:
the same morphology, the same histolomy, Resson was
confident of victory on every level I put all the parts
back together. But I had to change my tune.

That victory played cat sud mouse; it made 2 fuol of
ma, A3 the other put it, when I was prosent, it was not;

3 Anti-Semite ond Jew (Mew Yook, Grove Press, 1360), pp.
1r2-118,
4. Dhid, po 135
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when it was there, I was np longer, In the abstract there
was agreement: The Negro is a human being That i
to say, amended the lugs fvnly convineed, that like us
b has his heart on the left side. Bul on certain points the
white man remained intractable. Under e conditions
did he wish any intimacy between the taces, for it is a
trulsm that “crossings between widely different races can
Lywey the physical and mental level. . . . Until we have
mare definlte knowledge of the effect of ruec-crossings we
shall certainly do best to avoid crossings betwesn widely
different races”™

For muy own part, I would certainly koow how to react.
And in one sense, if T were askead for a defindbon of my-
self, T would say that I am ons who waits; T investizate
my surommdingy, I interpret eyeryihing in berms of what
1 dizcover, I become sensitive.

In the first chapter of the history that the olthets have
compiled for me, the foundation of cannituabisn has heen
made eminently plaim i urder thet Twnay wgt Yose sight of
it. My chromosomes were suppused to have a fow Ihicker
or thinner penes representing canmibalism, In addition to
the sex-linked, the scholars had now disvovered the ractol
tinked." What a shameful science!

Dot I onderstend this “pevehological mechanivm.” For
it iy & matter of common knowledge that the mechanism
I5 only peycholugleal. Two centuries ago I way Just to
hominaity, I was o dave forever, And then came muen who
i that it all had goae on far too long, My tenaciousness

F. Jo Alred Mjoen, ~Hammondc and Fhshuroeomie Hives-omsss
ings,” The Second Inlernatienal Coapress of Eugenics [1921%,
Eugandes In Race onad Stete, vol. 11, po 6, guated fo Sir Alsn Hurns,
G cit, p. 120,

B. In English i the crignal. (Tranclutues note. b
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AId the rest, I was saved from the elvilizing deluge., I have
gone foreard,

Ton late, Everyihing is anticipated, ihonght out, demon-
strated, mande the wost of. By trealing Lands boke hold
of nothing: the wein has been mined out. Too latel But
onee again T want o nrderstand,

Since the time when someone first mourned the fact
that he had amived too late and everything had been
said, a wostalgia for the past has seemod to perslst Is
this that lost ariglnal paradise of which Otto Rank speaks?
How many such wmen, apparently tooted ka the worab of
the world, have devoted thelr lives to studying the Delphic
oracles or exhansted themselves in attempis to plot the
wanderings of Ulysses! The pan-spiritualists seek to prove
the existence of z soul in animals by using this arpument:
A dog lies down on the grave of his master and starves
to death there. We had to wait [or Janet to demonstrate
that the aforesaid dog, in conteast to man, slaply lacked
the: vapagity o liquidate the past. We speak of the glory
of Greure, Artand says; but, he adds, if wodern man can
n) longer understand the Choephorof of Aesebylus, it #
Asschylus who is fo blame. It is radilion to which the
anti-Sernites tun in order to mound the validity of fheir
“point of view,"” It is tradition, it is that Joog historical pust,
it is Wt hlood relation between FPasral and Descartes,
that {z invoked when the Jew is bold, “There 15 ng poy-
gibilitr of vour Luoding a place in soclety” Not Joog wue,
ore of thnse pood Frenchmen sail in 3 train whers I
was sibting: “Just let the real French virbugs heep going
and the race iz safe. Mow moce than cwer, sationsl union
must be made a reality. Let's have an end of internal
atrife! Let’s [ace up to the foreigners (here be turped
toward my corner } no matter who they ane”
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Tt sk Be sabd I his defepse that Le stonk of choan
wine: I he had been capsble of it, Le would have kild
me thut my anancipated-slve Blond condd not possibly
Tz atirred iy the name of Villon or Taine.

An gnirage]

The Jew and I Since I was not saiisfed to be racialized,
by & lueky barn of fate T was hmaized. T joined the JTew,
iy Leother in misery.

An oulrge!

