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Chapter One

THE NEGRO AND LANGUAGE

I ascribe a basic importance to the phenomenon of lan-
guage. That is why I find it necessary to begin with this
subject, which should provide us with one of the elements
in the colored man’s comprehension of the dimenston of
the other. For it is implicit that to speak is to exist abso-

lutely for the other.

The black man hes two dimensions. One with his
fellows, the other with the white man, A Negro behaves
differently with a white man and with another Negro.
That this self-division is a direct result of colonialist sub-

 jugation is beyond question, . . . No one would dream of

doubting that its major artery is fed from the heart.of
those varlous theories that have tried to prove that the
Negro is a stage in the slow evolution of monkey into
men. Here is objective evidence that expresses reality,

But when one has taken cognizance of this situation,
when one has understood it, one considers the job com-
pleted. How can one then be deaf to that voice rolling
down the stages of history: “What matters is not to know
the world but to change it.”

This matters appallingly in our lfetime.

To speak means to be in a position to use a certain
syntax, to grasp the morphology of this or that language,
but it means above all to assume a culture, to support
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the weight of a civilization. Since the situation is not
one-way only, the statement of it should reflect the fact,
Here the reader is asked to concede certain points that,
however unaceptable they may seem in the beginning,
will find the measure of their validity in the facts,

The problem that we confront in this chapter is this:
The Negro of the Antilles will be proportionately whiter
—~that is, he will come closer to being a real human being
~in direct ratio to his mastery of the French language,
I am not unaware that this is one of man’s attitudes face
to face with Being. A man who has a language con-
sequently possesses the world ‘expressed and implied by
that language, What we are getting at becomes plain:
Mastery of language affords remarkable power. Paul
Valéry knew this, for he called language “the god gone
astray in the flesh.™

In a work now in preparation I propose to investigate
this phenomenon.? For the moment T want to show why
the Negro of the Antilles, whoever he is, has always to
face the problem of language. Furthermore, I will broaden
the fleld of this description and through the Negro of the
Antilles include every colonized man,

Every colonized people—in other words, every people
in whose soul an inferfority complex has been created
by the death and buial of its local cultural originality—
finds itself face to face with the language of the civilizing
nation; that is, with the culture of the mother country,
The colonized is elevated above his jungle status in pro-
portion to his adoption of the mother country’s cultural
standards, He becomes whiter as he renounces his black-
ness, his jungle, In the French colonial army, and particu-
larly in the Senegalese reglments, the black officers serve

1. Charmes {Parls, Gallimard, 1952).
2. Le. langage et Tagressivité.
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first of all as interpreters. They are used to convey the

. master’s orders to their fellows, and they too enjoy .a

certain position of honor.

There is the city, there is the country. There Is the
capital, there is the province. Apparently the problem in
the mother country is the same, Let us take a Lyonnais
in Paris: He hoasts of the quiet of his city, the intoxicat-
ing beauty of the quays of the Rhéne, the splendor of
the plane trees, and all those other things that fascinate
people who have nothing to do. If you meet him again
when he has returned from Paris, and especially if you
do not know the capital, he will never yun out of its
praises: Parls-city-of-light, the Seine, the little garden
restaurants, know Paris and die, . . .

The process repeats itself with the man of Martinigue,
First of all on his island: Basse-Pointe, Marigot, Gros-
Morne, and, opposite, the imposing Fort-de-France. Then,
and this is the important polat, beyond his island. The
Negro who knows the mother country is a demigod, In
this connection I offer a fact that must have struck my
compatriots. Many of them, after stays of varying length
in metropolitan France, go home to be deified. The most
eloquent form of ambivalence is adopted toward them
by the native, the-one-who-never-crawled-out-of-his-hole,
the bitaco. The black man who has lived in France for a
length of time returns radically changed. To express it in
genetic texms, his phenotype undergoes a definitive, an
absolute mutation.® Even before he had gone away, one
could tell from the almost aerial manner of his carriage
that new forces had been set in motion, When he met -

3. By that I mean that Negroos who retun to their original en-
vironments convey the impression that they have completed a eycle,
that they have added to themselves something that was lacking,
They return literally full of themselves,
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a friend or an acquaintance, his greoting was no longer
the wide sweep of the arm: With great reserve our “new
man” bowed slightly, The habitually raucous voice hinted
at a gentle inner stirving as of rustling breezes. For the
Negro knows that over there in France there is a stereo-
type of him that will fasten on to him at the pier in Le
Havre or Marseillo: “Ah come fom Mahtinique, it’s the
fuhst time Ah've eveh come to Fauce.” He knows that
what the poets call the diving gurgling (Hsten to Creole)
is only a halfway house between pidgin-nigger and
French, The middle class in the Antilles never speak
Creole except to thelr servants. In school the children of
Martinique are taught to scorn the dialect. One avoids
Greolisms. Some families completely forbid the use of
Creole, and mothers ridicule their children for speaking it,

My mother wanting a son to keep in mind
if you do not kiow your history lesson

- you will not go to mass on Sunday in
your Sunday clothes
that child will be a disgrace to the family
that child will be our curse
shut up I told you you must speak French
the French of France
the Frenchman’s French
French Frencht

Yes, I must take great pains with my speech, beoause
I shall be more or less judged by it. With great contempt
they will say of me, “He doesn’t even know how to speak
French.”

In any group of young men in the Antilles, the one who
expresses himself well, who has mastered the language,

4. Léon-G, Damas, “Hoquet,” in Plgments, in Leopold 8.-Seng-

hor, ed,, Anthologie de Ia nonvelle podsia ndgre et ache (Parls,
Presses Universitatres de France, 1948}, pp. 15-17.
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I3 inordinately feared; keep an eye on that one, he is
almost white, In France one says, “He talks like a book.”
In Martinique, “He talks like a white man.”

The Negro arriving in France will react against the
myth of the R-eating man from Martinique. He will
become aware of it, and he will really go to war against
it. He will practice not only rolling his R but embroi-
dering it, Furtively observing the slightest reactions of
others, listening to his own speech, suspicious of his own
tongue—a wretchedly lazy organ~he will lock himself
into his room and read aloud for hours—desperately deter-
mined to learn diction.

Recently an acquaintance told me a story. A Martinique
Negro landed at Le Havre and went into a bar. With
the utmost self-confidence he called, “Waiters+/ Bing me
a beeya.” Here is a genuine intoxication, Resolved not
to fit the myth of the nigger-who-eats his-R’s, he had
acquired a fine supply of them but allocated it badly.,

There is a psychological phenomenon that consists in
the belief that the world will open to the extent to which
frontiers are broken down, Imprisoned on his island, lost
In an atmosphere that offers not the slightest outlet, the
Negro breathes in this appeal of Europe like pure air,
For, it must be admitted, Aime Césaire WaS generous—
in his Cahfer d'un retour au pays natal, This town of Fort.
de-France is truly flat, stranded. Lying there naked to the
sun, that “flat, sprawling city, stumbling over its own
common senss, winded by its load of endlessly repeated
crogses, pettish at its destiny, voiceless, thwarted in every

. direction, incapable of feeding on the juices of its soil,

blocked, cut off, confined, divorced from fauna and flora.”s
Césaire’s description of it is anything but postic. It is
understandable, then, when at the news that he is getting

5. Cahters (Parls, Présence Africaine, 1058), p. 30,
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into France (quite like someone who, in the colloquial
phrase, is “getting a start in life”) the black man is jubi-
lant and makes up his mind to change. There is no thema:
tic pattern, however; his structure changes independently
of any reflective process. In the United States there is a
center directed by Pearce and Willlamson; it is called
Peckham. These authors have shown that in married
couples a blochemical alteration takes place in the part-
ners, and, it seems, they have discovered the presence of
certain hormones in the hushand of a pregnant woman, It
would be equally interesting—and there are plenty of sub-
jects for the study—to investigate the modifications of
body fluids that occur in Negroes when they arrive in
France. Or-simply to study through tests the psychio
changes both before they leave home and after they
have spent a month in France.

What are by common consent called the human soi-
ences have their own drama. Should one postulate a
type for human reality and describe its psychic modali-
ties only through deviations from it, or should one not
rather strive unremittingly for a concrete and ever new
understanding of manp

When one reads that after the age of twenty-nine a
man can no longer love and that he must wait until he
is forty-nine before his capacity for affect revives, one
feels the ground give way beneath one, The only pos-
sibility of regeining one’s balance is to face the whole
problem, for all these discoverdes, all these inquiries lead
only in one direction: to make man admit that he is
nothing, absolutely nothing—-and that he must put an
end to the marcissism on which he relles in order to
imagine that he is different from the other “animals”

This amounts to nothing more nor less than man’s
surrender.
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Having reflected on that, I grasp my narcissism with
both hands and I turn my back on the degradation of
those who would make man a mere mechanism, If there
can be no discussion on a philosophical level—that is,
the plane of the basic needs of human reality—I am will-
ing to work on the psychoanalytical level—in other words,
the level of the “faflures,” in the sense in which one
speaks of engine failures.

The black man who arrives in France changes because
to him the country represents the Tabernacle; he changes
not only because it is from France that he received his
knowledge of Montesquieu, Rousseau, and Voltaire, but
also because France gave him his physicians, his depart-
ment heads, his innumerable little functionaries—from the
sergeant-major “fifteen years in the service” to the police-
man who was born in Panissidres. There is a kind of magic
vault of distance, and the man who is leaving next week for
France creates round himself a magic circle in which the
words Parls, Marseille, Sorbonne, Pigalle become the
keys to the vault. He leaves for the pier, and the ampu-
tation of his being diminishes as the silhouette of his
ship grows clearer, In the eyes of those who have come
to see him off he can read the evidence of his own mu-
tation, his power. “Good-by bandanna, good-by straw
hat,...”

Now that we have got him to the dook, let him sail;
we shall see him again, For the moment, let us go to
welcome one of those who are coming home. The “new-
comer” reveals himself at once; he answers only in French,
and often he no longer understands Creole. There is a
relevant illustration in folllore. After several months of
living in France, a country boy returns to his family,
Noticing a farm implement, he asks his father, an old don’t-
pull-that-kind-of-thing-on-me peasant, “Tell me, what doss
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one call that apparatus?” His father replies by dropping
the tool on the boy’s feet, and the amresia vanishes,
Remarkable therapy.

