INTRODUCTION

I am tclking of millions of men who
have been skillfully injected with
fear, inferiority complexes, trepida-
tion, servility, despair, abasement.
—Aimé Césaire, Discours sur le Colonialisme

The explosion will not happen today. It is too soon . . .
or too late.

I do not come with timeless truths.

My consciousness is mot flluminated with ultimate
radiances,

Nevertheless, in complete composure, I think it would
be good. if certain things were said.

These things I am going to say, not shout. For it is
a long time since shouting has gone out of my life.

So very long. . . .

Why write this book? No one has asked me for it.

Especially those to whom it is directed.

Well? Well, I reply quite calmly that there are too
many idiots in this world. And having said it, I have the
burden of proving it.

Toward a new humanism. . . .

Understanding among men. . . .

Our colored brothers. . ..

Mankind, I believe in you. . . .

Race prejudice. . . .

To understand and to love. . ..

From all sides dozens and hundreds of pages assail
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me and try to impose their wills on me. But a single line
would be enough. Supply a single answer and the color
problem would be stripped of all its importance,

‘What does a man want?
 What does the black man want?

At the risk of arousing the resentment of my colored
brothers, I will say that the black is not a man.

There is a zone of nonbeing, an extraordinarily sterile

and arid region, an utterly naked declivity where an
suthentic upheaval can be born. In most cases, the black
man Jacks the advantage of being able to accomplish
this descent into a real hell,

Man is not merely a possibility of recapture or of
negation. If it is true that consciousness is a process of
transcendence, we have to see too that this transcendence
is haunted by the problems of love and understanding.
Man is a yes that vibrates to cosmic harmonies. Uprooted,
pursued, baffled, doomed to watch the dissolution of the
truths that he has worked out for himself ome after
another, he has to give up projecting onto the world an
antinomy that coexists with him.

The black is 2 black man; that is, as the result of a
series of aberrations of affect, he is rooted at the core of
a universe from which he must be extricated.

The problem is important. I propose nothing short of
the liberation of the man of color from himself. We shall
go very slowly, for there are two camps: the white and
the black. ‘

Stubbornly we shall investigate both metaphysics and
we shall find that they are often quite fluid.

We shall have no mercy for the former governors, the
former missionaries. To us, the man who adores the Negro
is as “sick” as the man who abominates him.

Conversely, the black man who wants to twmn his race
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white is as miserable as he who preaches hatred for the
whites.

In the absolute, the black is no more to be loved than
the Czech, and truly what is to be done is to set man
free.

This book should have been written three years ago.
. » . But these truths were a fire in me then. Now I can
tell them without being burned. These truths do not have
to be hurled in men’s faces. They are not intended to
ignite fervor. I do not trust fervor.

Every time it has burst out somewhere, it has brought
fire, famine, misery. . . . And contempt for man,

Fervor is the weapon of choice of the impotent.

Of those who heat the iron in order to shape it at
oncs. I should prefer to warm man’s body and leave him.
We might reach this result: mankind retaining this fire
through self-combustion.

Mankind set free of the trampoline that is the resist-
ance of others, and digging into its own flesh to find a
meaning.

Only a few of those who read this book will under-
stand the problems that were encountered in ifs com-
position.

In an age when skeptical doubt has taken root in the
world, when in the words of a gang of salauds it is no
Jonger possible to find the sense of non-sense, it becomes
harder to penetrate to a level where the categories of
sense and non-sense are not yet invoked.

The black man wants to be white. The white man slaves
to reach a human level,

In the couxse of this essay we shall cbserve the develop-
ment of an effort to understand the black-white relation.

"The white man is sealed in his whiteness.

The black man in his blackness.
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We shall seek to ascertain the directions of this dual
narcissism and the motivations that inspire it.

At the beginning of my speculations it seems inappro-
priate to elaborate the conclusions that the reader will
find.

Concern with the elimination of a vicious circle has
been the only guide-line for my efforts.

There is a fact: White men consider themselves superior

to black men.

There is another fact: Black men want to prove to white
men, at all costs, the richness of their thought, the equal
value of their intellect.

How do we extricate ourselves?

A moment ago I spoke of narcissism. Indeed, I believe
that only a psychoanalytical interpretation of the black
problem can lay bare the anomalies of affect that are
responsible for the structure of the complex. I shall
attempt a complete lysis of this morbid body. I believe
that the individual should tend to take on the univer-
sality inherent in the human condition. And when I say
this, I am thinking impartially of men like Gobineau or
women like Mayctte Capécia. But, in order to arrive at
this judgment, it is imperative to eliminate a whole set
of defects left over from childhood.

Man’s tragedy, Nietzsche said, is that he was once a
child. None the less, we cannot afford to forget that, as
Charles Odier has shown us, the neurotic’s fate remains
in his own hands.

However painful it may be for me to accept this con-
clusion, I am obliged to state it: For the black man there
is only one destiny. And it is white.

Before beginning the case, I have to say certain things.
The analysis that I am undertaking is psychological. In
spite of this it is apparent to me that the effective dis-
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alienation of the black man entails an immediate recog-
pition of social and economic realities. If there is an
inferiority complex, it is the outcome of a double process:

—primarily, economic;

~subsequently, the internalization—or, better, the epi-
Jdermalization—of this inferiority.

Reacting against the constitutionalist tendency of the
late nineteenth century, Freud insisted that the indivi-
dual factor be taken into account through psychoanalysis.
He substituted for a phylogenetic theory the ontogenetic
perspective. It will be seen that the black man’s alienation
is not an individual question. Beside phylogeny and on-
togeny stands sociogeny. In one sense, conforming to the
view of Leconte and Damey,! let us say that this is a
question of a sociodiagnostic.

What is the prognosis?

But society, unlike biochemical processes, cannot escape
human influences. Man is what brings society into being.
The prognosis is in the hands of those who are willing to
get rid of the worm-eaten roots of the structure.

