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Synopsis




Bram Dijkstra’s new book, ten years in work, is a stunning inquiry into the idea of woman as seductress: how, in many areas of twentieth-century high and popular culture, the female came to be portrayed as a regressive, primitive force whose sexuality could destroy the social order, undermining the supremacy of the white male—and shows the devastating historical effects of this portrayal.




Dijkstra begins his analysis with the 1915 silent film Al Fool There Was, in which Theda Bara first embodied our century’s vision of the Vamp—kohl-eyed, predatory, seducing respectable men and destroying them with her voracious appetite. The part played by turn-of-the-century biologists, gynecologists, psychologists, geneticists, and sociologists in helping to develop distorted ideas of gender, sex, and race is examined. And Dijkstra shows how these distortions have been reflected in painting; in popular and literary fiction, from Bram Stoker’s Dracula to the novels of Conrad, Fitzgerald, Hemingway, and Faulkner; and in cinema’s femmes fatales, from Louise Brooks, Garbo, and Dietrich to the fatal women of the 1990s. Finally, the book makes shockingly clear how the parallel paths of the new style of misogyny and racism merged in the 1920s during the rise of nationalist politics—converging in Hitler’s Mein Kampf and the politics of genocide.
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William Sergeant Kendall (1869–1938),
A Sphinx, oil on canvas, 48 x 36 inches, ca. 1915 (dated 1914 on reverse)
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Introduction




During the first thirty years of this century scientists and artists became obsessed with speculation about woman’s indelible link with humanity’s “bestial” origins. The revolutionary late-nineteenth-century reorganization of all scientific thought according to the tenets of evolutionary theory virtually required the development of schemes positing “man’s” ability to transcend the deadly cycles of “mere nature.” At the same time, the period’s wholesale denigration of women as little more than baby-making machines effectively placed a premium on “manhood” and a curse on feminine identity Propelled by such notions, many of those still counted among the heroes of modern science—biologists, medical researchers, and psychologists—were encouraged to formulate some of the twentieth century’s most pernicious and durable fictions of race, class, and gender: fictions that helped shape every facet of twentieth-century life.




The later nineteenth century used Darwin’s discoveries to transform the scattershot gender conflicts of earlier centuries into a “scientifically grounded” exposé of female sexuality as a source of social disruption and “degeneration.” At the opening of the new century, biology and medicine set out to prove that nature had given all women a basic instinct that made them into predators, destroyers, witches—evil sisters. Soon experts in many related fields rushed in to delineate why every woman was doomed to be a harbinger of death to the male.




A “latent vampire” lay “concealed under thoroughly respectable inhibited womanhood,” as William J. Fielding, author of numerous, and very influential, books on sex and socialization, stressed in 1927, in a widely distributed pamphlet with the lurid title Woman: The Eternal Primitive. Under every apparently saintly skin throbbed the hungry flesh of a sinner. Whenever given “the opportunity to gratify a fundamental craving of her nature,” woman could be counted upon to give free rein to “an unconscious instinct that is deeply rooted in the primitive feminine mind.” (37–41) Such apparently “scientific” rhetoric encouraged the general public to regard women as biological terrorists out to deplete the creative energies of every civilized male.




Female sexuality had come to be seen as a degenerative disease. Women were nature s secret weapon against manhood s valiant efforts to triumph over mortality. “What have you done?” exclaimed one dignified gentleman, appalled at Marie Stopes s efforts in support of birth control: “You have let women know about things which only prostitutes ought to know; once you give women a taste for these things, they become vampires.” A brood of sexual women, Stopes s interlocutor exclaimed, could only lead to “a race of effeminate men.” (Enduring Passion, 6)




In the closing paragraph of Idols of Perversity (1986) I suggested that late-nineteenth-century erotic fantasies about the deadly nature of female sexuality had a significant influence on the development and dissemination of racist thinking in our own century: “The images of the viraginous woman and the effeminate Jew—both equally eager to depredate the gold, the pure seed of the Aryan male—began to merge. The deadly racist and sexist evolutionary dreams of turn-of-the-century culture fed the masochistic middle-class fantasy in which the godlike Greek, the fuhrer, the lordly executioner, would kill the vampire and bring on a millennium of pure blood, evolving genes, and men who were men.” Twisted “erotic” fantasies of gynecide had opened the door to the realities of genocide. Evil Sisters shows how this deadly shift occurred.




The extravagant speculations of science provided the rapidly expanding field of popular culture—and particularly the early movie industry—with a ready-made set of crowd-pleasing themes. These, in turn, helped shape the worldview of the millions who flocked to that cheap, new, easily accessible and digestible form of entertainment. A single image, effectively exploited, often proved to be worth far more than a triple-decker novel. Much like discarded fashions the ghosts of poorly considered scientific theorems tend to float through our fantasies long after they have been formally discredited. In our imagination everything is real. Thus, when, toward mid-century, in the aftermath of World War II, the biologists finally got around to discarding some of their own formerly “incontrovertible truths,” the media had already turned those mistakes into cultural commonplaces—into “natural laws” of the entertainment industry. Culture has many historical sources— most of them forgotten, and what we remember often only a dim haze of ghostly imagery on a defective picture tube. In this book I set out to reconfigure a few such historical ghosts—particularly those relating to the early twentieth century’s remarkable fear of female sexuality and the scientists’ attempts to fetishize manhood as a gateway to immortality.




The “discoveries” of early-twentieth-century biology saddled Western culture with a vicious eroticism centered on images of the sexual woman as vampire. This book traces the cultural pedigree of the vampires so pervasive in our popular media today. It also provides a genealogy for the cat women, tiger women, praying mantises, snakefanciers, and man-eating tarantulas still prowling about our movie theaters, television screens, best-seller lists, and comic-book stores. Batman, the X-Men, and a horde of other superheroes (with a few impossibly buxom, barely thonged female sword-fighters and monster-bashers thrown into the mix to satisfy contemporary adolescent taste) have their hands full trying to control this ever-burgeoning feline, insect, and rodent population. On Broadway, the deadly kiss of the spider woman is one of the milder afflictions addling men’s minds. In the fashion magazines, jean designers display an endless succession of anorexic models who try their best to look as hungry and dangerous as possible. Dorothy’s Kansas has been overrun by monsters.




Most of us appear to accept these images as a normal part of social Efe, as an “inherent” expression of human nature. After all, psychoanalysis discovered long ago that love “is” death, and that somewhere deep inside each man there is a hungry hunter desperately trying to keep up with the whirlwind of women who run with the wolves. In our popular culture the long-standing nature-versus-nurture controversy appears to have been all but resolved in favor of the call of the wild. This is, of course, a great convenience to our marketeers, for if sex as violence is truly “archetypal,” why should the entertainment industry have any qualms about providing our nature with nurture?




Biology’s renewed fascination with genetics disturbingly retraces the vicious configurations of early-twentieth-century sex and race theories. Until this deus ex machina of modern biology came along, human history had been cluttered with inconvenient, low-yield concepts such as “moral responsibility,” “social concern,” and “community.” Since no one could quite figure out how to combine the subjective complexities of humane social behavior with the exigencies of getting ahead in the world, genetics came along at just the right time to show us that we are all helplessly caught in the molecular mechanics of primal drives. What better way to keep the qualms of humanism at bay? The conveniently mechanistic eugenicist premises of early-twentieth-century biology proved that inequalities of gender, race, and class were scientific absolutes rooted in the dynamic truths of species evolution. Absolutist minds breed absolutist solutions, just as our metaphors come to dictate our realities as soon as we forget that they are merely fanciful representations of the fictions in our minds.




The scientists of a century ago were as variegated a lot as they are today. Many had a complex and far more nuanced perspective than I will be able to convey in what follows. This is the chronicle of only one—though a very central—current in early-twentieth-century thinking. Of course there were opposing currents, and of course the ideas delineated here had their vociferous opponents. The idea-structure of Western culture was, as yet, anything but monolithic during the early years of this century. But in our rush to celebrate the “triumphs” of twentieth-century thought, we have tended to overlook the destructive facets of our inheritance. This book attempts to provide a counterbalance.




It also goes without saying that there is far more to the work of writers such as Joseph Conrad (or Fitzgerald, or Faulkner) than the antifeminine imagery highlighted here. At the same time it would be foolish to deny that the early-twentieth-century metaphors of sexual depredation these authors’ works helped to legitimize were used to justify a wide range of monstrously inhuman political practices. In a similar fashion, sociologists and politicians used the scientists’ subjectively determined findings to give their own tendentious arguments the flavor of “truth.” No doubt scientists lose control over the public’s perception of their findings in much the same way poets or artists do. But it is as irresponsible not to hold these scientists accountable for the implications of their theorems as it is to excuse the artist for the affective impact of the imagery s/he produces. My aim is to delineate a crucial facet of the psychosocial development of Western culture during the first thirty years of this century, and to show that the follies of scientific speculation can lead to social paranoia just as easily as the positive discoveries of science can serve to brighten our lives. Others, more qualified for that task than I am, will have to separate fact from fiction in the scientific research saga that turned nineteenth-century notions about man’s “vital essence” into biology’s subsequent fascination with “germ plasm” and today’s scientific magic show of DNA.




Our actions in everyday life are guided by what we assume to be true in human experience—by speculation, not by scientific reality (except when reaHty happens to impinge directly on our ability to survive). The late twentieth century continues to exploit gender, class, and race conflict through its updating of the early-twentieth-century’s fantasy-image of the vampire as a “medical” phenomenon (which, I shall demonstrate, always translates—even where it concerns seemingly heterosexual, nominally masculine figures such as Dracula—into the nineteenth century’s male-generated image of woman as vampire). And though fragments of the theme of the vampire can be traced back to virtually the beginnings of recorded history, even the most “archetypically” focused historians of this predator must readily admit that it was not until the very end of the nineteenth century that the image of the vampire gained widespread currency in Western European and American popular culture. Our continued, and, it would seem, even increasing, fascination with the vampire as a creature of sexual depredation is a disconcerting indication of the renewed popularity of sadomasochistic concepts of sexual interaction. Our uncritical acceptance of this imagery as erotic rather than as abusive is a powerful indicator of the cynical disparities between official social policy and the destructive metaphors of the entertainment industry.




We need to change the nature and the quality of our fantasies before we can change the quality (as opposed to the fetishized desire-structures) of our social environment. In the end only our imagination can change the world, for our social reality is a product of the dreams and fears we hold in common. But fantasies are never linear. Dreams would not be dreams, nor would they have the power to make us act like monsters, if, in psychological terms, their origins were not vastly overdetermined. Still, once we become willing to recognize the ghosts of the past as the spectral imagery of our socialization rather than as the guardians of our predestined fate within nature, we can at last begin the daunting task of exorcising the vampires of misogyny and race-hatred from our infinitely variable imagination—that exasperating and exhilarating source of good and evil in the world.
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Theda Bara, publicity still, ca. 1916–17
You are next: the vampire’s appetite for public consumption.