There is the newcomer, then, He no longer understands
the dialect, he talks about the Opéra, which he may never
have seen except from a distance, but above all he adopts

- & critical attitude toward his compatriots. Confronted

with the most trivial occurrence, he becomes an oracle.
He is the one who knows. He betrays himself in his
speech. At the Savannah, where the young men of Fort-
de-France spend their leisure, the spectacle s revealing:
Everyone immediately waits for the newcomer to speak.
As soon ag the school day ends, they all go to the Savan-
nah, This Savannah seems to have its own poetry, Imagine
a square about 600 feet long and 125 feot wids, its sides
bounded by worm-eaten tamarind trees, one end marked
by the huge war memorial (the nation’s gratitude to its
children), the other by the Central Hotel; a miserable
tract of uneven cobbles, pebbles that roll away under
one’s feet; and, amid all this, three or four hundred young
fellows walking up and down, greeting one another,
grouping—no, they never form groups, they go on walking,

“How’s it goingP”

“O.X. How's it with you?”

NO'K'”

And that goes on for fifty years. Yes, this city Is de-
plorably played out, So is its life.

They meet and talk. And if the newcomer soon gets
the floor, it is because they were walting for him, Fixst
of ell to observe his manner: The slightest departure is
seized on, picked apart, and in less than forty-eight hours
it has been retailed all over Fort-de-France. There is no
forgiveness when one who claims a superiority falls below
the standard. Let him say, for instance, “It was not my
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good fortune, when tn France, to observe mounted police-
men,” and he i3 done for. Only one choice remains to
him; throw off his “Paristanism” or die of ridicule. For
there 15 also no forgetting: When he marries, his wife
will be aware that she {s marrying a joke, .and his chil-
dren will have a legend to face and to live down.,

What is the origin of this personality change? What
is the source of this new way of being? Every dialect is
a way of thinking, Damourette and Pichon said. And the
fact that the newly returned Negro adopts a language
different from that of the group into which he was bora
is evidence of a dislocation, a separation. Professor D.
Westermann, in The Afrdcan Today (p. 331), says that
the Negroes’ inferlority complex fs particularly intensi.
fled among the most educated, who must struggle with it
unceasingly. Their way of doing so, he adds, is frequently
naive: “The wearing of European clothes, whether rags
or the most up-to-date style; using European furniture
and European forms of social intercourse; adorning the
Native language with European expressions; using bom-
bastic phrases in speaking or writing a European language;
all these contribute to a feeling of equality with the Euro-
pean and his achievements.”

On the basis of other studies and my own personal
observations, I want to try to show why the Negro adopts
such a position, peculiar to him, with respect to Euro-
pean lnnguages. Let me point out once more that the
conclusions I have reached pertain to the French Antilles;
at the same time, I am not unaware that the seme behavior
patterns obtain in every race that has been subjected to
colonization,

I have known—and unfortunately I still know--people
born in Dahomey or the Congo whe pretend to be natives
of the Antilles; I have known, and I still know, Antilles
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Negroes who are annoyed when they are suspected of
being Senegalese. This is because the Antilles Negro is
more “civilized” than the African, that is, he is closer

to the white man; and this difference prevails not only

in back streets and on boulevards but also in public serv-
ice and the army, Any Antilles Negro who performed his
military service in a Senegalese infantry regiment is
familiar with this disturbing climate: On one side he

the Europeans, whether born in his own country or
in France, and on the other he has the Senegalese. I re-
member a day when, in the midst of combat, we had
to wipe out a machine-gun nest. The Senegalese were
ordered to attack three times, and each time they were
forced back. Then one of them wanted to know why the
toubabs® did not go into action, At such times, one no
longer knows whether one s foubab or “native.” And yet
many Antilles Negroes see nothing to upset them in such
European identification; on the contrary, they find it
altogether normal, That would bie all we need, to bs taken
for niggers! The Europeans despise the Senegalese, and
the Antilles Negro rules the black roost as its unchal-

lenged master. Admittedly as an extreme example, I offer.

a detail that is at least amusing, I was talking recently
with someone from Martinique who told me with con.
siderable resentment that some Guadeloupe Negroes were
trying to “pess” as Martinicans, But, he added, the lie
was rapidly discovered, because they are more savage
than we are; which, again, means they'are farther away
from the white man, It is said that the Negro loves to
jabber; in my own case, when I think of the word fabber
I see a gay group of children calling and shouting for
the sake of calling and shouting--children in the midst

6. Literally, this dialect word means European; by extensfon it
was applied to any officer. (Translator's note.}
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of play, to the degres to which play can be considered
an initiation into life. The Negro loves to jabber, and
from this theory it is not a long road that leads to a new
proposition: The Negro is just a child. The psychoanalysts
have a fine start here, and the term orality is soon heard.

But we have to go farther. The problem of language is
too basic to allow us to hope to state it all here, Piaget's
remarkable studies have taught us to distinguish the
varlous stages in the mastery of language, and Gelb and
Goldstein have shown us that the function of language is
also broken into periods and steps. What interests us
here is the black man confronted by the French language.
We are trying to understand why the Antilles Negro is
so fond of speaking French,

Jean-Paul Sartre, in Orphée Noir, which prefaces the
Anthology de la nouvelle poésie négre et malgache, tells
us that the black poet will turn against the French:lan-
guage; but that does not apply in the Antilles. Here I
share the opinion of Michel Leiris, who, discussing Creole,
wrote not so long ago:

Even now, despite the fact that it is a language that every-
one knows more or less, though only the illiterate use it to
the exclusion of French, Creole seems already predestined
to become a relic eventually, once public education (how-
ever slow its progress, impeded by the insufficiency of school
facilities everywhere, the paucity of reading matter avail-
eble to the public, and the fact that the physical scale of
living i3 often too low) has become common enough among
the disinherited classes of the population,

And, the author adds:

In the case of the poets that I am discussing here, there
13 no question of their deliberately becoming “Antilleans”—
on the Provengal picturesque model--by employing a dead
language: which, furthermore, is utterly devoid of all ex-
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ternal radiance regardless of its intrinsto qualities; 1t is rather
8 matter of thelr asserting, in opposition to white men lled
with the worst raclel prejudices, whose arrogance i3 more
and more plainly demonstrated to be unfounded, the integ-
rity of their personalities,?

If there is, for instance, a Cilbert Gratiant who writes
in dialect, it must be admitted that he is a rarity. Let us
point out, furthermore, that the poetic merit of such
creation i3 quite dubious, There are, in contrast, real
works of art translated from the Peul and Wolof dialects
of Senegal, and I have found great interest in following
the linguistic studies of Sheik Anta Diop. ' :

Nothing of the sort in the Antilles, The language spoken
officially is French; teachers keep a close watch over the
children to make sure they do not use Creole. Let us not

* Mmention the ostensible reasons. It would seem, then, that

the problem is this: In the Antilles, as in Brittany, there
is a dialect and there is the French language, But this
is false, for the Bretons do not consider themselves fn.
ferior to the French people. The Bretons have not been
clvilized by the white man.

By refusing to multiply our elements, we take the risk
of not setting a limit to our fleld; for it is essential to
convey to the black man that an attitude of rupture has
never saved anyone, While it is true that I have to throw
off an attacker who is strangling me, because I literally
cannot breathe, the fact remains solely on the physiological
foundation. To the mechanical problem of respiration it
would be unsound to graft a psychological element, the
imposstbility of expansion. '

What is there to sayP Purely and simply this: When a
bachelor of philosophy from the Antilles refuses to apply

7. “Martlnlque-GuadeIoupa-Halﬂ,” Les Temps Modernes, Fob-
ruary, 1950, p. 1347,
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for cettification as a teacher on the ground of his color, I
say that philosophy has never saved anyone. When some-
one else strives and strains to prove to me that black men
are as intelligent as white men, I say that intelligence has

* never saved anyone; and that is true, for, if philosophy

and intelligence are invoked to proclaim the equality of
men, they have also been employed to justify the exter-
mination of men,

Before going any farther T find it necessary to say cer-
tain things. ¥ am speaking here, on the one hand, of alien-

‘ated (duped) blacks, and, on the other, of no less alien-

ated (duping and duped) whites, If one hears a Sartre
or a Cardinal Verdier declare that the outrage of the
color problem has survived far too long, one can con-
clude only that their position is normal. Anyone can amass
references and quotations to prove that “color prejudice”
s indeed an imbeoility and an inlquity that must be
eliminated,

Sartre beging Orphée Noir thus: “What then did you
expect when you unbound the gag that had muted those
black mouths? That they would chant your praises? Did
you think that when those heads that our fathers had
forcibly bowed down to the ground were raised again,
you would find adoration in their eyes?™ I do not know;
but I say that he who looks into my eyes for anything but
& perpetual question will have to lose his sight; neither
recognition nor hate. And if I cry out, it will not be g
black cry. No, from the point of view adopted here,
there is no black problem. Or at any rate if there is one
it concerns the whites only accidentally. It is a story that
takes place in derkness, and the sun that is carried within
me must shine into the smallest crannies,

8. Jean-Paul Sartre, Orphée Notr, in Anthologle de la nouvells
poésie négre et malgache, p. ix.
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Dr. H. L. Gordon, attending physician at the Matharl
Mental Hospital in Nairobi, declared in an article in The
East Afrtcan Medical Journal (1943): “A highly technical
skilled examination of a serles of 100 brains of normal
Natives has found naked eye and microscopic facts in-
dicative of inherent new brain inferlority. . . . Quanti-
tative!l;y,” he added, “the inferfority amounts to 14.8 per-
cent.”

It has been said that the Negro is the link between
monkey and man—meaning, of course, white man, And
only on page 108 of his book does Sir Alan Burns come to
the conclusion that “we are unable to accept as scientific-
ally proved the theory that the black man fs inherently
inferfor to the white, or that he comes from a different
stock. . . .” Let me add that it would be easy to prove the
absurdity of statements such as this: “It is laid down in

the Bible that the separation of the white and black

races will be continued in heaven as on earth, and those

blacks who are admitted into the Kingdom of Heaven

will find themselves separately lodged in certain of those
many mansions of Our Father that are mentioned in the

New Testament.” Or this: “We are the chosen people—

look at the color of our skins. The others are black or
yellow: That is because of thelr sins.”