The black man must wage his war on both levels:
Since historically they influence each other, any unilateral
liberation is incomplete, and the gravest mistake would
be to believe in their automatic interdependence, Besides,
such a systematic tendency is contrary to the facts, This
will be proved.

Reality, for once, requires a total understanding. On
the obijective level as on the subjective level, a solution
has to be supplied. :

And to declare in the tone of “iTs-2ll-my-fault” that what
matters is the salvation of the scul is not worth the effort.

There will be an authentic disalienation only to the

1. M. Leconte and A. Damey, Essai critique des nosographies
psychiatriques actuelles.
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degree to which things, in the most materialistic meaning
of the word, will have been restored to their proper places.

1t is good form to introduce a work in psychology with
a statement of its methodological point of view. I shall
be derelict. I leave methods to the botanists and the
mathematicians, There is a point at which methods devour
themselves.

1 should like to start from there. I shall try to discover
the various attitudes that the Negro adopts in contact
with white civilization,

The “jungle savage” is not what I have in mind, That
is because for him certain factors have not yet acguired
importance,

I believe that the fact of the juxtaposition of the white
and black races has created a massive psychoexistential
complex. I hope by analyzing it to destroy it.

Many Negroes will not find themselves in what follows.

This is equally true of many whites.

But the fact that I feel a foreigner in the worlds of the
schizophrenic or the sexual cripple in no way diminishes
their reality.

The attitudes that I propose to describe are real. I have
encountered them innumerable times.

Among students, among workers, among the pimps of
Pigalle or Marseille, I have been able to isolate the same
components of aggressiveness and passivity.

This book is a clinical study. Those who recognize
themselves in it, I think, will have made a step forward.
1 seriously hope to persuade my brother, whether black
or white, to tear off with all his strength the shameful
livery put together by centuries of incomprehension.

The architecture of this work is rooted in the temporal.
Every human problem must be considered from the stand-
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point of time. Tdeally, the present will always contribute

to the building of the future.

And this future is not the future of the cosmos but
gather the future of my century, my country, my exist-
ence. In no fashion should I undertake to prepare the
world that will come later. I belong irreducibly to my
hmg;d it is for my own time that I should live. The future
should be an edifice supported by Living men. This struc-
ture is connected to the present to the extent that I con-
sider the present in terms of something to be exceeded.

The first three chapters deal with the modern Negro.
1 take the black man of today and 1 vy to establish his
ottitudes in the white world. The last two chapters are
devoted to an attempt at 2 psychopathological and phil-
osophical explanation of the siate of being a Negro.

The analysis is, above all, regressive.

The fourth and fifth chapters rest on 2 fundamentally
different basis.

In the fourth chapter I examine a work® that in my
opinion is dangerous. The author, 0. Mannoni, is, more-
over, aware of the ambiguity of his position. That perhaps
is one of the merits of his evidence. He has tried to ac-
count for a situation. It is our right to say that we are
ot satisfied. Tt is our duty to show the author how we

iffer from him.
dl%‘he &ifth chapter, which I have called The Fact of
Blackness, is important for more than one reason. It por-
trays the Negro face to face with his race. It will be ob-
served that there is no common link between the Negro

ni i iban: The Psychol-
o {Dominigue} O. Mannoni, Prosperc and Caliban Th

ogy 3}‘ Szllong&ation {New York, Praeger, 1964)..Ongmally Psy-
chologie de la Colonisation (Paxis, Editions du Senil, 1950).

S
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of this chapter and the Negro who wants to go to bed
with a white woman, In the latter there is clearly a wish
to be white. A lust for revenge, in any case. Here, in
contrast, we observe the desperate struggles of a Negro
who is driven to discover the meaning of black identity.
White civilization and FEuropean culture have forced an
existential deviation on the Negro. I shall demonstrate

elsewhere that what is often called the black soul is a

white man’s artifact.
The educated Negro, slave of the sporntaneous and

cosmic Negro myth, feels at a given stage that his race _

no longer understands him,

Or that he no longer understands it.

Then he congratulates himself on this, and enlarging
the difference, the incomprehension, the disharmony, he
finds in them the meaning of his real humanity. Or more
rarely he wants to belong to his people. And it is with
rage in his mouth and abandon in his heart that he buries
himself in the vast black abyss. We shall see that this
attitude, so hercically absolute, renounces the present
and the future in the name of a mystical past.

Since I was born in the Antilles, my observations and
my conclusions are valid only for the Antilles—at least
concerning the black man af home. Another book could be
dedicated to explaining the differences that separate the
Negro of the Antilles from the Negro of Africa. Perhaps
one day I shall write it. Perhaps too it will no longer be
necessary—a fact for which we could only congratulate
ourselves.

BrLACK SKIN,
WHITE MASKS
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And, even though Breton may be stating a fact, I do
not see why there should be an

y paradox, anything to
underline, for in truth M. Aimé Césaire is a native of
Martinique and 2 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 associated with formal
education, such a desire, oriented toward a purer future,
could not take on an aspect of folklore. 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 spekesmen
of an authentic race whose potentials have never been
acknowledged, they scom such devices, Their intellectual
growth took place almost exclusively within the framework
of the French language, and it would be artifice for them

to resort to 2 mode of speech that they virtually never use
now except as something learned 18

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

16. Michel Leiris, op. cit

Chapter Two

THE WOMAN OF COLOR
AND THE WHITE MAN

Man is motion toward the world and toward 1hls hi:;t.