At first thoupht it may seem strange that the anti-
Semile’s ontlock shendd be related to that of the MNegro-
phube. Tt was my philosophy prolessor, & native of the
Antilles, who recalled the fact to me one day: “When-
cver you bear auyone abuse the Jewy, pay abtention,
hicauye L & talling aboat you” And I found that he
wis nniversally gl [—Ine which ! meaot that T was answer-
abds inwy hody and inomy heaet far what was dore to my
hrother, Later T realised thal he meant, guite simply, an
anti-Sernite 45 foevikdbly ent-Nege,

You come too late, moch too late, Thoere will always be
g woeld—a white world—between you and ws . . . The
other’s total inabillty to liquidate the pust oure 2nd {or
6ll. In the face of this affectve ankylosis of the white
mar, It s undestandable that T could have mxde up
roy mbnl 14 oller iy Megro ooy, LitAe by litte, putfing
vt prcndopodia bere and there, I seceeled o race, And that
raee staguered muder the horden of a basle element. What
was 29 Rhyilie! Liclen ko g sioger, LAopold Senplhor:

1t 15 the thing that is mest perceplibla and Tease marerfal.
It iz the archotype of Fawe vital element, It 35 e Jrst cone
dirlon and the halmark of Acf, o8 Breath 15 of We: breath,
vihich aocelerntos or slows, which beeones even or agika bed
aczording o the tensdva o 1be odividoal, ibe degres and
the natore of his emobion, This s chythen s irs primondizl
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purity, this iz rhythm n the masterpfeces of Megon art,
exproially soulptura. It is composed of 2 theme—sculpiural
furm—which fr st fn oppostion to & sister theme, as inhaly-
Hon i to vabslation, and that is ropeated. Tt s not the kind
of symmotry that gives rise b monotomy: thythm s alive,
it is Froe, . . . This is hew rhythm affacts what fs Leust ivlel-
Jewtnul in we, tyrannically, to make us ponckrete to the spiri-
tuality of the object: aod that character of abuodon which i3
ours is itself chythmic.®

Had I read that right? I read it again with redoutled
atteativn, From the opposite end of tha white world a
magical Nepro culture was hailing me. Negro sculpiore!
I Legan to flush with pride. Was this sur salvation?

I hod rationalized the world and the world had rejected
me on ihe basis of color prejudice. Since no agroement
was possible on the level of reason, 1 threw myself back
tovard unreason. It was up to the white man to be more
imational than I Out of the necessities of my sbruggle
I had chosen the method of regression, but the fact re-
mained that it was an unfamilisr wezpon; here I am at
kome; T am made of the irational; I wade in the imational.
Up to the neck in the imutional. And now how my voice
vibrates!

Thoze who invented nefther gunpowdar nov the compass
Theoer wha never lezrned to eooquer stearmn o aleckricdity
Those who e explored the zean or the skies

Bat they koow the farthest comers of the land of anguish
These whu never koew ay journey save that of abductm
Thrwse wlwy learned to koeel in docility

Those who were demesticated and Christismized

Those who were injected with bastardy, . ..

T. "Cr yoe Thinnmve niode epporte,” in Claude Nordey, L'Homme
de coukoerr [ Parls, Flan, 1939}, pp. HE-G10,
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Yes, all those are my brothers—a “hitter brotherhood'
imprisans all of ws slike. Having stzted the minor thesis,
I went overboard after something else.

. Bt those withput whim the sarth would oot be
the: easth

Tumescence all the moe frifthol

tham

the empty lond

still muee the land

Storehouse to guard and vipen all

on earth that is most carth

My blackoess is no stone, {3 deafness

burled against the clanor of the day

My hlackness i= oo drop of lifeless water

on e dead eyo of B world

" My blackness i neither a tower nor & cathedeal

Tt {heusts into the red fesh of e sun

It thrusty into the burping Bush of the sk

11 holiows through the dense dismay of its own
plllar of puticncs®

Eyah! the tom-fom chatters out the eosmic message.
Crmly the Negro has the capacity to convey it, to decipher
ity mesning, its import Asbide the world, my stong
hael: sporring into the flanks of the world, I stare into
the shouldess ol the world s the celchrant stares at the
midpoint between the eyes of the sacrifiefal victim,

But they abonden themselyes, pessessed, to the essence
of all things, knowing nothing of exteroals hut possessed by
the movement of all things

mmcaring to subdue but playing the play of the wrgrled
truly the ghdest sons of the world

B Aimé Clcaire, Cahter Tk retour d poys sete! (P, Pré-
gonce Adrivaine, L9EBY, po- T7-78.
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open to afl the breaths of the world

resting-place of all the winds of the warld

undrained bed of all the waters of the world

spatk of the saered fire of the Wirld

flesh of the flesh of the world, throbbing with the
very movesent of the world®

Elood! Elood! . . . Birth! Ecstasy of becomingl Three-
quarters engulfed in the confusions of the day, I feel
myzelf redden with blood. The arterdes of all the world,
cotvulied, torn away, uprooted, have tumed twward me
and fed me.