Ab, yes, as you can see, by calling on humanity, on the
belief in dignity, on love, on charity, it would be easy
to prove, or to win the admission, that the black is the
equal of the white. But my purpose is quite different:
What I want to do is help the black man to free himself
of the arsensl of complexes that has been developed by
the colonial environment, M. Achille, who teaches at the
Lycée du Parc in Lyon, once during a lecture told of a

9. Quoted in Sir Alan Bums, Colour Prefudice (London, Allen
& Unwin, 1948), p. 101,
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personal experlence. It is a universally known experience,
It is a rare Negro living in France who cannot duplicate
it. Being a Catholic, Achille took part in a student pil-
grimage. A priest, observing the black face in his flock,
said to him, “You go 'way big Savannah what for and
come ‘long us?” Very politely Achille gave him a truth-
ful answer, and it was not the young fugitive from the
Savanmah who came off the worse. Everyone laughed at
the exchange and the pilgrimage proceeded, But if we
stop right here, we shall see that the fact that the priest
spoke pidgin-nigger leads to certain observations:

1. “Oh, ¥ know the blacks. They must be spoken to
kindly; talk to them about their country; it’s all in know-
ing how to talk to them. For instance. . . .” I am not at
all exaggerating: A white man addressing a Negro be-
haves exactly like an adult with a child and starts smirk-
ing, whispering, patronizing, cozening. It is not one white
man I have watched, but hundreds; and I have not limited

‘my investigation to any one class but, if T may claim an

essentially objective position, 1 have made a point of
observing such behavior in physicians, policemen, em-
ployers. I shall be told, by those who overlook my pur-
pose, that I should have directed my attention elsewhere,
that there are white men who do not fit my description.

To theso objections I reply that the subject of our
study is the dupes and those who dupe them, the alien-
ated, and that if there are white men who behave nat-
urally when they meet Negroes, they certainly do not
fall within the scope of our examination, If my patient’s
liver is functioning as it should, I am not going to take
it for granted that his kidneys are sound. Having found
the liver normal, I leave it to its normality, which s
normal, and turn my attention to the kidneys: As it

happens, the kidneys ave diseased. Which means stmply
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that, side by side with normal people who hehave nat-
urally in accordance with a human psychology, there are
others who hehave pathologically in accordance with
an inhuman psychology. And it happens that the exist-
ence of men of this sort has determined a certain number
of realities to the elimination of which I should like to
contribute here,

Talling to Negroes in this way gets down to their
level, it puts them at ease, ft is an effort to make them
understand us, it reassures them. . . . _

The physicians of the public health services know this
very well, Twenty European patients, one after another,
come in: “Please sit down. . ., Why do you wish to con-
sult meP . . . What are your symptomsP . . ,” Then comes
a Negro or an Arab: “Sit there, boy. . . . What's bothering
you? . . ., Where does it hurt, huhp . , When, that {s,
they do not say: “You not feel good, noP”

2, To speak pidgin to a Negro makes him angry, be-
cause-he himself is a pidgin-nigger-talker, But, I will be
told, there is no wish, no intention to anger him. I grant
this; but it is just this absence of wish, this lack of interest,
this indifference, this automatic manuer of classifying
him, imprisoning him, primitivizing him, decivilizing him,
that makes him angry.

If 2 man who speaks pidgin to a men of color or an
Arab does not see anything wrong or evil in such behavior,
it is because he has never stopped to think. I myself have
been aware, in talking to certain patients, of the exact
instant at which I began to slip. ., , ,

Examining this seventy-three-year-old farm woman,
whose mind was never strong and who is now far gone in
dementia, 1 am suddenly aware of the collapse of the
antennae with which I touch and through which I am
touched, The fact that I adopt a language suitable to
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dementia, to feeble-mindedness; the faot that I “talk.
down” to this poor woman of seventy-three; the fact that

‘I condescend to her in my quest for a diagnosis, are the

stigmata of a dereliction in my relations with other people.

What an idealist, people will say, Not at all: It is just
that the others are scum. I make it o point always to
talk to the so-called bicots® in normal French, and I have
always been understood. They answer me as well ag their
varying means permit; but X will not allow myself to
resort to paternalistic “understanding”

“G'morning, pal. Where's it hurt? Hubh? Lemme sco—
belly acheP Heart pain?”

With that indefinable tone that the hacks in the free
clinics have mastered so well,

One feels perfectly justified when the patient answers
in the same fashion. “You seceP I wasn't kidding you.
That's just the way they are,”

When the opposite occurs, one must retract one’s pseus
dopodia and behave like 2 man. The whole structure

- crumbles. A black man who says to you: “I am in no

sense your boy, Monsieur. , . .” Something new under the
sun,

But one must go lower. You are in a bar, in Rouen or
Strashourg, and you have the misfortune to be spotted by
en old drunk. He sits down at your table right off, “You—
AfricaP Dakar, Ruflsque, whorehouse, dames, café, man-
goes, bananas. . . .” You stand up and leave, and your
farewell is a tortent of abuse: “You didn’t play big shot
like that in your jungle, you dirty nigger!”

Mannoni has described what he calls the Prospero com- -
plex. We shall come back to these discoveries, which will °
make it possible for us to understand the psychology of

10. Vulgar French for Arab. (Translator's note.)
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colonialism. But we can already state that to talk pidgin-
n:gger is to express this thought: “You'd better keep your
place.” -

I'meet a Russtan or a German who speaks French badly,
With gestures I try to give him the information that he
requests, but at the same time I can hardly forget that he
has a language of his own, a country, and that perhaps he
is a lawyer or an engineer there, In any case, he is foreign
to my group, and his standards must be different.

When it comes to the case of the Negro, nothing of the
kind, He has no oulture, no clvilization, no “long historical
past.” _

This may be the reason for the strivings of contem-
porary Negroes: to prove the existence of a black civili-
zation to the white world at all costs, ‘

Willy-nilly, the Negro has to wear the livery that the
white man has sewed for him, Look at children’s picture
magazines: Out of every Negro mouth comes the ritual
“Yassuh, boss,” It is even more remarkable in motion
pictures. Most of the American films for which French
dialogue is dubbed in offer the type-Negro: “Sho” good!”

In one of these recent films, Requins d'acler, one charac-
ter was a Negro crewman in a submarine who talked in
the most classic dialect imaginable. What i more, he was
all nigger, walking backward, shaking at the slightest
sign of irrltation on the part of a petty officer; ultimately
he was killed in the course of the voyage, Yet I am con-
vinced that the original dialogue did not resort to’the
same means of expression. And, even if it did, I can seo
no reason why, in a democratic France that includes
sixty million oftizens of color, dubbing must xepeat every
stupidity that crosses the ocean. It is because the Negro
has to be shown in a certain way; and from the Negro in
Sans Pitié—Me work hard, me never lie, me never steal”
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~to the servant girl of Duel in the Sun one meets the same
stereotype.

Yes, the black man is supposed to be a good nigger;
once this has been laid down, the rest follows of itself.
To make him talk pidgin is to fasten him to the effigy of
him, to snare him, to imprison him, the eternal vietim
of an essence, of an appearance for which he is not re-
sponsible. And naturally, just as a Jew who spends money
without thinking about it is suspect, a black man who
quotes Montesquieu had better be watched. Please un-
derstand me: watched in the sense that he is starting
something, Certainly I do not contend that the black
student is suspect to his fellows or to his teachers. But
outside university circles there is an army of fools: What
is important is not to educate them, but to teach the Negro
not to be the slave of their archetypes.

That these imbeciles are the product of a psychological-
economic system I will grant, But that does not get us
much farther along.

When a Negro talks of Marx, the first reaction is always
the same: “We have brought you up to our level and now
you furn ageinst your benefactors. Ingrates| Obviously
nothing can be expected of you,” And then too there is
that bludgeon argument of the plantation-owner in Africa:
Our enemy is the teacher.

What I am asserting is that the European has a fixed
concept of the Negro, and there is nothing more ex-
asperating than to be asked: “How long have you been
in France? You speak French so well”

It can be argued that people say this because many

~ Negroes speak pidgin. But that would be too easy. You

are on & train and you ask another passenger: “I beg your
pardon, sir, would you mind telling me where the dining-
car isp”
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“Sure, fella. You go out door, ses, go corridor, you go
straight, go one cax, go two car, go three car, you there,”

No, speaking pidgin-nigger closes off the black man;
it perpetuates 2 state of conflict in which the white man
injects the black with extremely dangerous foreign bodies,
Nothing is more astonishing than to hear a black man ex-
press himself properly, for then in truth he is putting on
the white world. I have had cccaslon to talk with students
of foreign origin. They speak French badly: Little Crusoe,
alias Prospero, is at ease then, He explaing, informs, in-

- terprets, helps them with their studies, But with a Negro

he is completely baffled; the Negro has made himself just
29 knowledgeable, With him this game cannot be played,
he is a complete replica of the white man, So there is
nothing to do but to give in,1*

After all that has just been said, it will be understood
that the first impulse of the black man is to say no to those
who attempt to build & definition of him. It is understand-
able that the first action of the black man is a reaction, and,
since the Negro is appraised in terms of the extent of his
assimilation, it fs also understandable why the newcomer
expresses himself only in French. It is because he wants
to emphasize the rupture that has now gccurred, He is
incarnating & new type of man that he imposes on his
assoclates and his family, And so his old mother can no

11 “I knew some Negroos in the School of Medicine . . . in a
word, they were & disappolntment; the color of their skin should
have permitted them to give us the opportunity to be charitable,
generous, or sclentifically friendly. They were derelict fn this duty,
this claim on our good will. All ‘our tearful tendemess, all our cal-
culated solloitude were & drug on the market. We had no Negroes
to condescend to, nor did we have anything to hate them for; they
counted for virtually as much as we In the scale of the littlo jobs and
petty chicanerles of daily life.” Michel Salomon, “D'un fuif & des
négres,” Présence Afticaine, No. 5, p. 776.
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longer understand him when he talks to her about his
duds, the family’s crummy joint, the dump . . . all of it, of
cowsse, tricked out with the appropriate accent.

In every country of the world there are climbers, “the

“ones who forget who they are,” and, in contrast to them,

“the ones who remember where they came from.” The
Antilles Negro who goes home from France expresses
himself in dialect if he wants to make it plain that nothing
has changed. One can feel this at the dock where his
family and his friends are waiting for him. Waiting for
him not only because he is physically arriving, but in the
sense of waiting for the chance to strike back. They
need a minute or two in order to make their diagnosis.
If the voyager tells his acquaintances, “I am so happy to
be back with you, Good Lord, it is hot in this country,
I shall certainly not be able to endure it very long,” they
know: A European has got off the ship.