      

    

  
    
      

I. The Lords of Creation Battle the Vampires of Time




Tall, delicate, and graceful, her loving eyes soft with pity, she stands in the doorway. The light of day embraces her as with a halo. Her mere presence radiates warmth into this dank and gloomy drawing room. Repelled and agonized by what she sees, but conscious only of the demands of love and duty, she rushes toward the stumbling, besotted figure of the man who was once, and therefore must forever be, her husband.




The man, his ability to stand alone long gone, shivers in a stupor of dark shame. Gently, yet strong in courage and determination, she helps him stand. Forgetting past maltreatment, and visibly grateful to be reunited with him, she at once becomes a pillar of pure strength and courage. Tears glisten in her gentle eyes. In the gloomy half-light that surrounds them, they embrace.




Firmly supporting the man within her angel wings, she slowly guides his trembling steps toward the open door—toward the wedge of light promising escape from this dark world of sin. But just before they reach that beckoning gateway to redemption, its radiance is blighted by a shadow.




In the doorway looms the Woman. Searing eyes, white sparks of fury in coal-black sockets, illuminate her ice-cold beauty. She is a creature scorched by livid sin. The force of her hypnotic gaze and her cool, possessive arrogance instantly drive the reeling forms of man and wife asunder.




When the Woman steps into the room, wedging herself between them, the wife recoils in horror from this unclean presence. The husband, left to his own uncertain footing, slumps helplessly against the wainscoting. Bravely the angel of mercy’s radiant eyes confront the glaring stare of evil; “Pity him, leave him be,” they beg wordlessly.




A brazen grin fires the harsh beauty of the worldly woman’s features. Icy in her contempt, she glances at the slumping man. Then, sinuously, lasciviously, she walks toward him. As he sinks away in panic, she presses him into a corner, voluptuously curving her body against his. Utterly self-possessed, she leans her hands against the wall, trapping his head between them. Then, a cat no longer playing with her prey, her predatory face ablaze with hatred, she kisses him full on his mouth. The obscene pleasures of her lust etch themselves brutally into the yielding features of the man. The wife, devastated by the sight of so much sin, collapses.




Harsh, satanic laughter marks the triumph of the Woman. He who was once a man slips to his knees before her. He reaches out, and in abject, desperate submission, kisses her disdaining hand. Blinded by tears, the wife stumbles out of the darkened room into the light of day. The Woman grins again as she watches her flee. Once more the unruly tides of lust have triumphed over the sacred bonds of love.




This climactic scene from d Fool There Was, Theda Bara’s extraordinary 1915 film debut, is nearly as chilling today as it must have been at the time of its first screening. Even in our environment of casual household eroticism, in which scenes of explicit sex are only as far as the nearest magazine rack or video store, the hateful predatory intensity of that kiss continues to be shocking beyond words.




In A Fool There Was, John Schuyler, a successful businessman, model husband, and pillar of the community, falls victim to the enticements of a calculating woman, played by Theda Bara, who throughout the film is identified only as “the Vampire.” As the story unfolds, the Vampire efficiently strips Schuyler of judgment, restraint, dignity, financial acumen, and friends. Soon, however, she abandons him for a new beau, and he, broken and alone, a pitiful shadow of his former self, stumbles about drunkenly in his town house, abandoned and despised even by his once obsequious male secretary.




His spurned wife, Kate, meanwhile, has never flagged in her devotion to the man she married. Hopeful that someday he might recognize the error of his ways, she has kept herself occupied in her suburban mansion with the proper education of their adorable little daughter. She staunchly tolerates every slight to her own dignity. “Love often means a cross,” she humbly instructs her daughter, who seems puzzled by the masochistic intricacies of grown-up behavior.




When, from a friend, Kate hears that the Vampire has left the man of her life for a younger victim, she knows exactly what she must do. “My place is with him,” a title flashes. She goes to the town house, which her modesty and womanly virtue have forced her to shun until now. The subsequent dramatic confrontation between this angel of modern marriage and the sexual vampire of primordial chaos sent a chill of sheer horror through much of the world.




Audiences saw the vampire woman triumph with what must still be one of the most graphically sexual kisses ever recorded on screen. The scene’s stark melodrama and silent intensity may have dated, but its visual power is undiminished. Clearly there continues to be a direct connection between the lurid, bestial intensity of that single kiss and our own lingering suspicions about the function of human sexuality in a civilized environment. This was not merely the bite of a fantasy vampire. Instead, it was an evocation of sexual intercourse as the deadly attack of a cannibalistic usurper. It showed vividly that to get involved with a sexual woman was equivalent to death itself.




It is difficult to imagine what the scene’s effect must have been on an audience for whom the public spectacle of a woman kissing a man on the lips was still largely taboo. Even in books by physicians for physicians, descriptions of specific sexual practices were usually still written in Latin, so that only responsible professionals and men of comparable dignity might know what was being discussed. Film kisses, if there were any, tended to be restricted to pecks on the cheek or a very fleeting touch of lips. Theda Bara’s brazen and prolonged depredation of this civilized man’s mouth, therefore, was a violation of more than a dramatic taboo. In depicting a woman’s absolute erotic power over a man, this kiss also became a violation of the principles of manhood itself: here was a woman who was, in essence, raping a man.




The scene climaxing in the vampire kiss was thus a filmic episode of extraordinary power in 1915 precisely because it was a shrewd exploitation of the dominant psychological currents of gender politics. No wonder the massive crowds who went to see the movie decided that they had discovered a true devil’s disciple in the female lead. Though Theda Bara’s debut was by no means the first filmic representation of the generic, erotic predator audiences of the period had come to hold responsible for the moral and social failure of middle-class males, the ferocious energy she brought to her role was destined to bring almost overnight currency to a new word in the English language. For “the Vampire” of ^4 Fool There Was became a popular model for the characterization of all women who used their bodies as lures to attract ablebodied and financially secure males. To say “She’s like the Vampire in A Fool There Was” provided far more information than the average moviegoer needed. “She’s a vampire” did well enough. But Americans love to abbreviate anything with two or more syllables. Time is money, after all. Therefore, within a few months after the release of A Fool There Was, such women had come to be designated as “vamps.”




Theda Bara’s subsequent, oft-repeated, and highly influential screen performances as a sexual predator soon also made “vamping” into a widely recognized verb for antisocial feminine behavior of a sexual nature. Thus her actions gave a generic name as well as a new profession to the thousands of future cinematic vamps whose task it would be to crawl through screendom in dualistic opposition to the ever diminishing ranks of virginal heroines styled after Lillian Gish and Mary Pickford. Cinematic vamps came to lord it in very unequal fashion over the “virgin” wives of the filmic bourgeois household. The angels of domestic mercy whose task it was to tend lovingly to an unending procession of straying husbands were effectively relegated to the periphery of most screenplays, to make way for a new category of female predators eager to lead civilized men of business astray.




A Fool There Was had proved uniquely responsive to a wide range of gender, class, and socioeconomic preconceptions current in Western European and American culture during the time of its first release. The film offered a shrewd distillation of many of the period’s most popular theses about the inherent nature of gender conflict. Evolutionary biologists, sociologists, economists, and physicians had all made it a point to emphasize the wondrous, but precarious, achievement of the civilized, highly acculturated white woman, the much lauded household nun who starred in the late-nineteenth-century male’s dreams of domestic glory. A creature of magnificent self-negation, she was, precisely because of her high level of evolutionary development, constitutionally incapable of countering the depredations of the sexual woman, the stalking temptress, the destroyer of family fortunes, the pre-Bolshevik economic vampire of early-twentieth-century capitalist society.




A Fool There Was, Porter Emerson Browne’s 1909 novelization of his highly successful Broadway drama of that same year, had virtually been written as if it were meant to be a movie script—which was not surprising, given the author’s experience as a dramatist. Frank Powell, the shrewd actor-director of the 1915 film version, clearly recognized the cinematic nature of the book’s descriptive passages, and followed Browne’s narrative very closely when he came to revisualize John Schuyler’s edifying fall for the screen. Browne’s novel, filled with chatty authorial commentaries on his characters’ every action, is an invaluable source of information about the social philosophy underlying the imagery of Powell’s film.




Browne had made it absolutely clear to his readers that the pitiful male victim of his narrative was a member of America’s most genetically privileged ruling class. From the outset he let them know that his story would trace the inevitable fate of those among this group who, through overconfidence or lack of moral vigilance, failed to adhere to the rules of continence in the crucial biological struggle between evolution and degeneration.




“Perhaps,” Browne speculated in the opening paragraph of his novel (announcing himself as a committed evolutionist), the beginning of Schuyler’s story should be set “a hundred years ago—perhaps a thousand—perhaps even ten thousand; and it may well be, yet longer ago, even, than that.” Browne wanted his readers to know that the lamentable antihero belonged to the most remarkable evolutionary elite of Western civilization: “John Schuyler came from a long line of cleanbodied, clean-souled, clear-eyed, clear-headed ancestors; and from these he had inherited cleanness of body and of soul, clearness of eye and of head.”




All these exemplary rosy-cheeked, well-scrubbed ancestors, “these honest, impassive Dutchmen and—women—these broad-shouldered, narrow-hipped English,” had, Browne emphasized, done just about anything members of the ruling white race could do to make Schuyler the fittest of the fit in the “struggle for life”: “They had amalgamated for him their virtues, and they had eradicated for him their vices; they had cultivated for him those things of theirs that it were well to cultivate; and they had plucked ruthlessly from the gardens of heredity the weeds and tares that might have grown to check his growth.”




Schuyler, then, was the finest flower of Aryan manhood, cultivated in the era’s Mendelian laboratories of genetic engineering. This future backslider grew up in “a big house—big in size—big in atmosphere— big in manner” on Fifth Avenue in New York City. He was, we are told, the child of intensely “upright,” affluent parents, a family devoutly guided by the light of the world’s most perfect economic system: the social Darwinism formulated by Herbert Spencer and popularized in the United States by William Graham Sumner, John Fiske, and a host of others. These writers on social and economic theory insisted that the principles of biological evolution proved that “natural selection” as an intuitive form of genetic engineering had made fundamental inequalities between races and social classes, even between men and women, not only a practical reality but an essential feature of the future evolution of the human race.




In his book The Destiny of Man (1884), Fiske, for instance, had argued that in highly evolved human beings the physical body was no more than a temporal vehicle for the immortal soul. But he gave this perfectly orthodox religious argument a new twist. The human brain, he insisted, was God’s tool for the separation of the Good, the Bad, and the Ugly in the realm of evolution. The more rarified the human intellect, the closer it came to immortality. The brain was the storehouse of the soul. The more densely packed this storehouse became, the more certain its owner could be of his election to eternal life.