A movement of aggression, which leads tf) ens av;{mth
or 1o conguest; a movement of love, 2 ngt cﬁ Ee t’hj_c aei

ultimate stage of what by commeon acco;d ]ZS cz 51 ! i e
i i eems 10 kav -
grientation. Every consciousness s ey

i two components, SLNUIAT
ity to demonstrate these ‘ A
i I love will strengthen
or alternatively, The person 4 gthen mo by
i ood, while the ne
dorsing my assumption of my man s _
jg e(;'n tghe deiraﬁon or the love of others }N.lﬂ er;c:h a
value-making superstructure on my whole vision of the
orld. . .
Wln reaching an understanding of phe{mmena e?f this
sort, the analyst and the phenomenologist are givexll a
diﬁ;ult task. And, if a Sartre has appeared todf%rg;iz‘;e
ipti fration, his Being an -
a description of love as frus . : Hing-
1 alysis of dishonesty an

ness amounting only to an an and in-

ici i t true, authentic love

thenticity, the fact remains tha X
?ﬁhing fg others what one postulates for oneself,h when
that postulation unites the permanent va%ues t:)f uénag
reality—entails the mobilization of psychic drives basi
i icts.

cally freed of unconscious conflic o
L};ft far, far behind, the last sequelae of a -htaxgg
struggle carried on against the other have been dissipated.
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Today I believe in the possibility of love; that is why I
endeavor to trace its imperfections, its perversions.

In this chapter devoted to the relations between the
woman of color and the European, it is our problem to
ascertain to what extent authentic love will remain un-
attainable before one has purged oneself of that feeling
of inferiority or that Adlerian exaltation, that overcom-
pensation, which seem to be the indices of the black
Welianschauung,

For after all we have a right to be perturbed when we
read, in Je suis Mertiniguaise: “I should have liked to
be married, but to a white man. But a woman of color
is never altogether respectable in a white man’ eyes.
Even when he loves her. I knew that™ This Ppassage,
which serves in 3 way as the conclusion of a vast delusion,
prods one’s brain, One day a woman named Mayotte
Capécia, obeying a motivation whose elements are dif-
ficult to detect, sat down to write 202 pages—her life—
in which the most ridiculous ideas proliferated at random.
The enthusiastic reception that greeted this book in cer
tain circles forces us 1o analyze it. For me, all circum-
locution is impossible: Je suis Martiniquaise is cut-rate
merchandise, a sermon in praise of corruption.

Mayotte loves 2 white man to whom she submits in
everything. He is her lord. She asks nothing, demands
mothing, except a bit of whiteness in her life, When she
tries to determine in her own mind whether the man is
handsome or ugly, she writes, “All T know is that he had
blue eyes, blond hair, and a light skin, and that T loved
him.” 1t is not difficult to see that a rearrangement of
these elements in their proper hierarchy would produce

| i : im because he had
thing of this order: “I loved hl:.m ]

;(I:?ee eyeff blond hair, and a light skin.” We wh; c;ine
from the Antilles know one ﬂtl;mg only too well: Blue
th le say, frighten the Negro. o
ey‘%heif Ip f}%;:ervec}lr in my introduction that, hJLSi(}ﬂ(:;ﬁl_)rs
inferiority has been felt economically, I was hardly mis-

taken. ‘_ e
i i hen he to leave
There were evenings, unhappily, w n I
me afone in order to fulfill his social obligations. He -wou;d
o to Didier, the fashionable part of Fort-de-France inhab-
igted by the “Martinique whiteys,” who are I.Jer.haps not too
ure racially but who are often very ric}f (it is understoi%d
fﬁat one is white above a certain Brancial level), and z
“France whiteys,” most of them government people an
ilit fHicers. .
mﬂﬁixglg André’s colleagues, who like him had been ma-
rooned in the Antilles by the war, sog géad Enﬁa’gzgl u;g
N ¢ &
their wives join them. I understo a
ii:ealways hold himself aloof from ther'n. I also ace;pte&
the fact that I was barred from this socn?ty P?eca.use was
a woman of color; but I could not help being ]tlaalﬂus. It was
no good his explaining to me that his pri:ste %J}ie was a;o:;z
ing that belonged to him alone and that social an:
Ei:y aiife wasgsomeﬂﬁng else, which washno: v.;tbm l?;
day he took me
I; I nagged so much that one . :
g;:hii. We spgeit the evening in one of those little villas thaé
1 had admired since my childhood, with tweo glﬁcers a{;}e
. . e
ir wives. The women kept watching me with a co :
fésgsigsvfhat 1 found unbearable. I felt that I was wiirzn%
too much mekeup, that T was not properly dressed, fath
was not doing André credit, perhaps simply because o the
color of my skin—in short, I spent so miserable an evening
that I decided I would pever again ask André to take me

with him32

1. Mayotte Capécia, Je suis Martiniquaise (Paris, Corréa, 1048),
p. 202,

9. Ibid., p. 150.
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It was Didier, the preserve of the richest people in
Martinique, that magnetized all the girl's wishes, And
she makes the point herself: One is white above a certain
financial level. The houses in this section had long dazzled
the lady. I have the feeling, however, that Mayotte
Capécia is laying it on: She tells us that she did not g0
to Fort-de-France until she was grown, at about the age
of eighteen; and yet the mansions of Didier had beguiled
her childhood. There is an inconsistency here that be-
comes understandable when one grasps the background.
It is in fact customary in Martinique to dream of a form
of salvation that cousists of magically turning white. A
house in Didier, acceptance into that high society { Didier
is on a hill that dominates the city), and there you have
Hegel’s subjective certainty made flesh. And in another
way it is quite easy to see the place that the dialectic of
being and having® would occupy in a description of this
behavior. Such, however, is not the case with Mayotte.
She is looked at with distaste, Things begin their usual
course. . . . It is because she is a2 woman of color that she
is not accepted in this society. Her resentment feeds on
her own artificiality. We shall see why love is beyond the
reach of the Mayotte Capéeias of all nations. For the
beloved should not allow me to turn my infantile fantasies
into reality: On the contrary, he should help me to go
beyond them. The childhood of Mayotte Capéeia shows
us a certain number of characteristics that illustrate the
line of orientation she follows as an adult, And each time
there is a movement or a contact, it will have a direct re-

lation to her goal. It would seem indeed that for her

white and black represent the two poles of a world, two
poles in perpetual conflict: genuinely Manichean con-

3. Gabriel Marcel, Etre et Avoir (Paris, Aubier, 1935).
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cept of the world; the word has b:een spoken,_ it must be
remembered—white or black, that is the question. .
I am white: that is to say that I possess beauty an
virtue, which have never been black. I am the color of the
dagligaiilti)ia;:k: I am the incarnation of 2 complete fusion
with the world, an intuitive understanding of the earth,
an abandonment of my ego in the hearﬂt of the cosmos,
and no white man, no matter how intelligent he may be,
can ever understand Louis Armstrong and the music of
the Congpo. If I am black, it is not the result of a curse, but
it is because, having offered my skin, I have been afblfa to
absorb all the cosmic efffuvia. I am truly a ray of sunlight
earth. ...
ung;iitﬁere one lies body to body with one’s biach.less
or one’s whiteness, in full narcissistic cry, each sealed into
his own peculiarity—with, it is true, now and then a fash
or so, but these are threatened at their source.