In a more limited group, when students from the

Antilles meet in Paris, they have the cholce of two pos-
sibilities:
- =either to stand with the white world (that is to say,
the real world), and, since they will speak ¥French, to be
able to confront certain problems and incline to a cer-
tain degree of universality in their conclusions;

—or to reject Europe, “Yo,”*? and cling together in their
dialect, making themselves quite comfortable in what we
shall call the Umwelt of Martinique; by this I mean—
and this applies particularly to my brothers of the Antiiles
~that when one of us tries, in Paris or any other univer-
sity city, to study a problem seriously, he is accused of
self-aggrandizement, and the surest way of cutting him

12. A generic term for other people, applied espocially to Euro-
peans.
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down is to remind him of the Antilles by exploding into
dialect. This must be recognized as one of the reasons
why so many friendships collapse after a few months of
life in Europe.

My theme being the disalienation of the black man, I
want to make him feel that whenever there is a lack of

 understanding between him and his fellows in the pres-

ence of the white man there is & lack of judgment,

A Senegalese learns Creole in order to pass as an
Antilles native: I call this alienation.

The Antilles Negroes who know him uever weary of
making jokes about him: I call this a lack of judgment,

It becomes evident that we were not mistakon in be-
lieving that a study of the language of the Antilles Negro
would be able to show us some characteristics of his
world. As X said at the start, there is a retaining.-wall re-
lation between language and group.

To speak a language is to take on a world, a culture,
The Antilles Negro who wants to he white will be the
whiter as he gains greater mastery of the cultural tool
that language is, Rather more than a year ago in Lyon, I
remember, in a lecture I had drawn a parallel between
Negro and European poetry, and a French acquaintance
told me enthusiastically, “At bottom you are a white man.”
The fact that I had been able to investigate so interesting
a problem through the white man’s language gave me
honorary citizenship,

Historically, it must be understood that the Negro wants
to speak French because it s the key that can open doors
which were still barred to him fifty years ago. In the
Antilles Negro who comes within this study we find a
quest for subtleties, for refinements of language—so many

Frantz Fanon [ 39

further means of proving to himself that he has measured
up to the culture.’® It has been said that the orators of
the Antilles have a gift of eloquence that would leave
any European breathless. I am reminded of a relevant
story: In the election campaign of 1945, Aimé Césaire,
who was seeking a deputy’s seat, addressed a large audi-
ence in the boys’ school in Fort-de-France. In the middle
of his speech a woman fainted. The next day, an acquaint-
ance told me about this, and commented: “Frangals a 16
tellement chaud que la femme 12 tombé malcadi™ The
power of language!

Some other facts are worth a certain amount of atten-
tion: for example, Charles-André Julien introducing Aimé
Césaire as “a Negro poet with a university degree,” or
again, quite simply, the expression, “a great black poet.”

These rendy-made phrases, which seem in a common-
sense way to flll a need—for Aimé Césaire is really black
and a poet—have a hidden subtlety, a permanent rub. I
know nothing of Jean Paulhan except that he writes very
interesting books; I have no idea how old Roger Catllois
s, since the only evidences I have of his existence are
the books of his that streak across my horizon. And let
no one gccuse me of affective allergies; what I am trying
to say Is that there Is no reason why André Breton should
say of Césaire, “Hero is n black man who handles the
Freuch language as no white man today can,”s

13. Compare for example the almost ineredible stora of anec-
dotes to which the election of any candidate glves vise. A filthy
nowspaper called the Canard Déchainé could not get its il of over-
whelming Monslsur B, with devastating Creolisms. This is indeed
the bludgeon of the Antilles: He can't express himself in French.

14. “Le frangais (Vélégance de la forme) était tellement chaud
que la femme est tombée en transes” [His Fronch (the refnement
of his style) was so exciting that the woman swooned away],

15, Introduction to Cahier d'un retour au pays natal, p. 14,
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And, even though Breton may be stating a fact, ¥ do
not see why there should be any paradox, anything to
underline, for in truth M. Aimé Césaire Is & native of
Martinique and a university graduate,

Again we find this in Michel Leiris:

If in the writers of the Antilles there does exist a desire to
break away from the literary forms assoclated with formal
education, such a desire, oriented toward a purer future,
could not take on an aspect of folllore. Seeking above all,
in literature, to formulate the message that is properly theirs,
and in the case of some of them at least, to be the spokesmen
of an authentic race whose potentials have naver been
acknowledged, they scomn such devices., Thelr intellectual
growth took place almost exclusively within the framework
of the French language, and it would be artifice for them
to resort to a mode of speech that they virtually never use
now except as something learned.1®

But we should be honored, the blacks will reproach me,
that a white man like Breton writes such things,
Letus goon....

16, Michel Leltls, op, cit
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Chapter Five

THE FACT OF BLACKNESS

“Dixty nigger!” Or simply, “Look, a Negrol”

I came into the world imbued with the will to find a
meaning in things, my spielt filled with the desire to attain
to the source of the world, and then I found that I was an
object in the midst of other objects.

Sealed into that crushing objecthood, I turned be-
seechingly to others. Thelr attention was a liberation, run-
ning over my body suddenly abraded into nonbeing,
endowing me once more with an agility that I had thought
lost, and by taking me out of the world, restoring me to it,
But just as I reached the other side, I stumbled, and the
movements, the attitudes, the glances of the other fixed
me there, in the sense in which a chemical solution is fixed
by a dye. I was indignant; I demanded an explanation.
Nothing happened. I burst apart. Now the fragments
have been put together again by another self,

As long as the black man is among his own, he will
have no occasion, except in minor internal conflicts, to
experience his being through others. There is of course the
moment of “being for others,” of which Hegel speaks,
but every ontology is made unattainable in a colonized
and civilized society. It would seem that this fact has
not been given sufficlent attention by those who have
discussed the question. In the Weltanschauung of a colo-

109
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nized people there iy an impurity, e flaw that outlaws any
ontological explanation, Someone may object that this
is the case with every individual, but such an objection
merely conceals a baslc problem. Ontology--once it is
finally admitted as leaving existence by the wayside—does
not permit us to understand the being of the black man,
For not only must the black man be black; he must be
black in relation to the white man. Some critics will take
it on themselves to remind us that this proposition has a
converse, I say that this is false, The black man has no
ontelogical resistance in the eyes of the white man. Over-
night the Negro has been givon two frames of reference
within which he has had to place himself, His metaphystcs,
or, less pretentiously, his customs and the sources on
which they were based, were wiped out because they
were in conflict with a civilization that he dtd not know
and that imposed itself on him,

The black man among his own in the twentieth century |

does not know at what moment his inferiority comes into
being through the other. OFf course I have talked about the
black problem with friends, or, more rarely, with Ameri-
can Negroes, Together we protested, we asserted the
equality of all men in the world, In the Antilles there was
also that little gulf that exists among the almost-white,
the mulatto, and the nigger. But I was satisfied with an
Intellectual understanding of these differences, It was
not really dramatic. And then, . . .

And then the occasion arose when I had to meet the
white man’s eyes. An unfamiliar weight burdened me.
The real world challenged my claims. In the white world
the man of color encounters diffculties in the develop-
ment of his bodily schema, Consciousness of the body is
solely a negating activity, It is a third-person conscious-
ness. The body is surrounded by an atmosphere of cer-
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tain uncertainty, I know that if I want to smoke, I shall
have to reach out my right arm and take the pack of
cigarettes lying at the other end of the table. The matches,
however, are in the drawer on the left, and I shall have
to lean back slightly. And all these movements are made
not out of habit but out of implicit knowledge. A slow
composition of my self as a body in the middle of a
spatial and temporal world—such seems to be the schema,
It does not impose itself on me; it is, rather, a definitive
structuring of the self and of the world—definitive be-
cause it creates a real dislectlc between my body and
the worla.

For several yoars certain laboratories have been trying
to produce a serum for “denegrification”; with all the
earnestness in the world, laboratories have sterilized their
test tubes, checked their scales, and embarked on re-
searches that might make it possible for the miserable
Negro to whiten himself and thus to throw off the burden
of that corporeal malediction, Below the corporeal schema
I had sketched a historico-racial schema. The elements
that I used had been provided for me not by “residnal
sensations and perceptions primarily of a tactile, vestib-
ular, kinesthetic, and visual character,” but by the other,
the white man, who had woven me out of a thousand
details, anecdotes, storles. I thought that what I had in
hand was to construct a physiological self, to balance
space, to localize sensations, and here I was called on for
more.

“Look, a Negrol” It was an external stimulus that
flicked over me as X passed by. I made a tight smile.

“Look, a Negrol” It was true. ¥t amused me.

1. Jean Lhormitte, L'Image de notre corps {Paris, Nouvelle
Revue critique, 1939), p. 17,
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“Look, a Negrol” The circle was drawing a bit tighter.
I made no secret of my amusement, ’

“Mama, see the Negrol I'm frightenedl” Frightened!
Frightened! Now they were beginning to be afraid of me.
I made up my mind to laugh myself to tears, but laughter
had become imposstble,

I could no longer laugh, because I already knew that
there were legends, storles, history, and above all historic-
{ty, which I had learned about from Jaspers. Then,
assafled at various points, the corporeal schema crumbled,
its place taken by a racial epidermal schema, ¥n the train
it was no Jonger a question of belng aware of my body
in the third person but in a triple person. In the train
I was given not one but two, three places. I had already
stopped belng amused. It was not that I was finding
febrile coordinates in the world, I existed triply: 1 oc-
cupled space. I moved toward the other . .. and the
evanescent other, hostile but not opaque, transparent,
not there, disappeared. Nausea. . , .

X was responsible at the same time for my body, for
my race, for my ancestors, I subjected myself to an ob-
jective examination, I discovered my blackness, my ethnic
characteristics; and I was battered down by tom-toms,
cannibalism, intellectual deficiency, fetichism, racial de-
fects, slave-ships, and above all eke, above all: “Sho’
good eatin’.”

