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The first principle of the, exploitive mind is 
to divide and conquer. And there  has surely 
never  been a people more ominously and 
painfully divided than we are-both against 
one another and within ourselves. Once the 
revolution of exploitation is underway, 
statesmanship and craftsmanship are grad- 
ually replaced by salesmanship, until sell- 
ing becomes almost flagrantly an  art of de- 
ception, given an elaborate curriculum in 
the schools, and highly paid and respected. 
Its stock in trade  in politics is to sell  des- 
potism and avarice as freedom and democ- 
racy. business it sells sham and frustra- 
tion as luxury and satisfaction. The “con- 
stantly expanding market”  first opened in 
the New World by the  fur  traders is still ex- 
panding-no longer so much by expansions 
of territory or population, but by the calcu- 
lated outdating, outmoding, and flimsifica- 

i tion of goods, and by the hysterical self-dis- 
, satisfaction of consumers that is indigenous 

to an exploitive  society. 
This gluttonous enterprise of ugliness, 

waste and  fraud thrives in the disastrobs 
breach it has helped to make between 
bodies and our souls. As a people, we have 
lost sight the profound communion-, 
even the union-of the so-called inner with 
the so-called outer life. Confucius said: “If 
, a  man have not order within him, he 
cannot spread order about him. . . .“ Sur- 

,rounded as we are by evidence  of the dis- 
orders of our and  our world, we feel 
the ,strong truth in those words and we feel 
the possibility of healing that is in them. 
We see the likelihood that our  surround- 
ings,, from our clothes to our countryside 
ate  the products of our inward life-our 
spirit, our vision-as much as they are 
-products of nature  and work.  If this is true, 

; then we cannot live as we be  as we 
would like to be. ,There is nothing more ab- 
surd, to give  an example that is  only 
apparently trivial, than  the millions who 
wish to live in  luxury and idleness and yet, 
be slender and good-looking. And we have 
millions whose  livelihoods, amusements 
and comforts are all destructive, who  never- 
theless wish to live  in a healthy environ- 
ment; they want to run their recreational 
engines  in clean fresh air.  There is  now,  in 
fact, no “benefit” that is not associated 
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with disaster. That is because power can be 
disposed  morally or harmlessly  only  by 
thoroughly unified characters and com- 
munities. 

What is the cause of these divisions? 
There  are no doubt many causes, complex 
both  in themselves and in their interaction. 
But pertinent to them all, think, is our 
attitude toward work. The growth of the 
exploiters’  revolution on this continent ,has 
been accompanied by the &-owth of the 
idea that work  is beneath human dignity, 
particularly any form of handwork. 
have made it our overriding ambition 
escape work, and  as -a consequence have 
debased work until it is only fit to escape 
from. We have debased the products of 
work, and have been, in turn, debased by 
them. Out of this contempt for work arose 
the idea of a nigger: at first some body, and 
later some thing that would  relieve of the 
burden of work. If we began by making 
niggers of people, we have ended by 
making a nigger of the world.  We  have 
taken  the irreplaceable energies and mate- 
rials of the world and  turned’ then! 
gimcrack “labor-saving devices.”  We  have 
made of the rivers and oceans and even the 
winds  niggers to carry away our refuse that 
we think we are  too good dispose of 
decently ourselves.  And in doing this to  the 
world, that is our common heritage and 
bond, we have returned to making niggers 
of  peop1e:‘we have become one another’s 
niggers. 

is  work something that we have a 
right to escape? And can we escape, it with 
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impunity? We are probably the first entire 
people ever to think so. All the ancient wis- 
dom that has come  down counsels 
otherwise. It counsels US that work is neces- 
sary to as much a part of our condition 
as mortality; ,that good  work  is our salva- 
tion and our joy; that shoddy or dishonest 
or self-serving  work  is our curse and our 
doom. We have tried to escape the sweat 
and sorrow  promised  in  Genesis-only to 
find that, in order to so, we, must for- 
swear love and excellence, health and joy. 

Thus we can see  growing out of our .his- 
tory a condition that is physically danger- 

morally repugnant, ugly. Contrary to 
the blandishments of the salesmen, it is not 
particularly comfortable or hkppy. It is not 
even affluent any meaningful sense,, 
because its  abundance is dependent  on 
sources that are being rapidly exhausted by 
its methods. Only to see these things is to 
come up against the question: then what is 
desirable? 