Thus the processes of evolutionary development were no longer a slow and laborious movement of species adaptation to environmental necessities. Instead, evolution had become a matter of urgent personal responsibility—an individual moral choice. It wasn’t the shape of the casket that counted but what you put in it:






In the human organism physical variation has well-nigh stopped, or is confined to insignificant features, save in the grey surface of the cerebrum. The work of cerebral organization is chiefly completed after birth, as we see by contrasting the smooth ape-like brain-surface of the new-born child with the deeply-furrowed and myriad-seamed surface of the adult civilized brain. (56–7)







The evolutionary superman should leave the body to its own devices: for “whereas in its rude beginnings the psychical life was but an appendage to the body, in fully-developed Humanity the body is the vehicle for the soul.” (65)




Clearly those who spent much of their time on earth focused on the body had remained on a far lower level of evolutionary development than those who had cultivated their minds. Those who had failed to improve themselves on the “psychical” level had, therefore, in a very real sense, remained animals, and this had eliminated them from the competition for immortality. Such moral weaklings did not even deserve to be classified as human. Indeed, said Fiske, “in many respects the interval between the highest and the lowest men far surpasses quantitatively the interval between the lowest men and the highest apes.” (71)




Arguments of this sort, which became extremely popular around the turn of the century, had done much to make “genetic” justifications of racial prejudice an integral part of late-nineteenth-century “scientific” truth. Fiske and numerous others helped make these ideas part of religious orthodoxy as well. Soon the exploitation of those who were “racially inferior” to “civilized man” ceased to be perceived as maltreatment of God’s creatures, as earlier religious doctrine had maintained. It now came to be seen as a divinely willed punishment for those who had failed to make use of their God-given opportunity to better themselves: “Original sin,” Fiske maintained, “is neither more nor less than the brute inheritance which every man carries with him, and the process of evolution is an advance toward true salvation.” (103)




“Primitives”—poor whites, laborers, and peasants, as well as all the “mentally inferior” races—were clearly evil: their social inferiority was due to their sinful lack of concern for the preservation of their spiritual capital and their indulgence in the lewd pleasures of the body. This, in turn, proved them to be more like the animals than Eke “civilized” humanity. If, therefore, they were treated like animals, they were getting merely what they deserved for having failed to mortify their flesh.




In his best-selling novelization of A Fool There Was, Browne made it a point to follow his exposition of the evolutionary superiority of John Schuylers ancestors with a scathing account of the frightful genetic sources of the Vampire, who was about to destroy his hero. The author was evidently certain that his readers would be fully aware of the scientific legitimacy of the theories of social Darwinism.




The Vampire, instead of having been born into the “clean” Anglo-Dutch stock of the American elite, came from the “noisome” environment of “a little hut on the black Breton coast.” That location instantly made Browne think of ethnic cleansing: “In it it were perhaps better to die than to live,” he remarked charitably. Signs of the inevitable genetic inferiority of the denizens of such a habitat were everywhere: scattered through the hovel in which the Vampire’s mother lies dying are “a number of broken and greasy dishes, filled with fragments of food. And all about on the floor lay the Etter of the sick-room.” The absence of the inhabitants’ genetic urge to utilize generous quantities of Dutch Boy cleanser is sadly evident.




The Vampire’s mother, we are told, could have “been pretty once, in an animal way.” The dying woman’s own mother is also present and serves as her primitive nurse. She observes her daughter with “the sullen ferocity that is of beast rather than of man.” In the midst of this middleclass nightmare we catch our first glimpse of the third generation of this degenerative peasant stock, the Vampire-to-be: “a little, pink, puling thing that whimpered and twisted weakly—a little, naked, thing half covered by roughly-cast sacking.” (19—21)




Browne had neither sympathy nor hope for the potential economic and social improvement of “degenerates” of this sort. Their poverty was self-inflicted, a mark of their moral inferiority. Poverty bred filth, filth bred parasites, and parasites bred the Vampire. Browne was certain that the genetically privileged would automatically distinguish themselves from the chaff of humanity. They would pull themselves up by their own bootstraps, because their bootstraps were directly attached to a pulley in their evolving brains. You had to be smart, inventive, agile, better than the rest, on top of the heap, to be able to survive in the Darwinian world; those who made the most money thereby proved conclusively that they also had the densest, most evolved, most “concentrated,” most elaborately “creased”—to use John Fiske’s picturesque term—gray matter.




It was common among late-nineteenth-century intellectuals to think of the evolution of the human brain as a “distillation process.” Fiske, like most of his contemporaries, measured human achievement in terms of the size and density of the brain: “The cranial capacity of the European exceeds that of the Australian by forty cubic inches, or nearly four times as much as that by which the Australian exceeds the gorilla.” (48) The denser the brain, the more elaborate its “creases”:






The cerebral surface of a human infant is like that of an ape. In an adult savage, or in a European peasant, the furrowing is somewhat marked and complicated. In the brain of a great scholar, the furrows are very deep and crooked, and hundreds of creases appear which are not found at all in the brains of ordinary men. (49)







Such brilliant wrinkles in the development of the elite’s cranial capacity were due to many centuries of rigorous genetic selection. The rich should not help the poor, for to do so would be tantamount to contaminating a superior gene pool with inferior matter. The elite should mingle only with other members of the elite, and let all others attempt to rise from the incoherent homogeneity of the mass of humanity by their own devices. The “simple but wasteful process of survival of the fittest, through which such marvellous things have come into being,” (23) became for Fiske and his contemporaries a justification for even the most extreme forms of social depredation.




Indeed, the psychic growth of humanity was to a large extent dependent on evolutionary “warfare.” Fiske had no doubt that in the long run humanity could reach perfection in this world. “The future is lighted for us with the radiant colours of hope. Strife and sorrow shall disappear. Peace and love shall reign supreme.” (118) Ultimately prosperity would trickle down to all who survived the “desperate struggle for existence.” (27)




But it was now time for “Man” to take over the reins from mother nature. Her methods of selection had been anything but foolproof to begin with, for they had been based, as Darwin had pointed out, more on woman’s unreliable instinctive desire to choose the best available mate than on scientific, intelligent, masculine reason. The elite’s revulsion from the “filth” of the “lower orders,” so well exploited by Browne in his description of the squalor that had bred his vampire, had been the initial impetus in separating it from the mass, and had created a species of humanity instantly recognizable as both mentally and physically superior to all others.




Browne brought in a physician for the express purpose of emphasizing this point. Two of the elite’s young men (“did you ever see better shoulders—better shaped heads—better carriages?”) are interested in the same young woman (“the right sort—no frills, or airs, or bluffs. Sensible, natural”). As an evolutionary technician, the doctor is proud to see how they’ve all turned out: “If I’d have had a few more patients like them, I’d have starved to death long ago. Why, they didn’t have even a single measle—not one whooping cough out of the lot.” Though he dimly recognizes that romance might be a factor in deciding which of the boys should get the girl, he sees that as a mere detail: “As long as one of ’em marries her, that fixes it, doesn’t it? And it doesn’t make any difference which one; they’re equally fine boys, both of ’em.” (49)




Browne’s point of reference for scenes such as this was the separate, and proudly unequal, world of turn-of-the-century social Darwinism. The future of evolution should no longer be entrusted to the imperfect administrative talents of nature. Instead, it had become the sole responsibility of “Man.” The spirit of God was in the decisions the evolutionary elite were making every day “The destinies of all other living things are more and more dependent upon the will of Man,” (33) Fiske insisted. “Natural selection itself will by and by occupy a subordinate place in comparison with selection by Man.” (33–4) This made the evolutionary male the sole adjudicator of Gods will in the world. In effect, it was he who, having been gifted with God’s greatest creation, the scientist s infallible brain, must determine who should live and who should die.




To reach the pot of spiritual gold at the end of the evolutionary rainbow, Fiske argued, it was essential that man concentrate on eradicating those elements within the human environment which kept him from progressing toward his goal: “Man is slowly passing from a primitive social state in which he was little better than a brute, toward an ultimate social state in which his character shall have become so transformed that nothing of the brute can be detected in it. The ape and the tiger in human nature will become extinct.” (103)




Words such as “eradication,” “elimination,” and “extinction” were the stock-in-trade of the turn-of-the-century social Darwinist theorists. A few decades later they would give shape to the genocidal ambitions of Adolf Hitler and the Nazis. Porter Emerson Browne s novel set out to show why it was needful for the elite to contemplate such drastic measures. His vampire lived to prey on the elite because the rules of separation had been breached in her conception. A product of miscegenation, she was the misbegotten fruit of a tryst between the woman from the hovel and a dissipated French aristocrat (a “latin,” and hence not a member of the sturdy Anglo-Dutch elite, but “a bit too graceful... a bit too well groomed” [23]—obviously a sensualist).




In setting up his drama of the warring factions of evolution and degeneration, Browne was following the thinking of William Graham Sumner, the most influential American social theorist of the years around 1900, and regarded by many of his contemporaries as an even greater thinker than Herbert Spencer. Sumner is still generally acknowledged to be the “father” of American sociology. His 1907 study Folkways, long regarded as a classic of social anthropology, remained required reading in university courses well into the 1970s.




Like Fiske, Sumner argued that nature was justly wasteful of those who could not keep their heads above water in the struggle for existence. Science, not morality, was the key to a better future. His disdain for the misguided concerns of lily-livered moralists was so fierce that he makes today’s hyper-right-wing social commentators seem like fainthearted liberals.




Sumner’s voice was quite self-consciously that of Wotan, the Norse God of War, the Exterminator, the Righteous Thunderer, who demanded human sacrifice in the name of Universal Order. The humanists’ foolish attempt to mix “ethics into economics and politics, is utterly ignorant and mischievous,” Sumner insisted; only policies “tested by all the criteria which science provides” were valid. (Social Darwinism [SD] 2) Americans needed to learn that there was a “great gulf between all the sentimental, ethical, humanitarian, and benevolent views about social matters and the scientific view of the same.” (SD 4)




In 1909, the year of the first publication of A Fool There Was, Sumner, confident that his point of view had prevailed in the society around him, declared with ominous prescience that “the mores of the twentieth century will not be tinged by humanitarianism as those of the last hundred years have been.” (War and Other Essays [WOE] 163) An elite corps of supermen engineered by evolutionary science would rule the world through vast personal economic and intellectual monopolies. Social inequality would be a sacred covenant that, if kept to religiously, would ultimately provide for the improvement of living conditions for all through the principles of trickle-down economics. However, “the dogma that all men are equal is the most flagrant falsehood and the most immoral doctrine which men have ever believed.” (Earth-Hunger [EH] 362—3) The realities of evolution required that “masses of men who are approximately equal are in time exterminated and enslaved.” (Folkways [p] 48)




Sumner was a vociferous advocate of nonmoral social expediency and economic opportunism. Humanism was a dirty word—not because it implied religious doubt, but because its values were community oriented and hence “anti-individualistic.” Economic egotism was the will of God. The father of American sociology had an unshakable confidence in the practical superiority of all things new and improved, and he was cheered by the realization that “the mores of the latter half of the nineteenth century were marked by the decline of the dominion of the classical culture which had prevailed since the Renaissance.” (WOE 158) The arts were for sissies and mama’s boys—the accumulation of wealth was culture enough for him.