On that day, completely dislocated, unable to be abroad
with the other, the white man, who unmercifully im-
prisoned me, I took myself far off from my own presence,
far indead, and 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 I
did not want this revision, this thematization. All I wanted
was to be a man among other men. I wanted to come
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lithe and young fnto a world that was ours and to help
to build it together,

. But I refected all immunization of the emotions. I
wanted to be a man, nothing but a man, Some identified
me with aucestors of mine who had been enslaved or
Iynched: I decided to accept this, It was on the universal
level of the intellect that X understood this inner kinship
~I was the grandson of slaves in exactly the same way in
which President Lebrun was the grandson of tax-paying,
bard-working peasants. In the main, the panic soon
vanished,

In America, Negroes ave segregated. In South America,
Negroes are whipped in the streets, and Negro strikers
are cut down by machine-guns, In West Africa, the Negro
is an animal, And there beside me, my neighbor in the
university, who was born in Algerta, told me: “As long
as the Arab is treated like a man, no solution is possible.”

“Understand, my dear boy, color prejudice is some-
thing I find utterly foreign. . . . But of course, come in,
sir, there {3 no color prejudice among us. . . . Quite, the
Negro is a man ltke ourselves. . . . It i3 not because he is
black that he is less intelligent than we are, . . . ] had a
Senegalese buddy in the army who was really clever. . . .

Where am I to be classified? Or, if you prefer, tucked
awayP

“A Martinican, a native of ‘our’ old colonies,”

Where shall I hide?

“Look at the nigger! . . . Mama, a Negro! , . . Hell, he’s
gotting mad. . . . Take no notice, sir, he does not know
that you ave as clvilized as we. . . .”

My body was given back to me sprawled out, distorted,
recolored, clad in mourning in that white winter day.
The Negro is an animal, the Negro is bad, the Negro is
mean, the Negro is ugly; look, a nigger, it's cold, the nigger
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Is shivering, the nigger 13 shivering because he s cold,
tho little boy is trembling because he is afraid of the
nigger, the nigger fs shivering with cold, that cold that
goes through your bones, the handsome little boy is
trembling because he thinks that the nigger is quivering
with rage, the little white boy throws himself into his
mother’s arms: Mama, the nigger’s going to eat me up.

All round me the white man, above the sky tears at
its navel, the earth rasps under my feet, and there is a
white song, a white song. All this whiteness that bums
me, ...

I sit down at the fire and I become aware of my uniform,
I had not seen it, It is indeed ugly. I stop there, for who
can tell me what beauty isP

Where shall I find shelter from now on? I felt an
easily identifiable flood mounting out of the countless
facets of my being, I was about to be angry. The fire
was long since out, and once more the nigger was trem-
bling,

“Look how handsome that Negyo is! . . .”

“Kiss the handsome Negro's ass, madamel”

Shame flooded her face. At last I was set free from my
rumination, At the same time I accomplished two things:
X identified my enemies and I made a scene. A grand
slam. Now one would be able to laugh.

The feld of battle having been marked out, I entered
the lists,

What? While I was forgetting, forgiving, and wanting
only to love, my message was flung back in my face like
a slap. The white world, the only honorable one, barred
me from all participation. A man was expected to behave
like a man, I was expected to behave like a black man--

 or at Jenst like a nigger. I shouted a greeting to the world

. b e et} e ——
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and the world slashed away my joy. I was told to stay
within bounds, to go back where I belonged.

They would see, then! T had warned them, anyway.
Slavery? It was no longer even mentioned, that unpleasant
memory. My supposed inferiority? A hoax that it was

-~ better to laugh at. I forgot it all, but only on condition

that the world not protect itself agatust me any longer.
I had inclsors to test, I was sure they were strong, And
besides. . . .

What! When it was I who had every reason to hate,
to desplse, I was rejected? When I should have been
begged, implored, I was denied the slightest recognition?
I resolved, since it was impossible for me to get away
from an inbotn complex, to assert myself as a BLACK
MAN. Since the other hesitated to recognize me, there
remained only one solution: to make myself known,

In Antl-Semite and Jew (p. 95), Sartre says: “They
{the Jews] have allowed themselves to be poisoned by the
stereotype that others have of them, and they live in fear
that thelr acts will correspond to this stereotype. , . . We
may say that their conduct is perpetually overdetermined
from the inside.”

All the same, the Jew can be unknown in his Jewishness,
He is not wholly what he is. One hopes, one waits. His
actions, his behavior are the final determinant. He is
a white man, and, apart from some rather debatable
characteristics, he can sometimes go unnoticed. He be-
longs to the race of those who since the beginning of time
have never known cannibalism, What an idea, to eat
one’s father! Simple encugh, one has only not to be a
nigger, Granted, the Jews are harassed—what am I think-

“ing of? They are hunted down, exterminated, cremated.

But these are little family quarrels. The Jew is disliked
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from the moment he 15 tracked down. But in my case
everything takes on a new guise, I am given no chance.
I am overdetermined from without. I am the slave not
of the “Idea” that others have of me but of my own
appearance.

I move slowly in the world, accustomed now to seek
no longer for upheaval. I progress by crawling. And
already I am being dissected under white eyes, the only
real eyes. I am fived. Having adjusted their microtomes,
they objectively cut away slices of my reality. X am laid
bare. I feel, I see in those white faces that it is not a new
man who has come in, but a new kind of man, a new
genus, Why, it's a Negro! ‘

I slip fnto corners, and my long antennae pick up the
catch-phrases strewn over the surface of things—nigger
underwear smells of nigger—nigger teeth are white—
nigger feet are big~the nigger's barrel chest—I slip into
corners, I remain silent, I strive for anonymity, for in-
visibility. Look, I will accept the Iot, as long as no one
notices me!

“Oh, I want you to meet my black friend. . . . Atmé
Césalre, a black man and a university graduate, . . ,
Matian Anderson, the finest of Negro singers. . . . Dr,
Cobb, who invented white blood, is a Negro. . . . Here,
say hello to my friend from Martinique (he careful, he's
extremely sensitive), . . >

Shame. Shame and self-contempt. Nausea. When people
like me, they tell me it is in spite of my color, When they
dislike me, they point out that it is not because of my
color, Either way, I am lockod fnto the infernal circle.

I turn away from these inspectors of the Ark before the
Flood and I attach myself to my brothers, Negroes. like
myself. To my horror, they too reject me, They are almost
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white. And besides they are about to marry white women,
They will have children faintly tinged with brown. Who
knows, perhaps little by little, . . .

I had beon dreaming,

“I want you to understand, sir, I am one of the best
friends the Negro has in Lyon.”

The evidence was there, unalterable. My blackness
was there, dark and unarguable, And it tormented me,
pursued me, disturbed me, angered me.

Negroes are savages, brutes, illiterates. But in my own
case I knew that these statements were false, There was
a myth of the Negro that had to be destroyed at all costs.
The time had long since passed when a Negro priest was
an occasion for wonder, We had physicians, professors,
statesmen. Yes, but something out of the ordinary still
cluing to such cases. “We have a Senegalese history
teacher. He is quite bright. . , , Our doctor is colored.
He is very gentle.”

It was always the Negro teacher, the Negro doctor;
brittle as I was becoming, I shivered at the slightest
pretext, I knew, for instance, that if the physician made a
mistake it would be the end of him and of all those who
came after him, What could one expect, after all, from
a Negro physician? As long as everything went well, he
was praised to the skles, but Jook out, no nonsense, under
any conditions! The black physician can never be sure
how close he is to disgrace. I tell you, I was walled in:
No exception was made for my refined manners, or my
knowledge of literature, or my understanding of the
quantum theory,

I requested, I demanded explanations. Gently, in the
tone that one uses with a child, they introduced me to
the existence of a certain view that was held by certain
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people, but, I was always told, “We must hope that it
will very soon disappear.” What was #tP Color prejudice.

It [colour prefudice] is nothing more than the unreasoning
hatred of one race for another, the contempt of the stronger
and richer peoples for those whom they consider inferior
to themselves and the bitter resentment of those who are
kept in subjection and are so frequently insulted, As colour
is the most obvious outward manifestation of race ft has
been made the criterlon by which men are judged, irre-
spective of their soclal or educational attainments. The light-
skinned races have come to despise all those of a darker
colour, and the dark-skinned peoples will fio longer accept
without protest the inferlor position to which they have been
relegated ' :

I had read it rightly. It was hate; X was hated, despised,
detested, not by the neighbor across the street or my
cousin on my mother’s side, but by an entire race, I was
up against something unreasoned, The psychoanalysts
say that nothing fs more traumatizing for the young child
than his encounters with what fs rational. I would person-
ally say that for a man whose only-weapon is reason there
is nothing more neurotic than contact with unrenson.

I felt knife blades open within me. I resolved to defend
myself. As a good tactician, ¥ intended to rationalize the
world and to show the white man that he was mistaken.

In the Jew, Jean-Paul Sartre says, there is

a sort of impassioned imperialism of reason: for he wishes
not only to convince others that he Is right; his goal 1s to
persunde them that there is an absolute and unconditioned
value to rationalism. He feels himself to be a missionary of
the universal; against the universality of the Catholic reli-

2, Sir Alan Burns, Colour Prejudice (London, Allen and Unwin,
1548), p. 16,
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glon, from which he is excluded, he asserts the “catholicity”
of the rational, an instrument by which to attain to the
* truth and establish a spiritual bond among men.?

And, the author adds, though there may be Jews who
have made intuition the basic category of their philosophy,
their intuition

has no resemblanco to the Pascalian subtlety of spirit, and
it is this latter—based on & thousand imperceptible percep-
tions—which to the Jew seems his worst enemy. As for Berg-
son, his. philosophy offers the curious appearance of an
antl-Intellectualist doctrine constructed entirely by the most
rational and most critical of intelligences. It is through
argument that he establishes the existence of pure duration,
of philosophic intuition; and that very intuition which dis-
covers duration or life, is itself universal, since anyone mdy
practice it, and it leads toward the universal, since its objects
can be named and conceived.