One possibility is just to tag along with 
the fantasists in government and industry, 
who  would  have us believe that we can  pur- 
sue our ideals of affluence, comfort, mobil- I 

ity and leisure indefinitely. This curious 
faith is predicated the notion that we 
will soon develop unlimited new sources of 
energy: domestic oil fields, shale oil, gasi- 
fied coal, nuclear energy, solar energy and 

on. This is fantastical because the basic 
cause of the energy  crisis not scarcity; it , 

is moral ignorance and weakness of charac- 
ter. We don’t know to  use energy, or 
what‘to use it And we cannot restrain 
ourselves. Our time is- characterized as 
much by the abuse and waste of ’  human 
energy as it is by the abuse and waste of 
fossil-fuel energy.  Nuclear  power is presum- 
ably now going to be  used  benignly by the 
same mentality that bas egregiously  deval- 
ued and misapplied manpower. If we had 
an unlimited supply of solar or wind  power, 
we would  use that destructively too,  for the 
same reasons, 

Perhaps of those sources of energy are 
going to be  developed.’ Perhaps all of them 
can sooner or.. later be developed without 
threatening survival. But not all of 
them together can guarantee survival, 
and they cannot define what is desjrable. 
We will not find those answers in Washing- 
ton, or in the laboratories of oil com- 
panies. order to them, we will have 

closer to ourselves. 
believe that they  are2to  be found in our 

history: in its until now subordinate 
tendency of settlement, of do-mestic perma- 
nence. is to  be in the ambitions of 
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thousands of immigrants; it  is formulated 
eloquently in some of the letters of Thomas 
Jefferson; it was the dream of liberated 
slaves; it was written  into law  in the Home- 
stead Act of 1862. There are few  of 
whose families have not at some time been 

.moved to see  its  vlsion and to attempt to 
enact its  possibility.' am talking about t,he 
idea that as many as possible should ?hare 
in the ownership of the land, and thus be 
bound to it by economic interest, by the in- 
vestment of  love and work, by family 
loyalty, by ' memory and tradition. How 
much land this should  be is a question, and 
it varies  with  geography. The Homestead 
Act said  160  acres. The freedmen of the 
1860s hoped,for 40. We  know that, particu- 
larly in other countries, families have  lived 
decently on far fewer acres than that. 

This old  ideal is still  full of promise. It is 
potent with healing and with health. It has 
the power to  turn each  person away from 
the big-time promising and planning of the 
government, to confront in  himself, in the 
immediacy of his own circumstances and 
whereabouts, 'the question of what methods 
and ways are best. It proposes an economy 
of necessities, rather than an economy 
based  upon  anxiety,, fantasy, luxury and 
idle  wishing. It proposes the independent, 
free-standing citizenry that Jefferson 

' thought to be the surest safeguard of demo- 
cratic liberty. perhaps most important 
of all, it proposes an agriculture based 
upon intensive  work,  local  energies, care 
and intentional perrnanence-that  is, to 

state the matter from a consumer's  poiiit:of 
view, a dependable, long-term food  supply; 

This is a possibility that is  obviously  im- 
periled-by antipathy in high  places, by 
adverse fashions and attitudes in  the gene& 
a1 public, by the deterioration of our 
present farm communities and traditions, 
by the flawed education and the inexperi- 
ence of our young  people.  And  yet  it  alone 
can  promise us the continuity of attention 
and  devotion  without which the human life 
of the earth is  impossible. 

Sixty years ago, in another time of crisis, 
Thomas Hardy wrote  these stanzas: 

a clods. 