Sumner, in fact, considered anyone with an interest in traditional arts and crafts to be the victim of a primitive and unmanly voodoo mentality, for “in the minds of primitive people all which is archaic is sacred and all which is novel is questionable.” (F 552) There was little one could learn from the past. “History is only the tiresome repetition of one story.” The only thing it might teach a modern entrepreneur was how to avoid the stupid superstitions of past generations concerning the supposed values of altruism. Otherwise history was bunk. Sumner’s resolute disdain for the past clearly set the tone for mainstream twentiethcentury American values. He was the chief ideological engineer of the dominant patterns of later American social and economic thought.




A ruthless disregard for the well-being of others was, Sumner insisted, the only valid means to power in the world of evolutionary economics. War was the model for all forms of human advancement. In the struggle for life, whether for sheer physical survival or for the conquest of a commercial monopoly, the best of humanity would inevitably rise to the top. Therefore, “the assertion that all men are equal is perhaps the purest falsehood in dogma that was ever put into human language.” (SD 12)




The emergence of the evolutionary elite had been a function of their ability to succeed over others in the struggle for life, and this, in turn, was clearly a direct result of their manly appetite for war. Compromise, concern for others, and humane thought were signs of weakness, a return to the effeminate concerns of more primitive minds. Sumner’s social philosophy, though brutally materialistic, was a simple page out of the Puritan’s Bible: hard work, frugality, and determination were his keys to success. “There is no boon in nature. All the blessings we enjoy are the fruits of labor, toil, self-denial, and study.” (SD in)




A Fool There Was, in its various incarnations as play, novel, and movie, provided a dramatic warning to the ruling class of early-twentieth-century America that it must not give in to the enticements of the flesh. Man must use the cross of capital accumulation to ward off the vampire of economic dissipation, and chant “apage Satana” to her erotic blandishments. Men such as John Schuyler, Browne suggested, had been brought up in a world so perfect, so ideally balanced between ambitious men and compliant women, that they had lost their will to fight: their insulation from the conflicts of the jungle had softened their will, had “feminized” them, and had thus made them vulnerable to the lewd enticements of the sexual woman, that vampire of nature nourished by the degenerate lusts that had kept back the lower orders of organized society.




The weakling males of d Fool There Was are, to be sure, sexual toys to the Vampire, but first and foremost they are the fools of economic dissipation. Their lack of continence in the erotic realm is of concern to us primarily because it causes them to bleed in economic terms. The movie makes this point in a particularly dramatic fashion very early on. We are shown the Vampire in her apartment. Having just awakened, she stretches, catlike, to remind us of her animal nature. She is brought the newspaper by a servant. In it she reads that “John Schuyler, wealthy lawyer and statesman,” has been appointed special presidential envoy to Britain. Discovering that he is to sail the next day “on the ‘Gigantic,’ ” she rudely orders her servants about (she is, after all, only a woman of the people, and therefore knows little about the proper etiquette of master-servant relationships). Still in her nightgown, loose-fitting (and hence suggestive of undisciplined freedom), she throws some things in a suitcase. It is our first good look at the Vampire: high cheekbones, sunken cheeks, dark, eerie eyes—a voluptuous body, dangerous.




Suddenly a man rushes in. He is still young, but he looks like someone ravaged by the agonies of age. Though tall and handsome, he seems stunted. Once, no doubt, he was wealthy; the elegant cut of his unpressed clothes tells us that. He rushes to the Vampire, who stands before him with an air of regal authority. But, uncorseted, she seems oddly vulgar, even in comparison to the distraught young man. He: “You have ruined me, you devil, and now you discard me!” She moves toward him and hangs her arm onto his shoulder, casually. It is an almost masculine gesture. Among men it would have signified the famiharity of friend to friend. Here, however, it is a clear gesture of ownership. She embraces him, consoles him, promises not to leave. There is wild abandon in their kiss. Then suddenly, she seems flustered, indisposed. Clearly she wants to be rid of him. Reluctantly, at her bidding, he leaves. Grimacing at him behind his back, the vampire finds his wallet on the floor, examines it closely, and sees that it is filled with money. Demonic laughter distorts her beautiful face and turns her dark eyes into flashing sparks. In theaters everywhere males watching the film no doubt checked to see whether their own wallets were still in their pockets.




A scene or two later we are dockside. The Vampire steps out of her cab. A man, crabbed, hunched over, miserable, skinny, and, quite literally dirt-poor, accosts her: “See what you made of me, and still you prosper, you hell cat!” She grins and calls a policeman. The poor man is chased away while the Vampire saunters to the ship, her long satin gown flashing like a peacock’s tail. As her broken victim stumbles away, another cab races up. The walletless lover stumbles out. The beggar shouts to him: “I might have known you’d follow her, Parmalee! Our predecessor, Van Dam, rots in prison through her! Look what she has done for me—look what she is doing to you!”




One woman, so many economic fools! The Vampire walks on, a big smirk of triumph on her face. She totes one of the giant roses emblematic of the obscene sexual prowess of this man-eating woman. Unconcerned, she walks onto the ship for her self-appointed rendezvous with John Schuyler, wealthy lawyer and statesman, doting husband, model father, leading member of the Anglo-Dutch Aryan-American evolutionary elite, and future victim of this vampire emanating from the lower orders.




In the cinematic world dominated by William Graham Sumner’s conceptions about the nature of human relationships, men such as Schuyler and Parmalee merely got what they deserved within the natural order of things, for they had broken the first rule of monopoly capitalism: they had sought to share pleasure with another. The most extremist conception of the self as private property had fueled Sumner’s disdain for the concept of equality. The concept of self and the concept of sharing formed an insurmountable, universal dichotomy, as fundamental as the differences between men and women. What weaklings such as Schuyler did not realize was that any form of social sharing— whether economic, sexual, or even merely emotional—was a subversion of the most basic principle of evolution: “The unlucky will pull down the lucky. That is all that equality ever can mean. The worst becomes the standard.” (SD 113)




Any attempt, therefore, whether public or private, to help the strugglers for existence escape the hardships of survival simply brought out the worst in humanity. Even to offer charity was to give in to prostitution, for to share one’s money was to squander one’s manhood: “A drunkard in the gutter is just where he ought to be.... Gambling and less mentionable vices all cure themselves by the ruin and dissolution of their victims.” (SD 267–8)




Social pleasure was a betrayal of evolutionary necessity: “All of us are only more or less idle, vicious, and weak. We all have to fight the same temptations, and each one has enough to do to fight his own battle.” (EH 97) Only those who stood the test of steely self-control by ignoring the expiring bodies of others had Sumner’s wholehearted approval: “The achievements of the human race have been accomplished by the elite of the race; there is no ground at all in history for the notion that the masses of mankind have provided the wisdom and done the work.” After all, “only the elite of any society, in any age, think.” (F 206) Homo sapiens must use the bodies of the cranial homunculi littering the gutters of the cities as stepping-stones to the light.




This was a principle certainly not lost on Sumner’s European contemporaries. The German proto-fascist artist Fidus, for instance, in a design for a book cover, demonstrated to the thinking man of his time the proper form for such an ascension. The stepping-stones Fidus’s evolutionary male was determined to hold underfoot were importunate, grasping, naked women, sexual women, vampires, primitives—outwardly enticing creatures who had crawled out of the hovels of the working class, determined to stand in the way of the advancing male.
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Fidus (Hugo Höppener, 1868–1948), design for a book cover, ca. 1910
How to cope with feminine temptation while striving for the light






They were, as such, the unwitting storm troops of socialism. Sumner made the link between the “erotic” mentality and socialism quite clear. Most people, he emphasized, “are subjects of passion, emotion, and instinct. Only the elite of the race has yet been raised to the point where reason and conscience can even curb the lower motive forces. For the mass of mankind, therefore, the price of better things is too severe, for that price can be summed up in one word: self-control.” (What Social Classes Owe to Each Other [WSC] 65) Inevitably those who failed would attempt to find succor in the bosom of socialism, a system that, Sumner was convinced, had been designed to glorify human weakness.




Socialism was like a “third sex”—an offense against nature and science alike—neither truly male nor truly female, an attempt to suspend the fundamental gender dichotomy established by the evolutionary advance. It was as much a subversion of the feminine spirit of dutiful reproductive service as an assault upon the “virile,” creative will of the male. Any attempt to establish a dialectical synthesis of these two fundamentally opposed principles signaled a first step toward the total collapse of civilized society, for only “social degeneration” could be the result of “the decline of virile virtues.” (F 106)




Women such as the Vampire of /I Fool There Was were, in their blatant sexuality, clearly masculinized creatures, predators hiding in women’s bodies, social degenerates: socialists. There was an immediate parallelism between a man’s sexual history and his social fate. Capital was the vital essence of society: “Civilization is built on capital; it is all the time using up capital; it cannot be maintained, unless the supply of capital is kept up.” (SD 36) “Every bit of capital, therefore, which is given to a shiftless and inefficient member of society who makes no return for it is diverted from a reproductive use.” (WOE 248) To waste capital on the poor and the vicious was to squander the lifeblood of civilization— was to let a vampire steal your vital energy.




Hence it was pointless to try to save the Schuylers of the world. “Almost all legislative effort to prevent vice is really protective of vice, because all such legislation saves the vicious man from the penalty of his vice. Nature’s remedies against vice are terrible. She removes the victims without pity.” In the promulgation of vicious temptations within a highly developed civilization, nature had, in effect, set up a “self-cleansing” mechanism. Only those already predisposed to vice would be susceptible to its temptations. Hence only the weak could fall victim to vice, and any man with vicious habits deserved what he got. Nature had established an efficient “process of decline and dissolution by which she removes things which have survived their usefulness.” (WOE 252)




However, there was good reason to prevent the vampires of socialism and mob rule from invading the hallowed grounds of the ruling class. The lower orders should be dominated ruthlessly. The concept of liberty was a product of evolutionary civilization, Sumner maintained, and therefore was a principle that made sense “only for the rich.” (SD 40) To protect the freedom of the economic elite, Sumner, the strict laissez-faire evolutionary libertarian who otherwise despised any regulatory interference of government in the accumulative efforts of individual men, saw a useful purpose for even the harshest forms of social legislation. There could be “no liberty but liberty under the law. Law does not restrict liberty; it creates the only real liberty there is—for liberty in any real sense belongs only to civilized life and to educated men.” (SD53) ’




Liberty as the exclusive right of those who had power over others was a core principle of the turn-of-the-century international system of economic imperialism. Race stratification was the result of scientifically identifiable, constitutional defects in the mental and physical endowment of those not part of the evolutionary elite. (The term “genetic inferiority” was to come into common usage only after the convenient and timely “rediscovery,” in 1900, of the botanist Gregor Mendel’s laws of heredity by Hugo de Vries and others.)