With enthusiasm I set to cataloguing and probing my
surroundings, As times changed, one had seen the Catholic
religion at first justify and then condemn slavery and
prefudices. But by referring everything to the idea of the
dignity of man, one had ripped prejudice to shreds
After much reluctance, the scientists had conceded that
tho Negro wns a human being; in vive and in vitro the
Negro had been proved analogous to the white man:
the same morphology, the same histology. Reason 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 and mouse; it made a fool of
me. As the other put it, when I was present, it was not;

3. Anti-Semite and Jew (New York, Grove Press, 1960), pp.
112-113.
4' Ib!d-. P' 115.
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when it was there, I was no longer. In the abstract there
was agreement; The Negro is a human being, That is
to say, amended the less firmly convinced, that like us
he has his heart on the left side. But on certain points the
white man remained intractable. Under no conditions
did he wish any intimacy hetween the races, for it is a
truism that “crossings between widely different races can
lower the physical and mental level. . . , Until we have a
more definite knowledge of the effect of race-crossings we
shall certainly do best to avoid crossings hetween widely
different races.”

For my own part, I would certainly know how to react.
And in one sense, 1f I were asked for a definition of my-
self, I would say that I am one who walts; I investigate
my surroundings, X interpret everything in terms of what
I discover, I become sensitive,

In the first chapter of the history that the others have
compiled for me, the foundation of cannibalism has bsen
made eminently plein in order that I may not lose sight of
it. My chromosomes were supposed to have a few thicker
or thinner genes representing cannibalism, In addition to
the sex-linked, the scholars had now discovered the racial-
linked.? What a shameful sclencel

But I understand this “psychologlical mechanism.” For
it is a matter of common knowledge that the mechanism
is only psychological, Two centurles ago I was lost to
humanity, X was a slave forever. And then came men who
said that it all had gone on far too long, My tenaclousness

5. Jon Alfred Mjoen, “Harmonlo and Disharmonic Race-cross.
ings,” The Second International Congress of Bugenics (1621),
Eugencs {n Race and State, vol. I1, p. 60, quoted in Sir Alan Bums,
op. cit., p. 120,

0, In English tn the original. (Translator’s note.)
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did the rest; X was saved from the civilizing deluge. I have
gone forward.

Too late. Everything is anticipated, thought out, demon-
strated, made the most of, My trembling hands take hold
of nothing; the vein has been mined out. Too late! But
once again I want to understand,

Since the time when someone first mourned the fact
that he had arrived too late and everything had been
said, a nostalgia for the past has seemed to persist. Is
this that lost original paradise of which Otto Rank speaks?
How many such men, apparently rooted to the womb of
the world, have devoted their lives to studying the Delphic
oracles or exhausted themselves in attempts to plot the
wanderings of Ulysses! The pan-spiritualists seek to prove
the existence of a soul in animals by using this argument:
A dog lies down on the grave of his master and starves
to death there. We had to wait for Janet to demonstrate
that the aforesaid dog, in contrast to man, simply lacked
the capacity to Yiquidate the past. We speak of the glory
of Greece, Artaud says; but, he adds, if modern man can
no longer understand the Choephorot of Aeschylus, it is
Aeschylus who is to blame. It js tradition to which the
antl-Semites turn in order to ground the validity of their
point of view,” It is tradition, it is that long historical past,
it is that blood relation between Pascal and Descartes,
that is invoked when the Jew is told, “There 1s no pos-
sibility of your finding a place in soclety.” Not long ago,
one of those good Frenchmen said in g train where I
was sitting: “Just let the real French virtues keep going
and the race is safe. Now more than ever, national union
must be made a reality, Let's have en end of internal
strife! Let's face up to the foreigners (here he turned
toward my cotner) no matter who they are.”
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It must be said in his defense that he stank of cheap
wine; if he had been capable of it, he would have told
me that my emancipated-slave blood could not possibly
be stirred by the name of Villon or Taine, :

An outrage!

The Jew and I: Since I was not satisfied to be raclalized,
by a lucky turn of fate I was humanized. I joined the Jew,
my brother in misery. '

An outragel

At first thought it may seem strange that the anti-
Semite’s outlook should be related to that of the Negro-
phobe. It was my philosophy professor, a native 6f the
Antilles, who recalled the fact to me one day: “When-
ever you hear anyone abuse the Jews, pay attention,
because he is talking about you.” And I found that he
was universally right—by which I meant that I was answer-
able in my body and in my heart for what was done to my
brother. Later I realized that he meant, quite simply, an
antl-Semite is inevitably anti-Negro.

You come too late, much too late. There will always be
a world—a white world—between you and us. . , . The
other’s total tnability to liquidate the past once and for
ell. In the face of this affective ankylosis of the white
man, it is understandable that I could have made up
my mind to utter my Negro cry. Little by little, putting
out pseudopodia here and there, I secreted a race. And that
race staggered under the burden of a basic element. What
was itP Rhythm! Listen to our singer, Léopold Senghor:

It is the thing that is most perceptible and least materfal.
It is the archetype of the vital element. It is the flrst con-
dition and the hallmark of Art, as breath is of life: breath,
which accelerates or slows, which becomes even or agltated
according to the tension in the individual, the degree and
the nature of his emotion, ‘This fs rhythm in its primordial
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purity, this s xhythm in the masterpieces of Negro art,
especlally sculpture. It is composed of a theme—sculptural
form--which is set in opposition to a sister theme, as inhala-
tion is to exhalation, and that is repeated. It is not the kind
of symmetry that gives rise to monotony; rhythm is alive,
it is free. . . . This is how rhythm affects what is least intel-
lectual in us, tyrannically, to make us penetrate to the spirl
tuality of the object; and that character of abandon which is
ours ig ftself rhythmic,?

Had T read that right? X read it again with redoubled
attention, From the opposite end of the white world a
magical Negro culture was hailing me. Negro sculpturel
I began to flush with pride, Was this our salvationP

Y had rationalized the world and the world had rejected
me on the basis of color prejudice. Since no agreement
was possible on the level of reason, I threw myself back
toward unreason. It was up to the white man to be more
irrational than I. Out of the necessities of my struggle
X had chosen the method of regression, but the fact re-
mained that it was an unfamiliar weapon; here I am at
home; I am made of the ixrational; T wade in the {rrational,
Up to the neck in the frrational. And now how my voice
vibrates!

Those who invented nelther gunpowder nor the compass
Those who never learned to conquer steam or electricity
Those who never explored the seas or the skies

But they know the farthest corners of the land of angulsh
Those who never knew any journey save that of abduction
Those who learned to kneel in docility

Those who were domesticated and Christianized

Those who were injected with bestardy. . , .

7. “Ce que Thomme nolr apporte,” in Claude Nordey, L'Homme
de couleur (Paris, Plon, 1938), pp. 300-310.
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Yes, all those are my brothers—a “bitter brotherhood”
imprisons all of us alike. Having stated the minor thesis,
I went overboard after something else.

» « » But those without whom the earth would not be
the earth :

Tumescence all the more fruftful

than :

the empty land

stilt more the land

Storehouse to guard and ripen all

on earth that is most earth

My blackness 15 no stone, its deafness

hurled against the clamor of the day

My blackness is no drop of Nfsless water

owthe dead eye of the world

"My blackness is neither a tower nor a cathedral

It thrusts into the red flesh of the sun

It thrusts into the burning flesh of the sky

It hollows through the dense dismay of its own
plllar of patience.®

Egyah! the tom-tom chatters out the cosmic message,
Only the Negro has the capacity to convey it, to decipher
its meaning, its import, Astride the world, my strong
heels spurring Into the flanks of the world, I stare into
the shoulders of the world as the celebrant stares at the
midpoint between the eyes of the sacrificfal victim,

But they abandon themselves, possessed, to the essence
of all things, knowing nothing of externals but possessed by
the movement of all things

unéaring to subdue but playing the play of the world
truly the eldest sons of the world

8. Aimé Césalre, Cahler d'un retour au pays natal (Parls, Pré-
sonce Afrlcaine, 1056), pp. 77-78. :
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open to all the breaths of the world

meeting-place of all the winds of the world

undrained bed of all the waters of the world

spark of the sacred fire of the World

flesh of the flesh of the world, throbbing with the
very movement of the worldl®

Blood! Blood! .. . . Birth! Ecstasy of becoming] Three-
quarters engulfed in the confusions of the day, I feel
myself redden with blood. The arteries of all the world,
convulsed, torn away, uprooted, have turned toward me
and fed me.

“Blood! Blood! All our blood stirred by the male heart
of the sun,”1

Sacrifice was a middle point between the creation and
myself-now I went back no longer to sources but to The
Source. Nevertheless, one had to distrust shythm, earth-
mother love, this mystic, carnal marriage of the group
and the cosmos, '

In La vie sexuelle en Afrique noire, a work rich in per-
ceptions, De Pédrals implies that always in Africa, no
matter what field is studied, it will have a certain magico-
soclal structure, He adds:

All these are the elements that one finds again on a still
greater scale in the domain of secret socleties. To the ex-
tent, moreover, to which persons of elther sex, subjected to
oircumcision during adolescence, are hound under penalty
of death not to reveal to the uninitiated what they have
experienced, and to the extent to which Initiation into a
secret soclety always excites to acts of secred love, there is
good ground to conclude by viewing both male and female

9, Ibid, p.78.
10. Ibid,, p. 79.
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clrcumcision and the ritey that they embellish as constitu-
tive of minor secret societies, !

I walk on white nalls. Sheets of water threaten my soul
on fire, Face to face with these rites, I am doubly alert.
Black magicl Orgles, witches’ sabbaths, heathen cere-
monies, amulets. Coitus is an occasion to call on the gods
of the clan, It is a sacred act, pure, absolute, bringing
invisible forces into action. What is one to think of all
these manifestations, all these initiations, all these actsP
From very direction I am assaulted by the obscenity of
dances and of words, Almost at my ear there is a song:

First our hearts burned hot

Now they are cold

All we think of now is Love

When we return to the village
When we seo the great phallus

Ah how then we will make Love

For our parts will be dry and clean,2

The soil, which only a moment ago was still a tamed
steed, begins to revel, Are these virgins, these nympho-
maniacsP Black Magic, primitive mentality, animism,
anfmal eroticism, it all floods over me. All of it is typical
of peoples that have not kept pace with the evolution of
the human race. Or, If one prefers, this is humanity at
its lowest, Having reached this point, I was long reluctant
to commit myself. Aggression was in the stars. I had to
choose, What do I mean? I had no choice. . . ,

Yes, we are—we Negroes—backward, simple, free in
our behavior, That is because for us the body is not some-

- 11, De Pédrals, La vie sexuelle en Afrique nolre (Paris, Payot),
p- 83

12. A. M. Verglat, Les rites secrets dos primitifs de FOubangui
(Paris, Payot, 1951), p. 118,
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thing opposed to what you call the mind. We are in the -
world, And long live the couple, Man and Earth! Bestdes,
our men of letters helped me to convince you; your white
civilization overlooks subtle riches and sensitivity, Listen:

Emotive sensitivity. Emotion {5 completely Negro as
reason fs Greek'® Water rippled by every breezeP Un-
sheltered soul blown by every wind, whose fruit often drops
before it is xipeP Yes, in one way, the Negro today is richer

© in gifts than in worksM But the tree thrusts its roots fato the
earth, The river runs deep, carrying preclous seeds. And,
the Afro-American poet, Langston Hughes, says:
X have known rivers
ancient dark rivers
my soul has grown deep
like the deep rivers.