From the first this is how the problem appears to
Mayotte—at the fifth year of her age and the third pag::e1
of her book: “She took her inkwell out of the desk an
emptied it over his head.” This was her own way oé
turning whites into blacks. But she quite soon recogrize
the futility of such attempts; and then tl}ere were Lou-
Jouze and her mother, who told her that life was difficult
for a woman of color. So, since she could no longer try
to blacken, to negrify the world, she was going to try, in
her own body and in her own mind, ';t‘o bleach it. -To
start, she would become a laundress: “I charged high
prices, higher than elsewhere, but I worlfed‘better, and
since people in Fort-de-France like their linens clean,
they came to me. In the end, they were proud to have
their laundry done by Mayotte.™

4. Capécia, op. cit., p. 131.
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I am sorry that Mayotte Capéeia has told us nothing
about her dreams. That would have made it easier to
reach her unconscious. Instead of recognizing her ab-
solute blackness, she proceeds to turn it into an accident
She learns that her grandmother wag white, :

I found that I was proud of it. T w i
_ - 1 was certainly not th
one W}.IO bad white blood, but a white grandmﬁther WZSO::?;
so ordinary as a white grandfather.’ So my mother, then,

5. Since he is the master and mors simply the male, the white

man can allow himself the Iux £ : .
This is frue in every country a;‘?ez P;{Eeepmg with many women,

: ially in colonies. But wh
. ‘ . wien,
white woman accepts a black man thers g automatically a roman-

is because the white men
None the less, that does not
from Mannoni;

Thus one part of our dy
toward the most alien
there was no question
ably very slight when
their more or less tem

ves would quite naturally impel ug
typgs. That is no mére literary iﬂll):tiion;
of literature, and the illusion was prob-

sex life of the Malagasies, which was

; 2 unmarred by compl
Bu; Sus only goes to show that racial conflicts deveI};p gﬁ%iﬁ.
and do not arise spontaneously. (Prospere and Coliban, P 112)y

Let us not exaggerate. When a sold;
. . oldier of the conquerin
:;ezi ntgeiiﬁ w:tl}]ﬁ: young Malagasy girl, there wasqundofb?;;?;
on part to respect her entity h
The racial conflicts did not come late bted. The foog o
: ; , they coexisted. The £
Algerian colonists go to bed with th i fone 10 bousomats
. eir fourteen-year-old hon id
in 0o way demonstrates a lack of racial icts § . No,
il y PfOb;lem is more complicated, AigaMZ;nﬁlm i Alge_na. o
1s an fonor 1o be the daughter of a white
L . woman, Th
thait one was not “made in the bushes.” (This expression ii.taprcl’l‘ff:dg
exclusively to all the illegitimate children of the upper clgg in
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was a mixture? I should have guessed it when I looked at
her light color. I found her prettier than ever, and cleverer,
and more refined. If she had married a white men, do you
suppose I should have been completely white? . . . And
life might not have been so hard for me? . . . I daydreamed
ghout this grandmother whom I had never known and who
had died because she had loved a colored man of Martin-
ique. . . . How could a Canadian woman have loved a man
of Martinique? I could never stop thinking of our priest,
and I made up my mind that I could never love anyone
but a white man, a blue-eyed blonde, a Frenchman®

We are thus put on notice that what Mayotte wants
is 2 kind of lactification. For, in a word, the race must be
whitened; every woman in Martinique kmows this, says
it, repeats it. Whiten the race, save the race, but not in
the sense that one might think: not “preserve the unique-
ness of that part of the world in which they grew up,”
but make sure that it will be white. Every time I have
made vp my mind to analyze certain kinds of behavior,
T have been unable to avoid the consideration of certain
nauseating phenomena. The number of sayings, proverbs,
petty rules of conduct that govern the choice of a lover
in the Antilles is astounding, It is always essential to
avoid falling back into the pit of niggerhood, and every
woman in the Antilles, whether in a casual dirtation or
in a serious affair, is determined to select the least black
of the men. Sometimes, in order to justify a bad invest-
ment, she is compelled to resort to such arguments as
this: “X is black, but misery is blacker.” I know a great
number of girls from Martinique, students in France,
whe admitted to me with complete candor—completely
white candor-—-that they would find it impossible to marry

Martinique; they are known to be exh’eme.ly numerous: Aubery, for
example, is supposed to have fathered almost fifty.)
8. Capécia, op. cit., p. 59.
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black men. (Get out of that

back to it? Thank you, no.)

not that we deny that blacks
but you know it is so much better
ing only recently to one such

anger, she stormed at me, “Tf
play about accepting his race,

it as a curse, Do the whites bo

Every one of us has a white

will come of that,

An enormous task confronts the Antillean who has
begun by carefully examining the objectivity of the

T began ¢his book, having completed my medical studies,
I thc.)ught of presenting it ag my thesis. But dialectic
required the constant adoption of - positions, Although

I had more or less concentrate

d on the psychic alienation

of- the .black man, I could not remain silent about cer-
tain things which, however psychological they may be,
produce consequences that extend into the domains of

‘other sciences,
Every experience, especially
has to become 2 component of

if it turns out to be sterile,
reality and thus play a part

in the restructuring of reality. That is to say that the

patriarchal European family with iis Haws, its failures
is vices, closely linked to the society that we know, pro-

>

duces about 30 per cent neurotics. The problem is to

create, with the help of psy

choanalytical, sociological,

and then deliberately go
Besides, they added, it is
have any good gualities,
to be white. I was talk-
woman. Breathless with
(Césaire makes so much dis-
it is because he really feels
ast like that about theirs?
potential, but some try to
ignore it and others simply reverse it. As far as I am con-
cerned, I wouldnt marry a Negro for anything in the
world.” Such attitudes are not rare, and I must confess
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olitical lessons, a new family environment capable of

yeducing, if not of eliminating, the proportion of waste,
in the asocial sense of the word.