“Bliwnd! Bload! All gr Bload stirred by the male heart
of the sun."*

Sacrifice was & middle polnt between the creation and
myself—now I went back no looger to sources but to The
Source. Nevertheloss, one had to distrust rhythm, earth-
mother love, this mystle, carnal mardage of the groap
end the cozmgs.

In La vie sexuelle en Afrigue noive, a work slch in per-
ceptions, De PAdrals iaplies thet always in Africa, zn
matter what field is studicd, it will have & certain magico-
socizl strocture. He adds:

All these are the elements that one Bods ggain on a st
greater soele i the demaln of sectet socieles, To the exs
tent, moreover, to which persons of elther sex, subjected to
citenmeision during pdplescencs, are boomd under penalhy
of death not b soveal to the uninitiated what they have
experieneed, and o the extont to which initdatlon hito a
secret society slways cucites to acty of seered Jove, there ks
gnod groond e conelude by viewiog Both male and female

o, ibid, p. 74,
10 1., p. T8,
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givcumncizion and the rites that thoy embellish as constitu-
Hya of mingr scoret sucdedigs.’™

I walk om white naily. Sheets of weater threaten nay soul
on fire, Face to face with Phese rites, T am doubly alert.
Black mapicl Orgies, witches” sabbaths, heatlen cere-
monies, amulels. Coitus is sn oecasan to call on the gods
of the olan. Tt iz o saeved ach, g, abeslute, bringing
trvisible forees inlo action. What is ooe to think of all
these manibestations, all these initiations, 21l these acts?
¥rom very dircoetion T am assaulted by the obscenity of
dances and of words. Almost ab my ear ther: & ¢ song:

Tirst enar henrls borned hat

Mow they are cold

AR we Huink of now 13 Lewo

When we retwri to the village
When we see the grear phallus

Ah herse then we will ke Lo

For pur parts will be dry and elean.2®

The soil, which only a momeut age was still & tamed
steed, begins to revel. Are these virgin, these wympho-
manizes? Black Magle, primitive meotality, animism,
animal eroticism, it all Boeds over me. ANl of it Is typical
of peoples that have uat kept pace with the evolution of
the: human race, Or, if one pwefers, this is homadty at
itz Joweagt, Maving meached this point, T was long neluetant
to eovnmmit myself. Aygrossion was Lo the stars. I had o
choose. What do I mean? I had no choice. . . .

Yes, we aro—we Negroes—backward, simple, free in
our behavior. That is becanse for us the bedy is not scre-

11 De Pédrals, La vle sexueila e Afrlqua noleg (Faris, Payot},
. B3,
F 12. A M. Verpiat, Les rler seoreta der primétify de FQuhangul
{Faviz, Fayot, 1831), p. 113
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thing opposed to what vou call the mind. We are in the
world. And long live the couple, Man and Farthl Besides,
our men of latters helped me fo convings yoo; your white
cfvilization overlools subtle dcles and sensitivity, Listen:

Emotive sensitbvity. Emotion &5 completely Negro m
reqson I Greekt® YWater rippled by every brocze? Une
gheltared sovl blown by every wind, whosc fruit oftn drops
before it Is ripeP Yes, in one way, the Negm today is richer
in gifts than i wprks. 1 Byt the troc thmsts its rooty inta the
earth, The river muns deep, carmying precious seeds, And,
the Afro-American poct, Langston Hughes, says:

I have Impwn rivers
ancient dark rivers

mry soul huy grown deep
like the deep dvers.

The very vature of the Negrd's anatim, of his sensibivity,
furthermore, explaing his atftode toward the object pers
cehrod with such basic inbensity, Tt 1s an abeandon tiet be-
ooies nead, an active state of communion, Indeed of fdentifi-
cation, however negligible the action—TI almost said the pee-
sonality—of the object. A rhythmice atituds: The adfective
dhould be kept In mimd 2

50 here we have the Negro rehabilitated, “standing
Before the bar” roling the world with his intnition, the
Megro recognized, set on his feet agoin, songht alter,
taken up, and he Js a Negro—ng, he is not a Negro bat the
Negro, exciting the ferund antennae of the world, placed
in the foreground of the world, raining his poetic power
on the warld, “open to all the breaths of the werld” I
embrace the world] I am the world! The white man hay

I8, My ialics—T'.F.