The very natura of the Negro’s emotion, of his sensitivity,
furthermore, explains his attitude toward the object per-
celved with such basic intensity, It s an abandon that be-
comes need, an actve state of communion, indeed of identifl-
cation, however negligible the action~I almost said the per-
sonality~of the object. A rhythmic attitude; The adjectlve
should be kept in mind.1s

8o here we have the Negro rehabilitated, “standing
before the bar,” ruling the world with his intuition, the
Negro recognized, set on his feet agein, sought after,
taken up, and he s a Negro—no, he s not a Negro but the
Negro, exciting the fecund antennae of the world, placed
in the foreground of the world, raining his poetic power
on the world, “open to all the breaths of the world,” I
embrace the worldl I am the world! The white man has

13, My ftalics—F. ¥,

14, My itallcs—-F.F,

15. Léopold Senghor, “Ce que I'homue nolr apporte,” in Nordey,
op. oit, p. 205,
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never understood this magie substitution. The white man
wants the world; he wants it for himself alone. He finds
himself predestined master of this world. He enslaves it.
An acquisitive relation is established between the world
and him. But there exist other values that fit only my
forms, Like a magician, I xobbed the white man of “a
certain world,” forever after lost to him and his. When
that happened, the white man must have been rocked
backward by a force that he could not identify, so little
used as he is to such reactions. Somewhere beyond the
objective world of farms and banana trees and rubber
trees, I had subtly brought the real world into being, The
essence of the world was my fortune. Between the world
and me a relation of coexistence was established. I had
discovered the primeval One. My “speaking hands” tore
at the hysterical throat of the world, The white man had
the anguished feeling that I was escaping from him and
that I was taking something with me. He went through
my pockets. He thrust probes into the least circumvoly-
tion of my brain. Everywhere he found only the obvious.
So it was obvious that I had a secret, I was interrogated;
turning away with an air of mystery, I murmured:

Tokowaly, uncle, do you remember the nights gone by

When my head weighed heavy on the back of your patience
or

Holding my hand your hand led me by shadows and signs

The flelds are flowers of glowworms, stars hang on the
bushes, on the trees

Silence s everywhere

Only the scents of the jungle hum, swarms of reddish
bees that overwhelm the crickets’ shrill sounds,

And covered tom-tom, breathing in the distance of the
night,

You, Tokowaly, you listen to what cannot be heard, and
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you explain to me what the ancestors are saying in the
liguid calm of the constellations,

The bull, the scorpion, the leopard, the elephant,
and the fish we know,

And the white pomp of the Sprits in the heavenly shell
that has no end,

But now comes the radiance of the goddess Moon
and the veils of the shadows fall.

Night of Aftica, my black night, mystical and bright, black
and shining.10

I made myself the post of the world, The white man
had found a poetry in which there was nothing poetic.
The soul of the white man was corrupted, and, as I was
told by a friend who was a teacher in the United States,
“The presence of the Negroes beside the whites is in a
way an insurance policy on humanness, When the whites
feel that they have become too mechanized, they turn to
the men of color and ask them for a little human susten-
ance.” At last I had been recognized, I was no longer a
7610, '

I had soon to change my tune, Only momentarily at a
loss, the white man explained to me that, genetically, I
represented a stage of development: “Your properties have
been exhausted by us. We have had earth mystics such as
you will never approach. Study our bistory and you will
see how far this fusion has gone.” Then I had the feeling
that I was repeating a cycle. My originality had been
torn out of me. I wept a long time, and then I began to
live again, But I was haunted by a galaxy of erosive
stexeotypes: the Negro’s suf generls odor . . . the Negro's

. Sui generis good natwre . . . the Negro's sui generls gul-

libility. . ..

16. Léopold Senghor, Chants d'ombre (Paxis, Editions du Seul,
1045).
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I had trled to flee myself through my kind, but the
whites had thrown themselves on me and hamstrung
me, I tested the limits of my essence; beyond all doubt
there was not much of it Jeft, It was here that I made my
most remarkable discovery. Properly speaking, this dis-
covery was a rediscovery.

1 rummaged frenetically through all the antiquity of the
black man. What I found there took away my breath, In
his book L'gbolition de Vesclavage Schoelcher presented
us with compelling arguments. Since then, Frobenius,
Westormann, Delafosse—all of them white~had joined the
chorus: Ségou, Djenné, olties of more than a hundred
thousand people; accounts of learned blacks (doctors of
theology who went to Mecca to interpret the Koran), All
of that, exhurmed from the past, spread with its insides out,
made it possible for me to find a valid historic place. The
white man was wrong, I was not a primitive, not even a
half-man, I belonged to a race that had already been
working in gold and silver two thousand years ago, And
too there was something else, something else that the
white man could not understand, Listen:

What sort of men were these, then, who had been torn
away from thelr families, their countries, thelr religions,
with a savagery unparalleled in history?

Gentle men, polite, considerate, unquestionably superlor
to those who tortured them-that collection of adventurers
who slashed and violated and spat on Africa to make the
stripping of her the easier,

- The men they took away knew how to build houses,
govern empires, erect cities, cultivato flelds, mine for metals,
weave cotton, forge steel,

Their religion had its own beauty, based on mystical
connectlons with the founder of the city. Thelr customs were
Pleasing, built on unity, kindness, respect for age,.
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No coerclon, only mutual assistance, the joy of living, a
free acceptance of discipline,

Order—Farnestness—Poetry and Freedom.,

From the untroubled private citizen to the ahnost fabu-
lous leader there was an unbroken chain of understanding
and trust. No scienceP Indeed yes; but also, to protect them
from fear, they possessed great myths in which ‘the most
subtle cbservation and the most daring imagation were
balanced and blended, No art? They had their magnificent
sculpture, in which human feeling ernpted so unrestrained
yet always followed the obsessive laws of rhythm in its
organization of the major elements of 2 material called upon
to capture, in order to redistribute, the most secret forces of
the universe, . , A7

Monuments In the very heart of AfricaP Schools? Hospi-
talsP Not a single good burgher of the twenticth century,
no Durand, no Smith, no Brown even suspects that such
things existed fn Africa before the Europeans came. , . ,

But Schoelcher reminds us of thelr presence, discovered
by Caillé, Mollien, the Cander brothers, And, though he
nowhere reminds us that when the Portuguese landed on
the banks of the Congo in 1498, they found a rich and
Hourishing state there and that the courtlers of Ambas were
dressed in robes of silk and brocade, at least he knows that
Africa had brought itself up to a juridical concept of the
state, and he is aware, living in the very flood of imperial-
ism, that European civilization, after all, is only one more
clvilization among many—and not the most merciful,18

I put the white man back into his place; growing
bolder, I jostled him and told him point-blank, “Get used
to me, I am not getting used to anyone.” I shouted my
laughter to the sters, The white man, I could see, was

17, Aimé Césaire, Introducton to Victor Schoelcher, Esclavage
et colonisation (Pais, Presses Universitatros de France, 1948), r 7
18, 1bid,, p. 8.
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resentful, His reaction time lagged interminably. . .. I had
won, I was jubilant, :

“Lay sside your history, your investigations of the
past, and try to feel yourself into our rhythm, In a society

such as ours, industrialized to the highest degree, domi- .

nated by scientism, there is no longer room for your sen-
sitivity, One must be tough if one is to be allowed to live.
What matters now Is no longer playing the game of the
world but subjugating it with integers and atoms. Oh,
certainly, X will be told, now and then when we are worn
out by our lives in big buildings, we will turn to you as
we do to our children—to the innocent, the ingenuous, the
spontaneous. We will turn to you as to the childhood of
the world. You are so real in your life—so funny, that is.
Let us run away for a little while from our ritualized,
polite clvilization and let us relax, bend to those heads,
those adorably expressive faces. In a way, you reconcile
us with ourselves.”

Thus my unreason was countered with reason, my
reason with “real reason.” Every hand was a losing hand
for me. I analyzed my heredity. I made a complete audit
of my ailment. I wanted to be typically Negro—it was no
longer possible. I wanted to be white—that was a joke,
And, when I trled, on the level of ideas and intellectual
activity, to reclaim my negritude, it was snatched away
from me. Proof was presented that my offort was only a
term in the dialectic:

But there Is something more important: The Negro, as wo
have said, oreates an anti-racist raclsm for himself. In no
sense does he wish to rule the world: He seeks the abolition
of all ethnic privileges, wherever they come from; he asserts
his solidarity with the oppressed of all colors. At once the
subjective, existentlal, ethnic idea of negritude “passes,” ag
Hegel puts it, into the objective, positive, exact idea of
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proletariat, “For Césaire,” Senghor says, “the white man is
the symbol of eapital as the Negro is that of labor. . . . Be-
yond the black-skinned men of his race it is the battle of the
world proletariat that is his song.”

That is easy to say, but less easy to think out. And un-
doubtedly it #s no colncidence that the most ardent poets of
negritude are at the same time militant Marxists.