In other words, the question is whether basic person-

ality is a constant or a variable.

All these frantic women of color in guest of ‘white. men
are waiting. And one of these days, surely, they wxghbe
surprised to find that they do not want to go back, they
will dream of “a wonderful night, a wonderful lover, a
white man.” Possibly, too, they will become awa.rfi: one
day, that “white men do not marry black women.” But
they have consented to run this risk; what they wust have
is whiteness at any price. For what reason? N?thmg could
be simpler. Here is a story that suits their minds:

One day St. Peter saw three men arrive at the gate of
heaven: a white man, a2 mulatio, and a Negl'o..
“What do you want most?” he asked the white man.

“Money.” :
“And you?” he asked the mulatto.

GGFaIne.,’ ) - . '
St. Peter turned then to the Negro, who said with a wide

smile:? “I'm just carrying these gentlemen’s bags.”

7. The smile of the black man, the grin [ir English in the origi-
nal], seems to have captured the interest gf a number of writers.
Here is what Bernard Wolfe says about it: "It pleases us to pogtr};);
the Negro showing us all his teeth in a smile made for us, Any
smile as we see it—as we make it—always means a gift. . . .

Gifts without end, in every advertisement, on every screen, t(})]n
every food-product label. . . . The black man gives Madamlg e
new “dark Creole colors” for her pure nylons, courtesy of t?ie 01;se

of Vigny; her “imaginative, coil-like” bottles of Golliwog toilet ;va er
and perfume. Shoeshines, clothes white as snow, _comffortable g\:ﬁr
berths, quick baggage-handling; jazz, ptterbug', jive, !o;;es, a; ; :
wonderful stories of Brer Rabbit to amuse th?, httl.e children. f,}r\; 'Ct
with a smile, every time. . . . “The 1.)]acks, wrxt.es ant.hropzo CO}(;;:-
Geoffrey Gorer in The American Spirit: A Study in Nationa -
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Not lrflg age Etiemble described one of his disillusion-
:ﬁgtf{.n 1 was stl_zpeﬁed, as an adolescent, when g gir]
o ko gw me qu.lte WQ?H jumped up in anger because I

: said to }.wr, R a situation where the word was not
on y appropriate but the one word that suited the ocea-
;};n. Yous, asa Negressn.’ ‘Me? a Negress? Can’t you see
o }g;acgic;aﬂy white? I despise Negroes. Niggers stink

e ’ .
o ty and lazy, Don’t €ver mention piggers to
i aiclizgzvﬂsae%tizr bgﬁ,ck girl who kept a list of Parisian

o At R
e €re-was-no chance-of~runnmg-mto-
We must see whether it § i
: 15 possible for th
Eeo;zercom}: his feeling of imsignificance, to r?db}i?; ]F{ifinﬁfl
ompuisive quality that makes it }lk
of the phobic. Affect is 3 i the R eior
: exacerbated in the Ne i
;?ild of rage .because he feels small, he suﬁ’ersgl;z,)rieaﬁ
equacy in all human communication, and all these

factors chain him with

Describing the ph i ’
o Writef; Phenomenon of ego-withdrawal, Anna

A -:. a o 2
vari(sma;s ?ethod of av.mdmg pain,” ego-restriction, like the
orms of denial, does not come under the heading

. When the ego is young and plastic,
actvity is sometimes com-

- - {(“Lloncl
Bemard Wolfe, Les Temps Méderniz,eMgﬁmm .

8. “Sur le Martinique de M.
ernes, Februaxy’,’ 1850,

son lapin,” b
_ 1949, p. 888.) 7
Michel Cournot,” Les Temps Mod-
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nsated for by excellence in another, upon which it con-
centrates. But, when it has become rigid or has already
acquired an intolerance of “pain” and so is obsessionally
fixated to a method of fight, such withdrawal is punished
by impaired development. By abandoning one position after
another it becomes one-sided, loses too many interests and
can show but a meagre achievement.?

We understand now why the black man cannot take
pleasure in his insularity. For him there is only one way
out, and it leads into the white world. Whence his con-
stant preocccupation with attracting the attention of the
white man, his concern with being powerful like the
white man, his determined effort to acquire protective
qualities—that is, the proportion of being or having that
enters into the composition of an ego. As I said earlier,
it is from within that the Negro will seek admittance to
the white sanctuary. The attitude derives from the in-
fention,

Ego-withdrawal as a successful defense mechanism is
impossible for the Negro. He requires a white approval.
In the midst of her mystical euphoria and her rhapsodic
canticles, it seems to Mayotte Capécia that she is an angel
and that she soars away “all pink and white.” Neverthe-
less, in the film, Green Pastures, God and the angels are
black, but the film was a brutal shock to our author: “How
is it possible to imagine God with Negro characteristics?
This is not my vision of paradise. But, after all, it was
just an American film.”? ’

Indeed no, the good and merciful God cannot be black:
He is a white man with bright pink cheeks. From black to
white is the course of mutation. One is white as one is

9. Anna Freud, The Ego and the Meachanism of Defence {New
York, International Universities Press, 1946), p. 111.
10. Capécia, op. cit., p. 65.
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rich, as one is beautiful, as one is intelli
: ful, gent,