14 My stalics—F.F.

15, Léopold Sangher, “Ce qua Fhomrg noir wpperte,™ in Nordey,
op. oit, p 205,
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aever understond this magie substitution. The white man
wants the world; he wants it for himself alone. He findy
himsalf predestized master of this world. He enslaves it
An sequisitive relation is established between the world
and him. Dut there exist othur valoes that fit only wmy
forms. Like 5 magiecian, [ rebbed the white man of "2
certaln waorld” forever alter lost to him and his, When
that happened, the white man must have been rocked
buckward by a force that he conld mot identify, so Utk
wsed as he is to such reactions, Somewhers beyond the
ohiective world of farms and bensna trees and rubher
trees, I had subtly brought the real world into being. The
cssenee of the world was my fortone. Batween the world
and me a telation of cosxistence was established, T had
discovered the primeval One. My “speaking hands” torg
at the hysterical throat of the world, The white man had
the angulshed feeling that [ was escaping from hie and
that I was taldng something with me, He went through
my pockets. He throst probes into the least elreunmvolu-
tione of my brain, Everywhere he found ooly the obvicus.
50 it was obvious that I had a secret. I was inteeromabed;
twning away with an alr of mystery, I murmmered:

Tokowaly, uncle, do yon rememher the nights gnne by
\When my head welghed heavy oo the back of your patience

or

Halding iy hond your hand led me by shadows and signa

The felds are fowers of glowworms, stars hang on the
bashes, om the Tees

Silenee is everywhera

Only the seents of the jungle hum, swarms of reddish
beses thiat pverwhelm the erickets’ shrall sounds,

Aod ervered tom-tom, hreathing in the distanca of the

.p‘c_unpw_.““.urnﬁ&vc you liském to what cannot be heard, and
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yoir explain tn me what the ancestors ara saying in the
ligui catm of the constellations,
The bull, the reorpion, the lenpard, the elephant,
Aod the: fsh wa lmowr,
And the white pomp of the Spirts in the heavenly shell
that hag po end,
Bot ngw crmey the radiance of the goddess Moon
simd by wedls of the shadowrs B3l
Night of Africa, my black night, mystical and bright, Black
and shining.®
I made myself the poet of the world. The whitz man
bad found & poetry in which there wag nothing prelie.
The eoul of the white man was cormupted, and, 29 T was
told by a frfend who was a teacher in the Unitid Stales,
“The presenow of the Negroes beside the whites is in &
way an insurancs polley on bumanmess. When the whites
feel that they have become top mechanized, they twm Lo
the men of color end ask them for a litite human susten-
ance.” At lzst I had been recognized, I wes no longer a
ZEITh
I had so0on to change my tune, Only momentarily at a
loss, the white wman explained to me that, genetically, T
represented a stage of development: “Your properties have
been exhansted by us. We have had carth wystics such as
you will never sppriogch, Stody oo history and you will
so how far this fiesion hay gone™ Then T had the feeling
that T was repeating 2 cycle. My originality had been
torn ont of me. I wept » long time, and then I began 10

 live agafn. But I was hamted by a galaxy of erosive

sterectypes, the Negro's el generis odor . . . the Kegro's
s generdy good nabawe . . . the Negro's sl penerls gul
”—.Em—u._..wu_.... L

E“m_ Léopold Sengher, Chants dombre (Prxs, Editions dn Seul,




130 | Black Skin, Whits Masks

I had teled to flee myself twough my lind, but the
whites had thrown themselves oz me and hamstong
me. I tested the limits of my cssence; beyond all doubt
there was not muck of it left. Tt was here that I made my
most remarkable dscovery. Propenly spealking, this <is-
covery was a redisuovory.

I rummaged frenstically through all the antiquity of the
black man. What I fomd there took awsy my breath. In
his book Lobolition de Teselovage Schoelcher presented
us with compelling argmments. Since then, Frobenins,
Westarmann, Delalosse—all of thet white—had joined the
chorus: Ségou, Djennd, cities of more than a hondred
thousand people; accounts of learned blacks {doctors of
thenlogy who went to Mecoa to interpeet the Eoran ). All
of that, exhumed frin the past, spread with its insides ont,
made it possible for me to {nd a valid historie place, The
white man was wrong, 1 was not a primilve, not even 4
helf-tian, T belonged v a race that hed already been
wirking in gold and silver two thousand years agp. Amd
too there was something clse, something clse that the
white man conld not understand. Listen:

What sort of men were these, then, who had heen o
gway from their familles, their countries, their religions,
wilh & savagery mparalleled in histary?

Geptle mem, polite, considerate, unguestionahly suptrioc
to 1hose who tortured them—that eollection of adventurers
who slashed and vinlated and spat os Alviea b make the
stipping of hor the easier.