Fundamental constitutional inequalities, identified by the level of performance of various races in the evolutionary struggle to reach financial (and hence spiritual) dominance, had established the inalienable right of the fittest to dominate all others by whatever means necessary— be it intimidation, violence, or extermination: “There can be no rights against nature, except to get out of her whatever we can, which is only the fact of the struggle for existence stated over again.” (WOE 257)




The fittest had transcended the realm of nature altogether through steel-edged self-control and strict adherence to the principles of human science. Nature, the realm of the emotions, of waste, and of mob rule, had become an obstructive force to the further flowering of civilization. The social Darwinists despised Rousseau and all Romantic notions of nature as a gentle nurturer. As Edgar Rice Burroughs was to show in the October 1912 issue of All Story magazine, when he created the figure of Tarzan, only a white member of the evolutionary elite could still be seen as a “noble” savage. When Sumner urged the evolutionary ape-men of capitalism to plunder nature and “to get out of her” (italics added) whatever they could, he was not simply using a conventional anthropomorphic figure of speech; he was using this gender-specific designation quite deliberately. For as everyone knew, woman and nature were one. If nature was the enemy, then the enemy was woman (at least in her natural state) and everything identified with her.




At the turn of the century only inferior minds could have questioned the absolute truth of the first law of evolution: that men were the lords of creation, and women a lower order of humanity—volatile, emotional, reproductive tools of natures chaotic, and hence wasteful, efforts to keep life going at all cost. Woman, the feminine principle of nature, was the thief of progress. She was interested only in quantity, in species survival, in maintaining life in all its forms. She had no interest in “quality,” in the “virile,” elitist principles of the evolutionary advance. She made time stagnate and drained the energy from the upward thrust of manly achievement. But, as Henri Bergson argued, progress was movement, change, action. Therefore the feminine principle, nature, woman, was the vampire of time.




The “lower orders” of humanity were inferior because they had not been able to shed the dominance of the feminine principle in their mental and physical constitution. In them this feminine principle manifested itself as indecision, logical inconsistency, sentimentality, volatility, and a lack of concern with time—which was nothing but a constitutional incapacity for scientific thought. Worst of all, and most directly indicative of the dominance of the feminine in their nature, was their obsession with the reproductive functions of the body—with the frivolities of eroticism.




Because the feminine principle was so intent upon maintaining life at all cost, it was directly obstructive to the evolutionary advance. The masculine principle alone was creative. No man who considered himself to be among the fittest, Sumner argued, should feel even the slightest guilt while engaging in the economic plunder of less evolved members of the human community:






We are rebuked for the wrongs of the aborigines, the vices of civilization, the greed of traders, the mistakes of missionaries, land-grabbing, etc., yet we Americans and others are living today in the enjoyment of the fruits of these wrongs perpetrated a few years ago. The fact is, as history clearly shows, that the extension of the higher civilization over the globe is a natural process in which we are all swept along in spite of our ethical judgments. Those men, civilized or uncivilized, who cannot or will not come into the process will be crushed under it. (WOE 272)







Such considerations led Sumner with chilling consistency to thoughts of eugenics and genocide.






The sociologist is often asked if he wants to kill off certain classes of troublesome and burdensome persons. No such inference follows from any sound sociological doctrine, but it is allowed to infer, as to a great many persons and classes, that it would have been better for society, and would have involved no pain to them, if they had never been born. (WOE 187)







Sumner’s “scientifically based” racist formulations spoke with special force to his contemporaries, who were only too happy to shed the burden of humanist social theory in favor of the “natural inequalities” of evolutionist thought. In 1898 Sumner himself commented on the remarkable change in public sentiment he had witnessed in recent years toward issues of race: “For thirty years the negro has been in fashion. He has had political value and has been petted. Now we have made friends with the Southerners. They and we are hugging each other. We are all united. The negro’s day is over. He is out of fashion.” (WOE 328) Sumner used the burgeoning racism among America’s middle, lower-middle, and skilled laboring classes to emphasize his antihumanist position and to play to the sympathies of the middle-class male, whom Sumner regarded as the “forgotten man,” the indispensable backbone of the nation.




The change of attitude toward blacks that Sumner identified as having taken shape during the last thirty years of the nineteenth century ran parallel to the change of attitude toward women that was taking place throughout European and American society during that same period. Indeed, Sumner encouraged his readers at every turn to draw direct parallels between racial inferiority and the dominance of “feminine” characteristics. Even by being merely passive, the “dregs” of society and the non-Aryan “barbarians” who encircled the camp of the evolutionary elite were likely to have a negative influence on American society: “The penalty of ceasing an aggressive behavior toward the hardships of life on the part of mankind is, that we go backward. We cannot stand still.” (WSC 60) Like women, the inferior races were vampires of time. Respect for individual achievement, as manifested by private property—the sign of manly fitness—was rarely a feature of the barbarian’s constitutional makeup: “Primitive races regarded, and often now regard, appropriation as the best title to property,” (WSC 60) he warned. Races low on the evolutionary scale could be counted on to attempt to sap the strength of the evolutionary elite by appealing to the sentimentalist side of civilized society. The capitalist elite must maintain eternal vigilance against the primitive humanist appeals of these degenerate segments of American culture. “Where population has become chronically excessive, and where the population has succumbed and sunk, instead of developing energy enough for a new advance, there races have degenerated and settled into permanent barbarism.” (WSC 55)




The parallelism between “the feminine principle,” sexuality, “barbarism,” and “degeneration” implicit in Sumners thinking provides a very precise key to the ideological significance, and hence the prescriptive narrative content, of both the novel and the film of /I Fool There Was. Browne’s narrative was a particularly instructive parable about the economic responsibilities of the ruling class, and of the subversive force of the “regressive” feminine principle aligned against the evolutionary male.




The screen version, in particular, became a bellwether of popular sentiment, as is indicated by the simple fact that it was responsible for introducing several words and phrases that remain in common usage. Even today Hollywood and popular culture are overrun by “vamps.” As a verb, “to vamp” came to be used to describe the sundry predatory activities of man-hungry women, and the phrase “Kiss me, my fool!”— with which Theda dispatched her victims—became a favorite line in the repertoire of several generations of pop-culture wits.




In Browne’s original those words were almost as heavily weighted with ideology and politics as the Vampire’s final kiss itself. Her arrogant order was a witch’s incantation permitting the feminine principle to call up and command whatever degenerative, self-destructive impulses still remained within the evolutionary male. Frank Powell, in his screen version, demonstrated how well he understood the importance of this scene by using Browne’s text almost unchanged as a shooting script.




The scene in question immediately follows the Vampire’s walk past the wrecks of her discarded lovers before boarding the ocean liner on which Schuyler, her next victim, is to sail to Europe. The camera shows us that wealth abounds on the deck of this mobile playground of the evolutionary elite, who are unaware that they are about to set sail with a pestilent monster on board. We witness a scene happily abustle with friends toasting friends. Among these Parmalee, the Vampire’s most recently depleted victim, moves with slinking gait, eyes looking out, as Browne describes him, “from hollows in his face. His cheeks were sunken. His lips were leaden.” He is a broken man, but still a man, seeking retribution.






Coming down the deck was a woman, a woman darkly beautiful, tall, lithe, sinuous. Great masses of dead black hair were coiled about her head. Her cheeks were white; her lips very red. Eyes heavy lidded looked out in cold, inscrutable hauteur upon the confusion about her. She wore a gown that clung to her perfectly-modelled figure—that seemed almost a part of her being. She carried, in her left arm, a great cluster of crimson roses.







Almost exactly twenty years later, in 1936, James M. Cain—a young man of twenty-three when the movie version of A Fool There Was first appeared—must have had this scene in mind when, on the final page of his novel Double Indemnity, he described the climactic appearance of his own economic vampire, Phyllis Nirdlinger, woman of death:






She’s made her face chalk white, with black circles under her eyes and red on her lips and cheeks. She’s got that red thing on. It’s awful-looking. It’s just one big square of red silk that she wraps around her, but it’s got no armholes, and her hands look like stumps underneath it when she moves them around.







Theda Bara’s Vampire clearly was to have a terrifying reach—one that even today threatens us through every new “film noir” release based on the pulp-fiction principles of the middle years of this century.




In both the novel and the film of A Fool There Was, we see how Browne’s “very old young man,” Parmalee, his body trembling, racked by an inner fever, drawn as by a magnet and gaining sudden force, moves rapidly toward the Vampire.






“You thought you’d throw me over,” were the words that tore from his shrivelled lips, “but it won’t work—you Vampire!”




Swiftly, he tore from his right hand the handkerchief that covered it. There was in it a revolver. The bright mouth of the weapon sprang to the white forehead of The Woman.




Yet she did not start—she made no sound, no movement. The smile still dwelt upon her lips. It was only in the eyes that a difference came—in the black, inscrutable eyes. They gleamed now, heavy-lidded as before. Their gaze was fixed straight into the sunken, hate-lit eyes of the man before her, a man who, but for her, might still have been a boy. She bent forward a little. Her forehead, between the eyes, was now touching the bright muzzle of the weapon. The finger on the trigger trembled—trembled but did not pull.




Came slowly, sibilantly, from between the smiling red lips:




“Kiss me, My Fool!”




Her eyes still fixed him. The hand holding the revolver trembled more violently. Slowly the mouth of the weapon sank to lips—to chin—to breast. It hovered there a moment, just over the heart—the finger twitched a little—twitched but did not pull. It was a finger governed by a vanished will in a shrivelled brain.




Then, suddenly, the revolver leaped—the finger pulled. With a shrill screech of hopeless, hideous imprecation, a shriek that died still-born, the bullet pierced flesh and bone and brain; and that which had been a man that should have been a boy, lurched drunkenly and lay a crumpled nothing upon the deck. There was blood upon the deck—beside the hem of the crimson gown, near to the crimson heel of her shoe. And the gown was caught beneath the body of the boy that was.