Meanwhile, André has departed to carry the white
messege to ot;her Mayottes under other skies: delightful
little genes with blue eyes, bicycling the whole length of
the chror;nosome corridor. But, as a good white man, he
has left mstr’uctions behind him. He is speaking of,his
wﬁhMayoﬁes child: “You will bring him up, you will
tell him about me, you will say, ‘He was a superior perscn
You must work hard to be worthy of him,” ”1 ,
. ’What ab;ogt dignity? He had no need now to achieve
;Z tit W}?Sedm‘jecgfﬁ 1imw into the labyrinth of his arteries

nched in his fittle pink fin i i ted.
Whits it p gernails, a solidly rooted,
: And what aE_)out“the father? This is what Etiemble has
a% (fz;r fi)oa;t }nﬁn: A ?;ne specimen of his kind; he talked

€ family, work, the nation, our good I”ét i

our good God, all of which allowed him to mji ?Hlﬁ
pregnant according to form. God has made use of us
;laaddthe handsome swine, the handsome white man i‘hé
fea; sox;fit officer. After which, under the same ;God

m @ - - & i
man.”g ctainist proprieties, I shove her over to the next
x Gm;Befere we hive finished with her whose white lord is

e one dead” and who surrounds herself with dead
men in a book crowded with deplorably dead things, we

feel that we sh i i
i should like to ask Africa to send us a special

Negro. But Mayotte Capécia di

: pécia did not recken with h

:;:;ous. As so0n as #he novelist allows her characters aegt‘;z?r;%?ri-
y vse it to belittle the Negro, All the Negroes whom she de.

Frantz Fanon [ 53

Nor are we kept waiting. Abdoulaye Sadji, in Nini,®
offers us a description of how black men can behave in
contact with Europeans. I have said that Negrophobes
exist. It is not hatred of the Negro, however, that moti-
vates them; they lack the courage for that, or they have
Tost it. Hate is not inborn; it has to be constantly cultiv-
ated, to be brought into being, in conflict with more or
less recognized guilt complexes. Hate demands existence,
and he who hates has o show his hate in appropriate
actons and behavior; in a sense, he has to become hate.
That is why the Americans have substituted discrimina-
tion for lynching. Each to his own side of the street.
Therefore we are not surprised that in the cities of
{French?) black Afvica there are European gquarters.
Mouwmier's work, L'éveil de UAfrique noire, had already
attracted my interest, but 1 was impatiently awaiting
an African voice. Thanks to Alioune Diop’s magazine,
I have been able to coordinate the psychological motiva-
tions that govern men of color.

There is wonder, in the most religicus sense of the word,
in this passage:

scribes are in one way or another either semi-criminals or “sho’
good” niggers.

In addition—and from this one can foresee what is to come—it is
legitimate to say that Mayotte Capécia has definitively turned her
back on her country, In both her books only one course is left for
her heroines: to go away. This country of niggers is decidedly ac-
cursed. In fact, there is an aura of malediction surrounding Mayotte
Capécia, But she is centrifugal. Mayotte Capécia is barred from
hezself.

May she add no more to the mass of her imbecilities.

Depart in peace, mudslinging storyteller. . . . But remember
that, beyond your 500 anemic pages, it will always be possible to
regain the honorable road that leads to the heart.

In spite of you,

13. In Présence Africaine, 1-2-3.
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M. Campian is the only white man in Saint-Louis who
goes regularly to the Saint-Louis Club-z man of a certain
social standing, for he is an engineer with the Department
of Bridges and Highways, as well as deputy director of
Public Works in Senegal. He is said to be very much of a
Negrophile, much more so than M. Boddin, who teaches
at the Lycée Faidherbe and who gave a lecturs on the
equality of the races in the Saint-Lonis Club itsclf, The good
character of the one or the other is a constant theme for
vehement discussions. In any event, M. Campian goes to
the club more often, and there he has made the acquaint-
ance of very well-behaved natives who show him much
deference, who like him and who feel honored by his pres-
ence among them.!5

The author, who is a teacher in black Africa, feels
obligated to M. Roddin for his lecture on racial equality.
I call this an outrage. One can understand the com-
plaints that Mounier heard from the young Africans
whom he had occasion to meet: “What we need here are
Europeans like you.” One is constantly aware that for
the black man encountering a foubab with nnderstanding
offers a new hope of harmony.

Analyzing various passages of Abdoulaye Sadji’s story
I shall attempt to grasp the living reactions of the Woman’
of color to the European. First of all, there are two such
women: the Negress and the mulatto, The frst has only
one possibility and one concern: to turn white. The second
wants not only to turn white but also to avoid slipping
back. VYhat indeed could be more illogical than 2 mulatte
woman s acceptance of a Negro husband? For it must be

14. A club frequented by the local
nt young men. It stand
the street from the Civil Club, which is exch;gsively Eurs{;;:elal'f, e
15, Sadji, op. cit., in Présence Africaine, no. 2, p. Z80.
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understood once and for all that it is a question of saving
the race.