The men they teok away kmow how to builld houses,
poverh BmpiTes, trect clties, culthate Belds, mine ko mctals,
weave cotton, foarge steel.

Their religion hard fiz own heauty, based on mysteal
connectons with the founder of the city, Their customs. wers
plemsdng, buflt oo unity, kindnass, respect T agey
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Mo coercion, only mutnal asristance, the joy of living, 2
free acoaptance of discipline.

Order—Earmestness—Poeny and Freedom,

From the untronbled private citizen ko the smost fabo-
lous Iezder thers was an unhroken chain of understarding
nd bwst, Mo selence? Indeed ves; hnr aleo, to protoct them
from fapr, they possessed gveat myths in which the mast
fubtle ghservation and the wost daving imagination were
belanced and hlendad, Mo aetP They had their magnificent
srlpture, in which human faeling empbed so unrcstrained
yat almays bllowed the olsessive laws of thythm in its
trganization of the major elements of a materdal called upon
to capture, In grder to tedistribuibe, the most seerct forces of
the univerga, .. A7

tonumnents In the very heart of Afriea?® Schools? Hospl-
tali? Nat & ainglo good burgher of the twentleth century,
ng Durand, na Srdth, no Drown even suspecis that such
things existed in Africa hefore the Europeans came. . . .

But Schoetcher reminds us of thelr presence, discovered
by Cuaillé, Mellien, the Conder brothers, And, though he
nowhere rerminds us (hat when the Portuguese Ianded on
tha banks of the Congo I 1458, ther foomd o rich ood
Aourishing state there amd that the cometiars of Ambas were
dressed In robes of silk and brocade, ot Teast he knowws that
Aflca hod brought irself wp ta & juridical concepr of the
mete, and he is aware, living in the very food of fmperizl-
iem, that Furopesn ofdlization, after all, iz only one more
ahvilization among many—and not the most mergifal 18

I put the white man beck inte his place, growing
halder, I fostled him and teld him point-blank, “Cet nsed
to me, I am not petting vsed to anyous” X shinted my
laughter to the stars. The whitz man, T could seq, was

I7. Almé Ofsaire, Intredecting to Victor Schieloher, Exclioege
o colunirrtion {Paris, Presses Tiiversityives da Franca, 1348), p. 7.
15, 1hid, p. B
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resentful. His reaction time lagged interminably. ... T had
wor. I was fubilant.

"Lay aside your hiskory, your havestipations of the
past, and try to feel yourself into one ehythm, In a socicty
guch as owus, industrishized o the highest degree, domis
raled by seientism, there iy no Jonger room for your sen-
silivity. Cne must be tough if one i 10 be allowed fo lve.
What matters now is oo longer playlng the game of the
world but subjugating it with integers and atoms. Oh,
certainly, I will be told, now and then when we are wormn
out by our lives tn biz buildings, we will tum Lo you as
we do 1 our children—to the innocent, thy ingenunus, the
spombauegns. We will Lo to you as to the childhood of
the wadd You are so weal in your life—so fuumy, that is.
Let ws nun away for o linle while from our dholized,
polite civilization and let us relax, bend to those heads,
those adurshly exprissive faces. In @ way, you reconcile
uy with pursehes™

Thus sy unreason was conntered with reasom, my
reasan with “real reason.” Every hand was a Insing hand
for mu. I analyzed my heredity, I made a complste andit
of my allment. I wanted to be typicatly Negro—it was no
Yonger possitile. I wanted to be white—that was a joke
And, when I trled, on the level of ideas and intellectnal
activily, by ceclalon my nepritude, it was snatched sway
fram me. Proof was presented that my effort was only a
tirm i the dialectic:

But thers is something more impertant: The Wegra, as we
have =id, creates an anbi-racist rzcism for himeelf Tn no
gesz does be wish to role the world: Ilc soclm the abolition
of all ethnde privileges, whereyer they eome from; he asscris
hix solidavity with the oppreswed of all colges. At gnca the
subjeclive, exlstential, sthmic idea of negritude “passes,” as
Hepel puts it, [nte the objuctve, positve, cract idea of
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prolztaniat, “For Césafre,” Senghar says, “the white nun is
the symbol of capital oz e Negro Bs thet of labor, . . . Be-
vomed the black-ghkinmed men of Lis race it is the battle of the
wrorld proletariat that is his song.”