She looked down upon him. The smile not even yet had left her lips. With a lithe movement, infinitely graceful, she drew away, disengaging the hem of her crimson garment. A crimson petal from the great cluster in her arms fell upon it, to lie upon the hollow whiteness of the upturned cheek. And that was all. (111–14)







It was a classic scene—an archetypal cinematic set piece. The audiences of the play that had been one of Broadway s biggest hits of 1909, the many readers of Browne s novelization of that play, and the millions of viewers who came to thrill to Theda Bara s evil nature in /I Fool There Was never forgot its chilling impact. Powell, in his screen imagery, had followed Browne’s description step by step. As a result, for decades to come, timid young women, giggling with embarrassment and probably not even aware any longer of the origin of the words they were using, would draw their hesitant lovers to them with the Vampire’s words on their lips. Modifying the famous quote, and thereby unconsciously softening its proprietary intent, they would murmur: “Kiss me, you fool!” By doing so they could feel appropriately outrageous, more than a little sinful, and most certainly aroused by the thought of the seductive power popular myth attributed to them. In The Beautiful and Damned (1922) F. Scott Fitzgerald disparagingly described one of his minor characters, Muriel, as trying to “resemble Theda Bara, the prominent motion picture actress. People told her constantly that she was a ‘vampire,’ and she believed them. She suspected hopefully that they were afraid of her, and she did her utmost under all circumstances to give the impression of danger.” (83)




The social impact of the scene of Parmalee’s suicide in A Fool There Was, then, illustrates the powerful influence the movies can have on our sense of social relationships—how we recast our world even without knowing it by subtly shifting our views to accommodate the “reality” of what we see on-screen. Clearly, what this scene did better than anything comparable in earlier movies was to bring popular currency to the intellectuals’ contention that constitutionally—genetically—the sexual woman was no more than a tool of the forces aligned against evolution, a predatory animal, “a woman who is beast turning human” and who was therefore no more than “the infected carrier of the past,” as, in 1936, Djuna Barnes was to put it in Nightwood (37). The sexual woman, the scene taught millions of viewers, was an actual vampire whose depredations meant death to the evolutionary male.




Browne had emphasized that point directly in his text. The family friend, upon noticing Schuyler’s fascination with the woman of death, tries to stave off the inevitable by asking him if he has read Rudyard Kipling’s poem “The Vampire” (1897, the acknowledged inspiration for Browne’s narrative): “ ‘Why, yes, of course,’ returned Schuyler. ‘Almost everyone’s read that.’ ” The Vampire’s soon-to-be next victim thereupon conveniently recites the first few lines of the poem for those readers whose memory was a little rusty:






A fool there was, and he made his prayer, (Even as you and I)




To a rag and a bone and a hank of hair.




We called her the woman who did not care.

But the fool, he called her his Lady Fair—







The family friend, pointing dramatically to a pool of Parmalee’s blood still on the deck, now completes his exposition of Browne’s Sumner- inspired social message:






“There’s the fool,” he nodded toward the drying spot upon the deck. “And there,” he indicated, with a backward toss of his wellshaped head, the corridor down which had passed the woman, “is his lady fair. I’ve even heard,” he went on, “that she used to call him her ‘fool,’ quoting the poem. Pretty little conceit, eh?” His jaw, firm, square, set tight. Then, with a touch of deeper feeling. “She murdered that boy just as surely as if she had cut his throat; and the worst of it is that she can’t be held legally guilty—morally, yes, guilty as sin; but legally ” He shook his head. “The laws that man makes for mankind are a joke.” (130–31)







Who could be more Aryan than this family friend with his wellshaped head and his square jaw? Who could possibly question his forceful implication that a well-ordered society should not hesitate to exterminate such vermin as this vampire emanating from the lower orders to wreak havoc among the evolutionary elite—this murderous, regressively sexual woman? Who could question the suggestion of Browne’s melodrama that the sexual urge so crudely exhibited by the lower orders must be forcibly controlled? Certainly not Frank Powell, and his boss, the (at this time still rather minor) movie producer William Fox. Fox and Powell had succeeded in identifying so closely with both Browne’s ideological intentions and the general public’s preoccupations that the success of their movie adaptation, in the very year of its first release, provided the producer with enough capital to establish the Fox Film Corporation—which, twenty years later, in a famous merger, became 20th Century-Fox. (This complex pattern of influence and exploitation prefigured the chameleonic sequence of multimedia mergers that today often rewards those whose fantasies speak with particular force to the public’s largely unarticulated social and economic concerns.)




Clearly, then, like all such phenomena of popular culture, A Fool There Was had an ideological importance far beyond its surface function as an entertainment. It was a crucial early-twentieth-century weapon in the struggle for the hearts and minds of the American middle class, a prime example of how the predatory economic principles of Sumner and his followers were absorbed into the everyday experiences of average folk.




Most of Sumner’s observations about women and the family had been written during the first decade of the century, and they were collected for general publication at virtually the same time as Brownes 1909 novelization of his Broadway hit. Sumner, as the acknowledged leader of American social and political thought, and revered as such by most of his contemporaries, undoubtedly articulated the opinions of the majority of educated American males concerning the role of women in society. It is therefore no coincidence that Browne’s melodrama should have been virtually a direct dramatization of those ideas.




Sumner cautioned his readers not to assume that the privileged, protected position women had obtained in the civilized world as helpless and weak creatures unable to cope with the tensions of masculine economic and social aggression was one that had prevailed throughout history. Indeed, it was a common mistake to think that primitive women had been physically inferior to the male. There was ample anthropological evidence to suggest that they might once even have been the stronger sex. Their misery was due to their “inferiority in the struggle for existence on account of maternity.” (WOE 44—6) Woman’s subjection to her reproductive function had made her destined to be enslaved forever to the will of man. Thus, in historical terms, the issue was one of divergent aptitudes rather than of unequal strength.




The weakness and helplessness of civilized women was, in fact, a wonderful side effect of the processes of evolution. The more primitive the social environment, the more its women were likely to exhibit independence and strength. The continuing barbarism of the lower races was to a large extent due to their inability to avoid what Sumner had designated as “sex-vice”—their invidious enjoyment of sexual relations beyond such as were necessary to produce the next generation. Sexual pleasure had sapped their will to advance. Civilized societies had been wise to eliminate all emphasis on such wasteful indulgences by stressing the reproductive duty of woman, and by turning her into a highly specialized—and hence, in genetic terms, an also particularly highly evolved—organism.




Like most of the intellectuals of his time, Sumner was convinced that Darwin had established once and for all that men and women were fundamentally different. Darwin had pointed out that humanity had evolved from primitive organisms that contained within themselves both male and female sexual characteristics. The first step on the road to human civilization had been taken when these bisexual organisms had given way to species in which the sexual functions had been separated— a brilliant move on the part of nature, which through this development for the first time had acted according to the principles of functional specialization by permitting the two genders to develop the patterns of behavior to which each was best suited.




As with everything in nature, these developments were slow and imperfect, leaving the various organisms plenty of possibility for reversion to earlier, more primitive patterns of sexual behavior. But slowly, over the course of hundreds of thousands of years, the precisely defined, separate existential responsibilities of the human male and female had established themselves as ironclad laws of nature, and as civilization had progressed, humanity had learned to distinguish efficiently between what belonged to man and what to woman in the world. This was unquestionably due in large part to a phenomenon Darwin had pointed to in his Origin of Species. “Peculiarities” developed by one sex, and supportive of their survival as the fittest of their species in the struggle for existence, would “become hereditarily attached to that sex.” (93) In other words, “maleness” and “femaleness” could be characterized within the evolutionary master plan as exponentially developing and ever more decisively diverging essential functions.




Sumner and many of his contemporaries, as a result, religiously emphasized the idea that the closer a species came to reaching perfection, the greater, too, would become the divergence, within that species, of the primary qualities that defined a person as male or as female. “According to the current applications of the evolution philosophy,” Sumner stressed in Folkways, quoting the British physician Harry Campbell, “ ‘inheritable characters peculiar to one sex show a tendency to be inherited chiefly or solely by that sex in the offspring.’ ” (F 344)




Evolution, therefore, made an ever widening gap between the roles of men and women in society inevitable. The more civilized the male, the more economically aggressive, assertive, and individualized he would be. A woman proved herself to be part of the crown of creation by being as passive, malleable, and focused on motherhood as she could possibly be.




In The Descent of Man Darwin had already pointed out that while men were forever driven by the urge to create, the urge to expend energy to overcome opposition, women were governed only by the passive, instinctive compulsion to re-create, to reproduce, to repeat themselves, until the end of time. Woman was, therefore, for good reason, the enemy of time. The closer women came to ideal femininity, the more retentive of the status quo—and hence also the more hostile to change—they became. That was why they were instinctively averse to conflict, as well as gregarious, uncritical, and anti-individual, intent upon gathering and breeding rather than upon entering into competition for anything other than the attention of men. A woman’s hostility toward other women had only one motive: to protect her own reproductive efficiency or that of the female offspring she had produced.




Sumner, like most of his contemporaries, accepted these principles as natural laws, and everything he had to say about the status of women or the family and social change in his exploration of “folkways” was based on this demarcation of the functions of the two genders and their consequently very divergent potentialities and limitations in society. Although he was too sophisticated to be blatantly gender specific in the majority of his pronouncements, his underlying assumptions about the conflicting instinctual motivations of men and women inform every aspect of his worldview. He was not even sure that one should consider men and women to be part of the same species. “The sexes differ so much in structure and function, and consequently in traits of feeling and character, that their interests are antagonistic,” he insisted. (F 345) The battle of the sexes was, for Sumner, a simple and unchangeable fact of nature.




In the very distant past, at the very dawn of civilization, Sumner said, women had not only been the equals of men; they had been in charge of the family unit as well. As a result, they had, in effect, controlled primitive society. During this dark period, human motivations had been governed by the principle of “woman-descent.” The world had stagnated during this period.






This much can be said with confidence about the family under woman-descent: it was the conservative institution of that form of society and in it traditions were cherished and education was accomplished. It did not encourage change or cherish reforms, but preserved what had been inherited and protected what existed. (WOE 48)







As a model early-mo demist intellectual, Sumner, as we have seen, regarded “tradition” as a dirty word and saw education as a waste of time unless it led directly to knowledge that was of immediate use in the “struggle for existence.” A classical education, with its effeminate emphasis on idealism and altruism, was rubbish. Civilization was finally shaking off the shackles of its feminine past. By getting rid of humanist sentimentalism and traditional values, society had finally cleared the way “for the dominion of materialistic standards and ideals.” (WOE 158)




The gender-specific subtext underlying the cultural dualism of Sumners reasoning thus begins to reveal itself. A culture that was humane and egalitarian in focus, that set stock in tradition and emphasized a wide-ranging education in the arts rather than a narrow focus on practical and immediately marketable skills, was static and effeminate. Its cultural preoccupations were a holdover from the “pre-evolutionary” dawn of a civilization still paralyzed by matriarchy—by “woman-rule”—and hence such weakling concerns should be eradicated in the muscular universe of monopoly capitalism that was getting set to shape the future of man.