Hence Nini’s great problem: A Negro has had the gall
to go so far as to ask her to marry him. A Negro had the
gall to write to her: '

The love that I offer you is pure and strong, it has nothing
of a false tendemess intended to lull you with les and
sllusions. . . . I want to see you happy, completely happy,
in a setting to frame your qualities, which I believe I know
how to appreciate. . . . I should consider it the highest of
honors and the greatest of joys to have you in my house
and to dedicate myself to you, bedy and soul. Your graces
would illuminate my home and radiate light to the darkest
corners. . . . Furthermore, I consider you too civilized and
refined to reject brutally the offer of a devoted love con-
cerned only with reassuring your happiness.*®

This final sentence should not surprise us. Normally,
the mulatto woman should refuse the presumptuous Negro
without mercy. But, since she is civilized, she will not
allow herself to see her lover’s color, so that she can con-
centrate her attention on his devotion. Describing Mactar,
Abdoulaye Sadji writes: “An idealist and a convinced
advocate of unlimited progress, he still believed in the
good faith of men, in their honesty, and he readily as-
sumed that in everything merit alone must triumph.”™

Who is Mactar? He has passed his baccalaureate, he is
an aceountant in the Department of Rivers, and he is
pursuing a perfectly stupid little stenographer, who has,
however, the least disputable quality: She is almost white.
Therefore one must apologize for taking the liberty of

16. Ibid., p. 286.
17. Ibid., p. 281-282.
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sending her a letter: “the utmost insolence, perhaps the

first that any Negro had dared to attempt,™8

Qne must apologize for daring to offer black Iove to a
white soul. This we encounter again in René Maran: the
fffar, the timorousness, the humility of the black mén in
his relations with the white woman, or in any case with
a woman whiter than he, Just as Mayotte Capécia toler-
ates anything from her lord, André, Mactar makes him-
self the slave of Nini, the mulatto. Prepared to sell his
f.soul, But what is waiting for this boor is the law of ple
in bar. The mulatto considers his letter an i‘nsul‘t,p az

outrage to her honor as a “white lady.” This Negro is -

an idiot, a scoundrel, an ignoramus who needs a lesson
T.hat lesson she is prepared to give him; she will teach'.
h%m to be more courteous and less brazen; she will make
him understand thas “white skins” a:fe’not for “boy-

3 H-a.vuig Iearned the circumstances, the whole mulath
society” plays chorus to her wrath, There is talk o?
;a]angh the matte_r i_nto court, of having the black man
ﬂ;roug t up on criminal charges. “There will be letters to
¢ head of the Department of Public Works to th
governor of ithe colony, to call their attention fo tile biadt:
man’s behavior and have him dismissed in recompense §
thg ml;)rai hf;voc that he has inflicted.”2 >
UCh an oitense against principle sho i
Castration. And ultimately a reqlljiest isulildagz 1;;11;:5 iﬁea{i?a{

18. Ibid,, p. 281,

. if,ogbgf., p.b287, Bougnoul is one of those untranslatable coin-
N%zth Mﬁ:arrlaci)lle !tge ;he American fignboo. Criginated by the

ican coionists, bougnoul means, genericall “native”
of a race inferior to that of the Ppezson using the worgf (aflr?aniﬁ;’? 5

20. Ibid,, p, 288,
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be formally reprimanded by the police. For, “4f he returns

to his unhealthy follies, we will have him brought into
line by Police Inspector Dru, whose colleagues have nick-
named him the-real-bad-white-man.”#

We have seen here how a girl of color reacts to a decla-
ration of love made by one of her own. Let us inguire
now what bhappens in the case of a white man. Once more
we resort to Sadji. The long passage that he devotes io
the reactions produced by the marriage of a white man
and a mulatto will provide the vehicle.

For some Hme a rumor had been repeated all over Saint-
Louis. . . . It was at first a little whisper that went from
one to another, making the wrinkled faces of the old “sig-
paras” glow, putting new light inte thelr dull eyes; then the
younger women, showing the whites of their eves and form-
ing their heavy lips into circles, shouted the news, which

caused amazement everywhere. “Ch, it cant bel . . . How
do you know it’s true? Can such things happen? . . . Its
sweet. . . . It's such a scream.” The news that had been run-

ning through Saint-Louis for a month was delightful, more
delightful than all the promises in the world. It crowned a
certain dream of grandeur, of distinction, which was com-
mon to all the mulatto women, The Ninis, the Nanas, and
the Nénettes live wholly outside the natural conditions of
their country. The great dream that haunts every one of
them is to be the bride of a white marn from Europe. One
could say that all their efforts are directed to this end, which
is almost never attained. Their need to gesticulate, their
love of ridiculous ostentation, their calculated, theatrical, re-
volting attitudes, are just so many eflects of the same mania
for grandeur. They must have white men, completely white,
and nothing else will do. Almost all of them spend their
entire lives waiting for this stroke of luck, which is any-
thing but likely. And they are still waiting when old age

" 21, Ikid, p. 289.
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overtakes them and forces them deep into dark refuges

gj;e’rle.t?ae dream finally grows into -a haughty resigna-

Yery delightful news. . . . M. Darrivey, a completely
white European employed in the civil service, had formally

requested the hand of Dédée, a mulatto who was only half-
Negro. It was unbelievable,22 o

Something remarkable must have bappened on the day
when the white man deeclared his love to the mulatto.
There was recognition, incorporation into a group that
had seemed hermetic. The psychological minus-value,

this feeling of insignificance and its corollary, the im-

possibility of reaching the light, totally vanished. From

one day to the next, the mulatto went from the class of
slaves to that of masters. '

She had been recognized through her overcompen-

sating behavior. She was mo longer the woman who

wanted to be white; i joini
el to D ; she was white. She was joining the
In Magie noire, Paul Morand described a similar phe-
nomenon, but one has since learned to be leery of Paul
Mor:and. From the psychological point of view, it may
be interesting to consider the following problem. The
educated mulatto woman, especially if she is a student
engages in doubly equivocal behavior. She says, “I dé
not like the Negro because he is savage, Not savage in
a f’:anm‘bal way, but lacking refinement.” Amn abstract
point of view. And when one points out fo her that in
this respect some black people may be her superiors, she
falls back on their “ugliness.” A factitious point of :fiew.
Faced with the proofs of a genuine black esthetic, she

22. Ibid., p. 489,
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rofesses to be unable to understand it; one tries then to

| explain its canon to her; the wings of her nose flare, there
' i5 a sharp intake of breath, “she is free to choose her own

husband.” As a last resort, the appeal to subjectivity. If,
as Anna Freud says, the ego is driven to desperation by
the amputation of all its defense mechanisms, “in so far
as the bringing of the unconscious activities of the ego
into consciousness has the effect of disclosing the de-
fensive processes and rendering them inoperative, the
result of analysis is to weaken the ego still further and to
advance the pathological process.™

But in Dédée’s case the ego does not have to defend
itself, since its claims have been officially recognized: She
is marrying a white man. Every coin, however, bas two
sides; whole families have been made fools of. Three or
four mulatto girls had acquired mulatto admirers, while
all their friends had white men. “This was looked on
particularly as an insult to the family as a whole; an
offense, moreover, that required amends.”® For these
families had been humiliated in their most legitimate
ambitions; the mutilation that they had suffered affected
the very movement of their lives, the rhythm of their
existence. . . .