That iz mesy to say, but less easy to think out. Amd un-
doubtedly it is 7o colneddence ihat the most adent pocts of
regritudn are gt the game Home militent Mo,

But theat doss not prevent the idea of rave from mingling
with that of class: The first iz concrete und perticular, the
mocnd I3 universal and absteect; the vue stems from what
Jumpers cally understanding and the wiher frow tcRection;
the first iz the tesult of a psychobicfugtical moeretism and
tha seegmed s 4 methodical constroeBon based on CXQITIGOE,
In fact, nogrinude appeacs as Lhe minor berm of 2 disdectics]
progression: Tha thearatical and prictival sssertion of the
aupremacy of tho white man is its thesis; the position of
nagritude as an gntitherfal value & the moment of ueg-
abivity. But this negative moseut is irsnffcicnt hy iteell, and
the Negeoes whe emoploy [t keww this vy well; they know
that it is intended to prepave the syothusis ar realization of
the human in 3 sociely wilbout naees, Thus negritude i3
the root of its owm destruclion, it ix u tfrunsifon and not a
foaclugion, 2 means and ot su olbmate cnd L0

When T read that page, T felf that T had been robled
of my last chance. T said to my frlends, “The wonerstion
of the younger black poets has just solfered o Tlow that
can never be forgiven.” Help had been sought frum a
friend of the calored peoples, and hat Ielend had fonnd
no better response thaw to point ant the reletivity of what
they were doing. For once, that bom Ilegelian had lor-
gotten that conseionsness hay to lose ftself in the nighl of
the absolute, the only conditivn to attuin to conscious-

13, Jean-Fuul Surtre, Orplufe Noi, preface to Awthelople de b
nouvells podsle ndgre ef malgarhe (Favis, Pretses Universiteires de
France, 1948}, pp. a0 iL.
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ness of sell. Tn oppositiom to rationallsm, he sumanoned up
the negative side, but he forgot that this negativity dravws
i worth Fom an almost sulwtaolve absolutencss. A
conseliusness committed to cxporience iz ignorant, has
to ho ignorant, of the essences und the determinationy
of ibs lwing

Crohée Noir is a date jn the intellectualization of the
expericnce of being blaek And Sartre's mistake was not
ouly Lo sesk the source of the source but in a ceclain
seuse to block that sonree:

Wil the spurce of Poetry be dried up? Ot will the great
black Mocd, in spite of everylhing, color the sea ule which
it poins dtecti® Tt does pol mattsr: Tvory age has [ts omm
poetry; in cvery age the clroumstancos of hislory cheose 8
natinm, 2 race, A vless to take up the bk by oreating situ-
ationa that can be expressed or trancecedied oaly throngh
Foctry; rometimes the poetie impulse coincides with the
revplutipnary impulse, aed sometimes they tale different
courses. Todey let g hadl tha trn of history that will make
it possible for e black ren to wtter “the great Negro
ery with a foree that will shabe the pillues of the world”
[CAnaine )=

And o it iz not T who make a meanlng [or myself, but
it iz the mewning that was already there, pre-existing,
waiting for me. 1t 35 not out of my bad nigger's misery,
my bad nigeers teeth, my bad niggees hunger that I
will shape a toreh with which to burn down the world,
but it is the torch that was alveady then:, walting for
that tum of histyry.

In terms of consciowstess, the black consclousaess is
held out s an absolute density, as filled with imelf, a
stage preceding any invasien, any abolition of the ego by

" 20, Tuid, p. .
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desire. Jean-Paul Surtre, iz this work, has destroyed black
zeal. In opposition to historical bocoming, therc had
nlways been the unforcsepable T needed bo ae myself
completely in negritude. One day, perhaps, iu the depths
of that unhappy romanticisn, . . .

In any cass I needed not to know. This struggle, this
new decling had to take on an aspect of completeness,
Mothlog s mote wowelcome Lhan the commonplace:
"¥ou'll change, my boy; I was like that too when I was
young . . . youll see, it will gl pass™

The dislectlc that Lbrivgs neressfty fnty the foundztion
of my Freedom drives me oot of mopself. B oshatters my
unreflected posttion. SUI in Lerme of conseitnsaess, hlaek
consciousness = inumanent o ifs own eéyes. I am nob &
potentiality of something, T am wlolly what I 2m. T do
not have to Jook for the universal, No probability has any
place inside me. My Negro conscitumess does not hold
itzelf out as a lack, Tt fs. Tt is its own follower,

But, T will ba told, your statements show a misreading
of the processes of history. Listen then:

Africa ] have kept vour merory Aftica

you are fnside me

Like the splinter kv the wound

lke g guardion fetish o thw conter of the ¥illage
make: me the stons in yaur sling

meke my moueh the lips of your womd

ke my kmoes the broken pillars of your abasement
AND YET

I want tg be of your race algna

werkers peacents of all Tands | . |

« o« whibe worker n Detrpit hlack peon in Alebama
unepuntabls natino o capicalist slavery

destimy rangvs ws shoulder to shoulder

repudisting the ancient raledictions of bloed teboos
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we roll away the ruing of our solitindes
If the flond 1= a frontier
we will sielp the gully of itz endless
covering {low
1 the Sisrra 15 a frontier
wre will smash the jaws of the volenoss
uphalding the Cordilleras
anl the plain will be the parada ground of the dawm
where we regrovp our ovces somdered
by the deeedts of our masters
g the eomradicton anaong the features
creates the harmoemy of fhe Face
we proclaim the oneness of the suffering
and the revolt
of all the perples on &1l the fame of the earth
and we mix the meater of the age of hrotherhgod
out of the dust of idols ™
Exactly, we will reply, Negro experdenee i oot a whole,
for there it not memely ong Negro, there gre Negroes
What a difference, for instance, in this glher paem:

The white man killed my father

Becomze my {ather was poowd

The whits man taped my swotber

Becouze my mother was beainiful

The white man wore cut my brother in the hot sun
ol the roads

Becanze my hrother was strong

Then the white man caome to me

His hands red with blood

Spat his contempt Inte iy black face

Ot of his tyrant’s voice:

"Hey boy, u basln, a tewel, water,™

21. Jueryues Boamain, “Bois-d Ebine,™ Prelods, In Antholople de
Tz rouceila podeta wdgra el malgeche, p. 113,
22, Levid 1Mop, “Le fomps do martyrs,” in f4d., p. I74.
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Or this other ome:

My Yrother with teeth that plisten ot the complionents
of hypocrites

My brother with gold-dimmed spectacles

Ower eyes that toen blue st the sound of the Mastess
wikca

My poor brother In dinner faclket with s silk lapels

Clucking and whizpering and siruttlng theough the
graving yooms of Condescension

Hew pathetie you are

The sun of your native counbry = nothing nvore now
than a shadow

O your composed civilized face

And your prandmother’s ot

Brings Blushes Into cheeks made white by years of
abasement and Mee ondpe

But when yegurgltaring the flood of Tolty empry words

Like the load that presses on vowr shoulders

Your wolk agaio on the rough red earth of Africa

Theze words of anguish will state the rhythm of your
ueasy Fait

"I feel 2o alons, 5o 2lone here!®®

From timc to time one would like to stop. To state
veadity is a woaring tack, But, when one has faken it into
cme's head to bry to cxpress exdstence, one runs the risk of
fnding cnly the nommistent, What is certain is thal, at
the vory moment when T was frying Lo grasp my own
being, Sartre, who mmsined The Other, gave me 4 name
and thos shattered my List llusion, While T was saying
to him:

"My negritude it meither 8 tower tie 3 cathedml,
it thousts into the ped flech of the sun,
it thrusks intg the buruing fesh of the sky,

. Dayid Diep, “Le Renfiget.”
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&t hollows thromgh the dense dismey of its owm pillar
of patiencs ., "

while I was shonting, that, in the paroxyam of my being
and my fury, he wos remiading me thal wmy Blaclknesy
was only a minor tormn, Tn all trath, in all troth I tell you,
my shoulders slipped gut of the framework of the world,
wy feet could no longer foel the tonch of the ground. With-
out 2 Negro past, without a Negro luture, it wis impossible
for me to Jive moy Negrohuml. Not yet white, no lomper
wholly hlack, 1 was dammed, Jean-Faul Sartre had [or-
gotten 1hat the Negro suffers in his body quits differently
from the: white man.® Between the white man and me the
connection was ivevocably one of franscendsmee®

Tt the constancy of my love had been forgotiom. I
defined wysell s an absoluty intenslty of beginning. 5o
I touk up oy negritude, and with tagrs in my eyes I put
ite machinery topether again. What had been broken fo
picees was rebullt, reconstrreted by the intultive lianas
of my hanmds.

My ory grow wore violent: Tam a Negrg, T am a Negro,
I am a Megro. . ..

And there was wiy pooy brother—living out his nearosis
to the wtreme and Anding himself paralyzed:

m MEck: T can't, ma'an,
Lz Why nod?

E4. Theugh Sartre’s sprealations on the existence of The Other
may be comoot §to the ectest, wa naust vemamber, to which Bemg
and Mothinguess desoribes an alienated conscinusness), their appli-
cutivn b g black ecnaclousness proves fulluciguy, Thit i Becaza the
white man iz not oty The Other but also Lthe magter, whethar raal
o imagmary.