old 
a ~ 

d e e p  

will go . 
pass. - "- 

Today  most of our people are so condi-, 
tioned that they do not  wish to harrow 
clods either with an old horse  or  with a new 
tractor. Yet Hardy's vision has to be 
more urgently true than ever. The great dif- 
ference these sixty  years  have  made  is that, 
though we feel that this work go 
onwhrd, we are not so certain that  it will. 
But the care of the earth is our most 
ancient and most worthy  .and-after  all- 
our most  pleasing  responsibility.  To  cherish 
what remains of it. and to foster its renew- 
al, is our only legitimate hope, 0 
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Despite his multi-leveled celebrity and 
his much  paraded  cult of fraternity,  An- 
dr6 Mafraux has always seemed a soli- 
tary figure in the  French  literary world. 
Even when he was closest to  the  French 
Communist Party  (which he never 
joined) he was uneasy in relationship 
with committed party liners like Louis 
Aragon. The writers with .whom one 
normaiiy associates him by affinity,  be- 
cause of a common obsession with the 
absurd,  are  Camus and Sartre, but Mal- 
raux's attitude toward them only  be 
drawn in shades of enmity. He admired 
Gide for combining classicism of form 
with freedom of thought, but the rela- 
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tionship between the two writers was al- 
ways uneasy, Gide shrinking before Mal- 
raux's conversational pyrotechnics. The 
writer to whom Malraux seems to have 
felt closest, the  man  he might have called 

was the least 
likely of all, Drieu de la Rochelle. 
Though  one progressed steadily to  the 
left and  the  other  to  the right, Malraux 
and  Drieu  de  la Rochelle shared  a cult 

heroism which they had acquired 
from Nietzsche. Despite Drieu  de  la 
RocheIIe's surrender  to  the temptations 
of fascism and his wartime collabora- 
tion with the Nazis, MaIraux never cut 
,him off from friendship, and when the 
lonely and execrated Drieu committed 
suicide in 1945, Malraux  not only at- 
tended his funeral  (an act of some 
;ourage at  that  time of anti-collabora- 
tioni,st hysteria)  but served with exem- 
plary conscientiousness as his dead 
friend's literary executor. 

When one remembers that this record 
of personal loyalty, unmarred by parti- 

to raise his voice' 'over the Moscow trials, 
who remaided 'silent over  the persecu- 
tion of Victor Serge  and  the  murder of 
Andrds Nin  for  ,fear support might .be, 
drawn away from the 'Communists at  the 
time of the Spanish 'Civil War, it is clear 
that we are faced wltli a' personality of 
unusual deviousness and complexity, and 
it is for the best illumination of that 
personality so far offered that we must 
acknowledge Jean Lacouture's 

There have been good literary 
studies of Malraux-no\ably Gaetan 
Picon's (1945) and 
W.M. Frohock's 

(1952),  but  up  to 
now we have  had neither a full biog- 
raphy nor a biography which sifted , 

the evidence as carefully as Lacouture's ' 

-or has so plausibly reconstructed the 
likely course of Malraux's life behind 
the  curtain of legend created by mix- 
ture of lies and silences, and complicated 
rather  than clarified by mythomaniac 
pseudo-autobiography, 

the  case of Malra- it is df icult  
for even the dedicated of pure 
critics to avoid the biographical dimen- 
sion, so deeply interconnected are the 
real man of action, the mythical per- 
sona, and the writer who-working best' 
in the tensions of physical activity- 
produced the novels of heroism ' and, in 
the orotund  rhetoric of 

and LQ des 
transfigured the artist. The two concepts 
of hero as artist (his life the master- 
piece) and artist as hero  (his master- 
piece the victory) are indissolubly linked 

Malraux, shaping his life at the  same 
time as his writings,  and bringing the 
two together,  in a kind turmoil  like 
the meeting of two rivers, a turmoil 
above which the  haze of myth  has al- 
ways 

What did MaIraux actually be- 
tween 1923  and  1927? Was he really in 
the thick of Chinese affairs during the 
crucial years when  Mao's party was 
forged in adversity? When did 'he first 
meet Chou  and Mao? Was he Borodin's 
lieutenant?, Did he really discover 
Arabia the lost capital of the Queen of 
Sheba? What were his exact relations 
with Trotsky? What did he do a's a parti- 
san  commander  in World Was 
he ever a true Communist? Why - 

desert the Communists to follow de ' 

Gaulle? And what-more than com- 
obsession wlth glory-drew together 
lwo startlingly dissimilar men? 

All these are questions which have 
never  been successfully answered, largely 
because Malrapx does not  appear  to 
have wanted them to  be answered. Per- 
haDs the  crucial one"is that relatine. 

sanship, belongs to  the  man  who refused , Malraux's supposed activities in Clhina 
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