But that does not prevent the idea of race from mingling
with that of class: The first is concrete and particular, the
second Is universal and abstract; the one stems frora what
Jaspers calls understanding and the other from intellection;
the first is the result of a psychobiological syncretism and
the second is a methodical construction based on experience.
In fact, negritude appears as the minor term of a dialectical
progression: The theoretical and practical assertion of the
supremacy of the white man is its thesis; the position of
negritude as an antithetical value is the moment of neg-
ativity. But this negative moment is insufficlent by itself, and
the Negroes who employ it know this very well; they know
that it is intended to prepare the synthesis or realization of
the human in a society without races. Thus negritude is
the root of its own destruction, it Is a transition and not a
conclusion, a means and not an ultimate end.®

When I read that page, 1 felt that I had been robbed
of my last chance. I sald to my friends, “The generation
of the younger black poets has just suffered a blow that
can never ho forgiven.” Help had been sought from a
friend of the colored peoples, and that friend had found
no better response than to point out the relativity of what
they were doing, For once, that born Hegellan had for-
gotten that consclousness has to lose itself in the night of
the absolute, the only condition to attain to conscious-

19. Jean-Paul Sartra, Orphée Nolr, preface to Anthologie de la
nouvelle poésie ndgre et malgache (Paxis, Presses Universitaires de
France, 1048), pp. x1 ff,
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ness of self. In opposition to rationalism, he summoned up
the negative side, but he forgot that this negativity draws
its worth from an almost substantive absoluteness. A
consclousness committed to experience is ignorant, has
to be ignorant, of the essences and the determinations
of its being.

Orphée Nolr is a date in the intellectualization of the
experience of being black. And Sartre’s mistake was not
only to seek the source of the source but in a certain
sense to block that source:

Will the source of Poetry be dried up? Or will the great
black flood, in spite of everythirig, color the sea into which
it pours itself® It does not matter: Every age has its own
poetry; in every age the circumstances of history choose a
natlon, & race, a class to take up the torch by creating situ-
ations that can be expressed or transcended only through
Pootry; sometimes the poetlc impulse coincides with the
revolutionary impulse, and sometimes they take different
courses, Today let us hail the turn of history that will make
it possible for the black men to utter “the great Negro

cry with a force that will shake the pillars of the world”
(Césalre).20

And so it is not I who make a meaning for myself, but
it is the meaning that was already there, pre-existing,
waiting for me. It is not out of my bad nigger’s misery,
my bad nigger’s teeth, my bad nigger's hunger that I
will shape a torch with which to burn down the world,
but it is the torch that was alveady there, waiting for
that turn of history. :

" In terms of consciousness, the black consciousness is
held out as an absolute density, as filled with itself, a
stage preceding any invasfon, any abolition of the ego by

20. Ibid., p. xliv,

Frantz Fanon | 185

desire. Jean-Paul Sartre, in this work, has destroyed black
zeal. In opposition to historical becoming, there had
always been the unforeseeable. I needed to lose myself
completely in negritude, One day, perhaps, in the depths
of that unhappy romanticism, . . .

In any case I needed not to know. This struggle, this
new decline had to take on an aspect of completeness.
Nothing is more unwelcome than the commonplace:
“You'll change, my boy; I was like that too when I was
young . . . youll see, it will all pass.”

The dialectic that brings necessity into the foundation
of my freedom drives me out of myself. It shatters my
unreflected position. Stll in terms of consclousness, black
consciousness {s immanent in its own eyes. I am not a
potentiality of something, I am wholly what I am, 1 do
not have to look for the universal. No probability has any
place inside me. My Negro consclousness does not hold
itself out as a lack. It is. It is its own follower.

But, I will be told, your statements show a misreading
of the processes of history, Listen then:

Africa X have kept your memory Africa

you are inside me

Like the splinter in the wound

like & guardian fetish in the center of the village
meke me the stone in your sling

make my mouth the lips of your wound

make my kneos the broken pillars of your abasement
AND YET

I want to be of your race alone

workers peasants of all lands , , .

« + « white worker in Detroit black peon in Alabama
uncountable nation in capitalist slavery

destiny ranges us shoulder to shoulder

repudiating the ancient maledictions of blood taboos



LEL

188 / Black Skin, White Masks

we roll away the ruins of our solitudes

I the flood is a frontier

we will strip the gully of its endless

covering flow

If the Sierra is a frontler

we will smash the Jaws of the volcanoes

upholding the Cordilleras

and the plain will be the parade ground of the dawn

where we regroup our forces sundered

by the deceits of our masters

As the contradiction among the features

creates the harmony of the face

we proclaim the oneness of the suffering

and the revolt

of all the peoples on all the face of the earth
and we mix the mortar of the age of brotherhood
out of the dust of idols.2

Exactly, we will reply, Negro experlence is not 2 whole,

for there is mot merely one Negro, there are Negroes.
What a difference, for instance, in this other poem:

The white man killed my father

Because my father was proud

The white men raped my mother

Because my mother was beautiful

The white man wore out my brother in the hot sun
of the roads

Because my brother was strong

Then the white man came to me

His hands red with blood

Spat his contempt into my black face

Out of his tyrant's voice: _

“Hey boy, a basin, a towel, water.”s?
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Or this other one:

My brother with teeth that glisten at the compliments
of hypocrites

My brother with gold-rimmed spectacles :

Over eyes that turn blue at the sound of the Master"
voice

My poor brother in dinner jacket with its silk lapels

Clucking and whispering and strutting through the
drawing rooms of Condescension

How pathetic you are

The sun of your native country s nothing mors now
than a shadow

On your composed clvilized face

And your grandmother’s hut

Brings blushes into cheeks made white by years of
abasement and Mea culpa

But when regurgitating the flood of lofty empty words

Like the load that presses on your shoulders

You walk again on the rough red earth of Africa

These words of anguish will state the rhythm of your
uneasy gait

I feel 50 alone, so alone herel?®

From time to time one would like to stop. To state
reality i3 a wearing task. But, when one has taken it into
one’s head to try to express existence, one runs the risk of
finding only the nonexistent. What is certain is that, at
the very moment when I was trying to grasp my own
being, Sartre, who remained The Other, gave me a name
and thus shattered my last illusion, While X was saying
to him:

“My negritude fs nefther a tower nor a cathedral,

it thrusts into the red flesh of the sun,
21, Jacques Roumain, “Bols-d'Ebéne,” Prelude, In Anthologle de
la nouvelle podste négre ot malgache, p. 113. - it thrusts into the buring flesh of the sky,

22. David Diop, “Le temps du martyre,” in fbid., p, 174, mhip, “Lo Renégat”
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it hollows through the dense dismay of its own pillar
of patlence ...”

while I was shouting that, in the paroxysm of my being
and my fury, he was reminding me that my blackness
was only & minor term. In all truth, in all truth I tell you,
my shoulders slipped out of the framework of the world,
my feet could no longer feel the touch of the ground. With-
out a Negro past, without a Negro future, it was impossible
for me to live my Negrohood. Not yet white, no longer
wholly black, I was damned. Jean-Paul Sartre had for-
gotten that the Negro suffers in his body quite differently
from the white man.** Between the white man and me the
connection was irrevocably one of transcendence

But the constancy of my love had been forgotten, I
defined myself as an absolute intensity of beginning. So
X took up my negritude, and with tears in my eyes I put
its machinery together again, What had been broken to
pleces was rebuilt, reconstructed by the intuitive lianas
of my hands,

My cry grew more violent: I am a Negro, I am a Negro,
I am a Negro. ...

And there was my poor brotherliving out his neurosis
to the extreme and finding himself paralyzed:

THE NEGRO: I can’t, ma’am.
Lzzie; Why not?

24, Though Saxtre’s speculations on tho existence of The Other
may be correct (to the extent, we must remember, to which Being
and Nothingness describes an allenated consclovsness), their appll-
oation to a black consclousness proves fallaclous. That is because the
white man Is not only The Other but also the master, whether real
or imaginary. . _

23. In the sense in which the word is used by Jean Wahl in
Existence humaine et transcendance (Neuchitel, La Baconniére,
1944).

———
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THE NECRO: I can’t shoot white folks,

Lrzzie: Really! That would bother them, wouldn't itP

THE NEGRO: They're white folks, ma'am.

wzzie: So whatP Maybe they got a right to bleed you like
8 pig just because they’re whiteP

THE NEGRO: But theyre white folks,

A feeling of inferfority? No, a feeling of nonexistence.
Sin is Negro as virtue is white, Al those white men in a
group, guns in their hands, cannot be wrong. I am guilty.
I do not know of what, but I know that I am no good.

THE NEcro: That's how it goes, ma’am, That’s how it always
goes with white folks. _

vizzie: You too? You feel guilty?

THE NEGRO: Yes, ma'am.?9

It is Bigger Thomas—~he is afraid, he is tervibly afraid,
He is afraid, but of what is he afraid? Of himself. No
one knows yet who he is, but he knows that fear will
fill the world when the world finds out, And when the
world knows, the world always expects something of the

* Negro. He Is afraid lest the world know, he is afraid

of the fear that the world would feel if the world knew.
Like that old woman on her knees who begged me to
tie her to her bed:

“I just know, Doctor: Any minute that thing will take
hold of me.”

“What thing?” _

“The wanting to kill myself, Tie me down, I'm afraid.”

In the end, Bigger Thomas acts, To put an end to his
tension, he acts, he responds to the world’s anticipation.®

28. Jean-Paul Sartre, The Respectful Prostitute, in Three Plays
(New York, Knopf, 1949), pp. 189, 191, Originally, La Putain
respectuense (Paris, Gallimard, 1947). See also Home of the Bravo,
& film by Mark Robsen,

27, Richard Wright, Native Son (New York, Harper, 1940).
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So it is with the character in If He Hollers Let Him Go*
—who does precisely what he did not want to do. That
big blonde who was always in his way, weak, sensual,
offered, open, fearing (desiring) rape, became his ms-
tress in the end,

The Negro is a toy in the white man’s hands; so, in
order to shatter the hellish cycle, he explodes. ¥ cannot
go to a film without seeing myself. T wait for me. In the
interval, just before the flm starts, I wait for me. The
people in the theater ave watching me, examining me,
waiting for me. A Negro groom is going to appear. My
heart makes my head swim.

The crippled veteran of the Pacific war says to my
brother, “Resign yourself to your color the way I got
used to my stump; we're both victims,”2®

Nevertheless with all my strength I refuse to accept
that amputation. I feel in myself a soul as immense as
the world, truly a soul as deep as the deepest of rivers,
my chest has the power to expand without limit. I am
& master and I am advised to adopt the humility of the
cripple. Yesterday, awakening to the world, I saw the
sky turn upon itself utterly and wholly, I wanted to rise,
but the disemboweled silence fell back upon me, its wings

paralyzed. Without responsibility, straddling Nothingness
and Infinity, I began to weep.

28, By Chester Himes (Garden City, Doubleday, 1045),
20, Home of the Brave.