In Sumner’s mind socialism, with its concern for the underdog, its emphasis on an egalitarian society, and its advocacy of community values, was clearly the archetypal example of a primitive cultural concept, a leftover from the dark ages of effeminate humanism, a product of the barbaric world of “woman-rule.” He was convinced that the shift from matriarchy to patriarchy, “the change from mother-family to fatherfamily” had been “by far the greatest and most important revolution in the history of civilization.” (WOE 49) It had turned stasis into progress. Sumner wrote Folkways, his most ambitious and most famous book, largely to prove the validity of this axiom. Had men not been able to struggle out from under the yoke of femininity, the world today would still be caught in the unproductive communal life of that distant past when men and women lived side by side “on an equality of personal rights.” (WOE 47)




The progressive separation of men and women into different species had made the ascendancy of the male a foregone conclusion. It had been man’s reward for his revolt against the static collectivism of matriarchy. The male’s indomitable will to order and individual expression had led to the invention of progress: “Our ways of property, inheritance, trade and intercourse have all been created by or adjusted to the system of man-descent. We can see what a great revolution had to be accomplished to go over from woman-descent to man-descent.”




Sumner remained remarkably uncommunicative about the details of this revolution, but he hints that it was accomplished when the male finally took control over his mate’s unbridled reproductive profligacy and began to husband the family’s economic resources in a constructive and creative fashion. To illustrate what would otherwise have remained the fate of man, he sketched out a lurid tale of masculine sexual woe among the Iroquois under woman-rule: “A husband had to satisfy not only his wife, but all her female relatives if he was to be in peace and comfort.” No wonder, then, that any society in which the mother-family continued to hold sway exhibited signs of masculine weakness and racial degeneracy For in such societies men had failed to assert their natural evolutionary primacy and had succumbed to sensualism instead: “They accept custom and tradition and make the best of it as they find it.” (WOE 46—50) In a world guided by equality between the sexes, even the inverted harem arrangements of the Iroquois were likely to be reinstituted. It was a thought that apparently gave Sumner and his contemporaries many sleepless nights.




d Fool There Was dramatized John Schuyler’s submerged but not yet properly conquered “effeminate” sensual weakness: his regressive inability to ward off the degenerative incursions of the sexual vampire of matriarchy. Obviously this otherwise exemplary member of the evolutionary elite had become far too dependent on the humane feminine impulses personified by his wife. The nuclear family was evolution’s greatest invention, but only if man and wife both knew their place.




Certainly there can be no question that Schuyler’s Kate is a model heroine of divergent gender evolution. She is as passive and tractable as any man could require his wife to be. She is modest (“her voice was low and deep, and very soft”), infantile (“she was like her child grown up, glorified into womanhood”), and concerned only with her husband and daughter (in that order). In short, she is “the perfect figure of perfect womanhood.” She therefore cannot be at fault—Schuyler himself is to blame, for he has allowed himself to be drawn too far into the realm of the “mother-family.” As a result, Schuyler’s masculine mettle, his will to fight, has been weakened.




Though “agile, alert, thrilling with vitality and virility,” Schuyler has become weak in ambition: his family has become his only universe. To a friend he admits: “My world is right here; and it’s all the world I want, Tom.” A residue of ambition has made him accept the job as presidential envoy to the Court of St. James: “I’m ambitious in a way; but when that way requires me to leave the people—the things—that I love, then ambition chameleonizes and I become ambitious antithetically.” Describing how happy he is in his little corner of the world, he admits that he nearly turned down his appointment, and now “I’m sort of sorry that I didn’t.” Insulated from the outside world and isolated from harsh reality, Schuyler has become engulfed by woman-rule, seduced by stasis. As Kate says, “It will be the first time we’ve been apart for more than a day or two since we were married.” A true woman, content in her passivity, she remarks: “I’d rather have peace than all the honors there are.” Yielding to the comforts of domestic bliss, Schuyler has taken on his wife’s way of thinking. Instead of remaining God’s personally delegated lord of creation over his private domestic monopoly, he has allowed himself to become “feminized.” (90—101)




Kate, being the Ideal Wife, realizes that she “mustn’t stand in the way of his advancement.” But she knows all too well that a gentle, nonaggressive male such as her husband, used to being coddled in the warm bosom of his family, must become a prime target for predators in the world outside. And, of course, Porter Emerson Browne hastened to show his readers that she was right. Even while the ship that is to take Schuyler to England is still in harbor, and while he is still surrounded by doting wife, loving child, and devoted family friend, the die has already been cast for his undoing: “Take good care of them while I’m gone, won’t you old man,” he instructs the family friend. And then he admits:






“By Jove, I’d like to chuck it all, even at the last minute as it is, and stay at home—”




Facing his wife, child and friend, his eyes were up the broad deck. Came toward him The Woman—The Woman Known of the Man Who Knew, and of Young Parmalee. Schuyler’s voice died in his throat. Her eyes were upon him. His eyes were upon her. She made no movement. She paused not in her indolent, sinuous walk. Her eyes were upon him; and that was all—dark eyes, glowing, inscrutable, beautiful with the beauty that was hers. And his eyes were on hers. (126)







From this point on all is lost. The voice of masculine reason has died in the throat of this man already seduced by femininity. Eros has captured him. His manly senses, weakened by his sojourn in the bosom of acculturated womanhood, are no longer sufficient armature against the dangerous lure of brute sexuality. Schuyler proves to be an easy prey to the vampire of degeneration. Had he but dared to venture earlier into the world of evolutionary strife, he might have understood that, to protect his marital monopoly, he should have thrust the stake of manhood into the Vampire’s breast instead of abandoning himself to the dark ocean of her eyes!




The movie version of this scene conveys this message in a succinct sequence of images. On board ship, we see the Schuyler family at play— almost as if we were watching a home movie of an outing. We watch the Vampire watching them through a circular porthole. She takes out a circular mirror-compact (symbolic of the chaotic, uroboric stasis of primitive feminine sexuality). She looks at herself and primps. We see the happy family saying good-bye. We see the Vampire grin into the mirror. Then, the grin still on her face, she looks through the porthole, and we see her mockingly observe the fond farewells. As he embraces his wife, Schuyler sees her looking at him. He is visibly distracted.




The ship is about to leave. The warning sounds. The Vampire is on deck now. Panting, chest heaving, her eyes glittering, she watches the heavy-hearted husband say his last good-byes to his doting wife and ever-adorable little daughter. We see them next as, with tears in their eyes, they stand, waving, on the receding quay




Suddenly we see the Vampire standing next to Schuyler at the ship’s railing. He waves forlornly into the distance, clutching the nosegay of modest flowers his wife has given him: it is a symbol of her virtue—a plea: forget me not! The Vampire knows all too well how to counter such simple domestic magic. She drops her single, bold, obscenely oversized, luridly open-petaled (obviously crimson) rose. Schuyler, still thinking only of his wife, remains oblivious to her gesture. Undaunted, the Vampire taps him on the shoulder and asks him to retrieve the rose. The perfect gentleman, Schuyler does her bidding.




The image on-screen is dramatic and precise: in a close-up we see Schuyler’s manly hand, still holding his wife’s modest nosegay—the meek bouquet of the acculturated feminine—as it reaches for the engulfing petals of the Vampire’s extravagant erotic emblem. The viewer instantly recognizes that a modest nosegay cannot compete against the gigantic rose’s voluptuous regressive force. The victim, still unaware of what’s in store, hurriedly turns his eyes back to the harbor, seeking a last glimpse of his wife and child. The Vampire, however, smiles and walks away, visibly certain that she has conquered.




At stake in these scenes, as virtually every viewer in 1915 would have understood, was the future of humanity itself The choice between evolution and degeneration, William Graham Sumner had told his contemporaries, was predicated upon the outcome of the internecine struggle between the collectivist, static, and indiscriminately sexual chaos of the mother-family structure (in which, as we have seen, any male who happened to be handy might serve to feed the ruling woman’s libido) and that greatest achievement of evolution: patriarchy, the father-family, “pair marriage”—the monogamic union of a man and a woman.




The concept of pair marriage (today we would call it “the nuclear family”) was by its very nature an expression of the masculine will to individual power. Hence, Sumner insisted, “pair marriage is monopolistic.” Moreover, it was “interwoven with capital,” because it was an expression of the true masculine will to ownership. No form of social arrangement was more directly designed to express the monopolistic destiny of man: “It is the barrier against which all socialism breaks into dust.” (F 376–7)




Since pair marriage was the ultimate testing ground of masculine monogamic fortitude, no male unable to rule such a personal monopoly rightfully belonged to the evolutionary elite. In pair marriage the male learned once and for all how to govern and subject. A man’s wife was an integral part of his working capital. Thus capitalism and monogamy would stand or fall together as the greatest achievements of the masculine will to individual mastery. Therefore, Sumner exclaimed ecstatically, “the grandest and most powerful monopoly in the world is the family, in its monogamic form.” {SD 196)




Sumner sketched a glowing picture of the nuclear family as an island of personal privilege and salvation in a world of constant depredation and danger—a bulwark against economic destruction. The evolutionary millennium, therefore, would announce itself in the triumphant proliferation of such personal monopolies within society. The nuclear family was an outpost of civilization against the predatory agents of primitive feminine sexual license who still roamed the world outside, a massed army of degenerates, including not only all still self-consciously sexual, and hence fundamentally uncivilized, women, but also the hordes of inferior males still subject to these wild women’s siren call.




Monogamy intensified a “man’s feeling of cohesion with his own wife and his own children, aside from and against all the world.” (SD 198). This remark provides an exact key to John Schuyler’s failure as the leader of his family monopoly: Schuyler had properly separated himself from the rest of the world in his marriage, but he had failed to regard his house and home as an armed bulwark against the outside world. He had failed to circle the wagons of his personal monopoly; and by not maintaining constant vigilance against the incursions of the vampire of otherness, he had left himself vulnerable to her depredations. He was no longer an economic warrior; he had lost his will to fight. An excess of humanist deference to his wife had made him unfit to maintain himself among the evolutionary elite.