In response to a profound desire they sought to change,
to “evolve.” This right was denied to them. At any rate,
it was challenged.

What is there to say, after these expositions?

Whether one is dealing with Mayotte Capécia of Mar-
tinigque or with Nini of Saint-Louis, the same process is to
be observed. A bilateral process, an attempt to acquire—
by internalizing them—assets that were originally prohib-

23. Amma Freud, op. cif,, p. 70,
24, Sadji, op. cit., p. 498.

:
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ited. It is because the Negress feels inferior that she aspires
to win admittance intc the white world. In this endeavor
she will seek the help of a phenomenon that we shall
call affective erethism.

This work represents the sum of the experiences and
observations of seven years; regardless of the area I have
studied, one thing has struck me: The Negro enslaved
by his inferiority, the white man enslaved by his superior-
ity alike behave in accordance with a neurotic orientation.
Therefore I have been led to consider their alienation in
terms of psychoanalytical classifications. The Negro's be-
havior makes him akin to an obsessive neurotic type, or,
if one prefers, he puts himself into a complete situational
neurosis. In the man of color there is a constant effort to
run away from his own individuality, to annihilate his
own presence. Whenever a man of color protests, there
is alienation. Whenever a man of color rebukes, there is
alienation. We shall sce later, in Chapter Six, that the
Negro, having been made inferior, proceeds from humi-
liating insecurity through strongly voiced self-accusation
to despair. The attitude of the black man toward the
white, or toward his own race, often duplicates almost
completely a constellation of delirium, frequently border-
ing on the region of the pathological.

It will be objected that there is nothing psychotic in
the Negroes who are discussed here. Nevertheless T should
like to cite two highly significant instances. A few years
ago I knew a Negro medical student. He had an agonizing
conviction that he was not teken at his true worth—net
on the umiversity level, he explained, but as a human
being. He had an agonizing conviction that he would
never succeed in gaining recognition as a colleague from
the whites in his profession and as a physician from his
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Furopean patients. In such moments of fantasy intuition,”
the times most favorable®® to psychosis, he would get
drunk. Finally, he enlisted one day in the army as a
medical officer; and, ke added, not for anything in the
world would he agree to go to the colonies or to serve
in a colonial unit. He wanted to have white men under
his command. He was a boss; as such he was to be feared
or respected. That was just what he wanted, what he
strove for: to make white men adopt a Negro attitude
toward him. In this way he was obtaining revenge for
the #mago that had always obsessed him: the frightened,
trembling Negro, abased before the white overlord.

T had another acquaintance, a customs inspector in a
port on the French mainland, who was extremely severe
with tourists or travelers in transit. “Because,” he ex-
plained te me, “if you aren’t a bastard they take you fm.: a
poor shit. Since I'm a Negro, you can imagine how I'm
going to get it either way. .. .”

In Understanding Human Nature, Adler says:

When we demonstrate cases . . . it is frequently convenient
to show relationships between the childhood impressions
and the actual complaint . . . this is best done by a graph.
. . . We will succeed in many cases in being able to plot
this graph of life, the spiritual curve along which the entire
movement of an individual has taken place. The equation
of the curve is the behavior pattern which this individual
has followed since earliest childhood. . . . Actually we see
this behavior pattern, whose final configuration is subject
to some few changes, but whose essential content, whose
energy and meaning remain unchanged from earliest child-
hood, is the determining factor, even though the relations

25, Dublineau, L'infuition délirante.
26. Jacques Lacan.
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to the adult envircoment i
. - » » may tend to modify it i
instances v ‘ it in some

We are anticipating, and it is already clear that the.

individual psychology of Adler will help us to under-

stand t}_ie conception of the world held by the man of

;:ol;;. Si?ce the black man is'a former slave, we will furn

0 kiegel too; and, to conclude, Freud ,

contribute to our study. > Freed should be sble to
Nini and Mayotte Capéeia: tw, i

move us to thought. g o ypes of behaﬂér that
Are there no other possibilitiesp |

. B};gt those are pseudo-questions that do not concern us.

] mﬁ say, hmn'zevex.f, that every criticism of that which is

implics a solution, i indeed one can propose a sclution to

one’s fellow—to a free being. '

What I insist on is that the po; imi
oo o ihsist poison must be eliminated

27. Alfred Adler, Understq

Groenberg, 1927), p. 80, rding Human Nature (New York,

Chapter Three

THE MAN OF COLOR
AND THE WHITE. WOMAN

Out of the blackest part of my soul, across the zebra
striping of my mind, surges this desire to be suddenly
white. _

T wish to be acknowledged not as black but as whife.

Now—and this is a form of recognition that Hegel had
not envisaged—who but a white woman can do this for
me? By loving me she proves that I am worthy of white
love. I am loved like a white man.

1 am a white man.

Her love takes me onto the noble road that leads to
total realization. . . .

I marry white culture, white beauty, white whiteness.

When my restless hands caress those white breasts,
they grasp white civilization and dignity and make them
mine.

Some thirty years ago, 2 coal-black Negro, in & Paris
bed with a “maddening” blonde, shouted at the moment
of orgasm,“Hurrah for Schoelcher!” When one recalls that
it was Vietor Schoelcher who persuaded the Third Re-
public to adopt the decree abolishing slavery, one under-
stands why it is necessary to elaborate somewhat on the
possible aspects of relations between black men and white

WOIen.
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