25, In the st In which the wmrd iz used Ly Jean Wahl in
Erintence hymging ¢ Iranscendenoe [(Mowchditel, La Bweonniire,
1odd].
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‘E NEcH: I ean't shopt white Folks.

aezrx; Really! That wonld Dothor them, wouldn't it?

THE Beawo: Theyre white folks, ma'am.

Loz Sp whatt Mayhe they got 2 maht to hleed vou Jike
= pig Just because they're white?

THE wEceh: Hub they'ra white folks.

A feeling of inferiority? Me, a feeling of nonexstence.
fin {3 Negro as virtue is white, All those white men 1o e
Eoap, guus In their hands, cannot be woong, T am goilty,
1 do not know of what, but I koow that T am oo goeod.

THE NEcuo! Thats huaw It goes, ma'am. That's bow it alweys
goes with white folks,

Lmrak; You too? You feel sadty?

THE NERAC; Ve, maad

It iz Bigrer Thomas-he is afraid, b is torribly afraid.
He iz rfraid, but of what Is he afradd? OF himself. No
ore knows yet who e i, tat he koows that fear will
Bl the world when the world finds put, And when the
world knows, the wirld always expects something of the
Megro, He is afraid lest the warld know, he is afeaid
of the fear that the world would tee] if the wald knew.
Like that old woman on her knees who begged we to
tle her to her Lid:

“T just Jmow, Docior: Any minute that thing will take
ho!d of me™

“"What thinpg?™

"The wanting to kil myself. Tic me down, I'm afraid,”

In the ¢nd, Digger Thomas acts. To put an end 1o his
tensfon, he acts, he responds to the worlds anbieipation 3t

8. Jean-PanT Sartre, The Rezpectful Prostitete, in Thros Plria
{New York, Enopt, 1949), pp. 189, 101 Crigiinuly, Le Puksin
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B by Merk fcbsoo

47, Richard Wriglt, Netive Son {New Tork, [larper, 10d0),
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So 1t is with the characler in 3f He Hollers Let Him Go**
—who does precizely what he did not want #o do, That
bix blonde who was ghvavs o his way, weak, scosyal,
offered, open, fearing {desiring} rape, became his mis-
tress in the end.

The Nego i3 & toy 1o the while man’s hands; so, In
order to shatter the helllsh oyle, he explodes. T cannat
go to 2 Blm without secing mysclf, T wait for me, Io the
interval, just befors the Hlm starts, I wait for me. The
peopls in the theator are watching me, examining me,
waititng for me. A Negro moom is poing to appear. My
heart makes my head swim.

The orippled veteran of the Pacille war says to my
Brother, “Tiesign yourself to your color the way I got
wied to my stump; we're both vietime ™

Nevertheless with all my strength I refuse to ancept
that amputation. I fecl v royself & soul s fmmense as
the world, truly 2 soud as deep as the deepest of divers,
my chest has e power to sxpand without limit. T am
o master and T an advised to adopt the bumility of the
cripple. Yesterday, awalening to the world, I saw the
gky tun upon itself utterly and wholly. I wanted fo eiso,
but the disemboweled silence [ell back upon me, lts wingy
paralyzed. Without responsibillty, straddling Nothingnoss
and Infinity, I began to weep.

25. Dy Chester Himes [Carden City, Doobladay, 1545),

0. Home of the Brave.

Chapter Sixz

THE NELRO
AND PEYCHOPATHOLOGY

Prychoanalytic schools have studied the neurotic re-
sctons that avise among cectaln groups, o certoln aveds
af civilization. Tn response to the requirecents of Ha-
Jectic, ona should investipate the extent to which the
vonclustons of Froud or of Adler can T applicd to the
effort Lo understand the man of color's view of the world,

It can nover be sufficiently emphasized that psyche-
analysis sets as by task the understanding of given be-
hevior patterns—within the specific group represented by
tha fumily. When the problam is a newrcsls experienced by
#n adult, the analyels back is 0 ungower in the new peyehic
#ructore oo analogy with cortsin infantile elements, a
repetition, a duplivation of cunfiicts that owe their origin
3 the esrence of the family constellation. Tn every case
the analyst clings to the concept of the family o5 a
“psychic circumstance and cbject™

Here, however, tha evidinoe is going to ba particnlarly
ecmplicated. In Burope the family represents in effect a
certain fashion in which the world presents itself to the
chil:, Thers am close conmections between the struchuce
of the femily and the structure of the nation. Militgriza.

1. Jacques Lacan, “La complixzs, facteur conovet de la poychalo-
o famlligle,” Encyclapsdie frangaise, B-40, 5.

141