How, then, should a man deal with his wife, if regarding her as an inspiration and an equal was tantamount to inviting the Vampire into your house and hearth? The father of American sociology did not hesitate to give his readers sound marital advice: within a properly organized family monopoly, with the husband firmly in control, the sex-tortured vampire female of yore could finally be laid to rest, and the acculturated woman, meekly shadowing her personal lord of creation, could at last gain a dignity women had never known before. The “father-family” had finally been able to make woman understand that her existential status was, and must always be, that of “an inferior whose status and destiny came from her position as an adjunct.” Today’s evolutionary male had been able to soften the harshness of that fate somewhat by kindly lifting his wife upon a pedestal; “the moral inferences however, remain, and we regard them as self-evident and eternal. Loyalty to her husband is the highest virtue of a woman, and devotion to her family and sacrifice for it are the field of heroism for her.” (WOE 51)




The nineteenth century, Sumner exulted, had finally given the civilized male the upper hand in his principled struggle against brute nature—which was always squarely on the side of the sexual woman and matriarchy. During that century man had at last been able to convince woman to abandon her wasteful, indiscriminate campaign to obtain as much of the male’s vital essence as she could. The civilized male had taught her to accept only as much as she needed to fulfill her maternal duties. Thus man had finally been able to wean woman from her natural tendency toward “sex-vice and heathenism.” (WOE 78) In the long run woman had recognized how advantageous her subjection to the male could actually be: “When a woman came to be considered a ‘toy’ she ceased to be drudge; when she came to be esteemed as a woman she lost value as a slave whose labor could be productively employed.” (SD 205)




The marital subjection of woman to monopolistic patriarchal authority, then, had been evolution’s greatest achievement to date: “It is the lot of every woman to stand beside some man, and to give her strength and life to help him in every way which circumstances offer opportunity for. Out of this relation come her ideas of her honor, duties and virtue.” (F 357)




No one who has spent even a few moments listening to the popular music of this century, whether that of today or of thirty, fifty, or eighty years ago, will find anything unusual in Sumner’s exhortation to America’s women to “stand by your man” and “give him all the love you can.” Very few of us realize anymore that the ideological justification for such exhortations originated in the high-flown theories of William Graham Sumner and his fellow turn-of-the-century social philosophers. However, two-bit versions of million-dollar ideas catch on only when the public decides they make sense. The spate of films, starting with d Fool There Was, in which the world of Lillian Gish, the eternal virgin of acculturated femininity, was pitted against that of Theda Bara, the regressive Vampire of “woman-rule,” did much to “normalize” the “scientific” basis for Sumner’s principles of domestic monopoly. There is no question that the silent-movie industry provided the all-important image structures underlying most twentieth-century American race and gender relationships.




For Sumner and many of his male contemporaries, then, there were only two kinds of women. The “good girls” were those who had been properly acculturated to their subservient role in the monogamic monopoly structure of the nuclear family, and who were content to be governed in all things by the superior judgment of their imperial mate. These were the evolved, genetically privileged child-women of modern society, who, having submitted for many generations to a rigorous mortification of the flesh, had internalized the meritorious “inherited feminine characteristic” of passivity and subservience to the masculine will. The bad women were those who continued to insist on their personal independence as human beings and who, therefore, continued to deny the cultural benefits of their monogamic subservience. These women were easy to identify, for they were invariably lewd and provocative, and clearly driven to erotic excess by their bestial need for the male’s vital essence. These were women who had remained mired in the feminine world of collectivism, of primitive polyandrist promiscuity.




The scene immediately following the Vampire’s initial floral seduction of John Schuyler in the movie version of A Fool There Was left its audiences in no doubt that the Vampire was one of these, in evolutionary terms, still ignorant matriarchal animals. Onto the screen flashes another passage from Kipling’s poem:






Oh, the years we waste and the tears we waste




And the work of our head and hand




Belong to the woman who did not know




(And now we know that she never could know)




And did not understand.







Immediately after this the camera opens on the Vampire, lying down amid a setting of exotic, tropical splendor. Her hand is on Schuylers chest; his head is resting near her midriff. We see the Vampire offer him a drink: clearly they are wallowing in the most decadent luxury imaginable. Schuyler downs his drink. Slow, excruciatingly languorous movements highlight their sinful pleasure. When he passionately places her hand over his heart, the Vampire flashes an evil grin.




Soon Schuyler falls asleep: clear evidence of his dissipation, his depletion, his abandonment. The truly extraordinary scene that follows must have sent mixed waves of arousal and consternation through the males in the audience: With the sleeping man nestled under her bosom, the Vampire very slowly raises both arms from her lap, in an almost perfectly rounded curve, until they hover ominously above her head like the bat wings of a pterodactyl. Her hands droop down oddly from this upward curve to suggest the claws of a predator about to pounce. Then, like a cat, she stretches her arms behind her head in a gesture of utter contentment. Clearly she has already had her fill but is about to go back into action. Another good man gone, the audience realizes, another victim fallen to the sexual woman. After this the action shifts to far more mundane events, as if to allow the viewer time to recover. Publicity stills capitalized on the shock this image sent through the movie’s audiences by showing Theda Bara in a similar pose, with her arms raised, but this time lifting her hair above her head as if to form bat wings.




Sumner never tired of pointing out that civilization was a product of man’s struggle against nature: “The whole retrospect of human history runs downwards towards beast-like misery and slavery to the destructive forces of nature.” (WOE 179) A sexual woman, being a primitive woman, was not “above,” but part of, nature. One could go even further and insist that she was nature itself. In consequence, man’s struggle against nature expressed itself first and foremost in his struggle against the sexual woman. Men like Schuyler, who could not withstand the enticements of women, could not be expected to hold on to their capital either. Economic and sexual continence were clearly interchangeable factors of a single principle of evolutionary self-control.




But Sumner also saw great danger in the successes of man’s campaign to eradicate female sexuality: “it is now not believed that women are more sensual than men, but decidedly the contrary.” (WOE 106–7) He cautioned that it was unwise to let the nineteenth century’s admirable idealization of woman blind man to her negative origins:






It seems clear that pair marriage has finally set aside the notion which, in the past, has been so persistently held,—that women are bad by nature, so that one half of the human race is permanently dragging down the other half. The opposite notion seems now to be gaining currency,—that all women are good, and can be permanently employed to raise up the men. These fluctuations only show how each sway of conditions and interests produces its own fallacies. (F 376)







Man’s vigilance in his struggle against nature should not slacken this late in the game. It should be understood by every male that under the skin of even the most perfectly acculturated female, the repressed impulses of nature still lurked. Inevitably woman’s “badness,” her natural compulsion to indulge in reproductive promiscuity, and her inherent tendencies toward socialistic primitivism and stasis remained a dangerous source of potential “reversion” for society. Therefore the apostles of evolution needed to be constantly on their guard against any evidence of the resurgence of primitive woman-rule in civilized society. Sentimentalist egahtarian tendencies were always a dead giveaway of such a resurgence. “The law of the survival of the fittest was not made by man and cannot be abrogated by man. We can only by interfering with it, produce the survival of the unfittest.” (WOE 177) Thus, even in social realms not directly related to sexuality, the eternal feminine was, through its invidious egalitarian schemes, out to drain the evolutionary male, if not of his vital essence, then of his capital. As we have seen, the Vampire of /I Fool There Was left no wallet unturned to convey precisely such a message.




In his enthusiasm for the family as a training ground for the principles of monopolistic capitalism, Sumner was even tempted to abandon his earlier doubts about the need for an active role on the part of evolutionary civilization in eliminating the “unfit.” Even now, he admitted, “science has to fight so hard against tradition that its authority is only slowly winning recognition.” (WOE 179) But at last science, basing itself on the higher principles of eugenics, was wisely beginning to demand that the evolutionary elite ought to police American marriages: “If we are not prepared to interfere in any way at all with freedom of marriage or the continuance of family life between two people who are not fit to be parents,” he decided, we should be prepared for “a policy by which society continually uses up its best members, while it preserves and stimulates the reproduction of its bad ones.” (EH 98) Perhaps, he intimated, strict eugenicist prohibitions and even a judicious eradication of those who were totally useless might lead to an endlosung of the problem of “reversion.”




Sumner and most of his contemporaries were absolutely convinced that the evolutionary capitalist male should allow only the most passive, most perfectly acculturated of women to become part of his marital monopoly. To forge ahead in the struggle for existence, a man must be able to rule his own household first and foremost. Monogamic marriage, “like other monopolies ... wins an advantage for those who are included at the cost of depression to those who are excluded; and millions, of course, in trying to attain to the heights of a monogamic marriage, fail. If they fall, they fall far lower than they would be under lower forms of marriage.” (SD 197) Divorce, discord, and marital failure were clearly fates worse than death. A man who was unable to maintain himself at the head of such a monogamic marriage was visibly sliding back down the evolutionary ladder to a level of personal degradation comparable to that of the lowest among the lower orders of humanity.




Within this context it becomes easy to understand the ideological significance of the climactic scene in d Fool There Was, in which the Vampire, with a single kiss, a single act of sexual assertion, bluntly and irrevocably snatches a prosperous and hence “intellectually evolved” man from the bosom of his nuclear family. The scene was clearly much more than merely another campy instance of early movie melodrama. Theda Bara’s contemporaries knew that they were watching the social vampire of female sexuality depredate civilized society. Once we know this was the movie’s immediate subtext as a social document, the scene of Theda Bara’s predatory kiss is restored to its original function as the visual dramatization of a central test of manhood essential to the survival of evolutionary civilization—a test, it is worth emphasizing, to which late-twentieth-century society still adheres, to a disturbingly large extent, although we have forgotten its direct ideological justification. That is why we still register the episode as one of emblematic force; that is why it still has a special capacity to shock us.




As a dramatic illustration of the ongoing battle between civilization and nature, of the choice between evolutionary capitalism and social degradation, the scene has perhaps no equal in the annals of the silent film. Yet today the film is completely unknown, except among film historians, who, often without ever having seen it, dismiss it as the artistically forgettable screen debut of Theda Bara, whom they also tend to regard as merely an odd, rather negligible phenomenon of the silent screen’s infant years.




That attitude is dramatically indicative of the code of silence our culture tends to impose on those of its historical productions that have become too blatantly indicative of the sources of our contemporary mores. Our systematic forgetting of the meaning of A Fool There Was is a striking example of the elusive yet pervasive propagandistic control the visual media of the twentieth century were beginning to exert over the structures of the human imagination. For every time Theda Bara’s Vampire kiss made her audiences shiver, the continuing social misery and personal suffering of generations of women to come was made more inevitable. The good woman or the bad, the virgin or the vampire—submission or a stake through the heart—those were to be the choices for twentieth-century women. The screen debut of a young actress from the Midwest had established the central gender dualism of the new century in no uncertain terms.




A Fool There Was was obviously not the first product of mass culture to present audiences with such pat choices. Inevitably, such melodramas had, partially as the result of several decades of pervasive evolutionist propaganda, become standard fare in the American and European cultural environment of the early twentieth century. But rarely before had they been presented in as striking, graphic, and visually categorical a fashion. The public immediately recognized the sociopedagogic function of the film’s central confrontation scene, and accepted its message that an irrevocable evolutionary choice between vice (“socialist,” woman-ruled promiscuity) and virtue (“capitalist,” masculine, paternalistic monogamy) confronted every male.




The early twentieth century’s ever expanding cultural documentation of the confrontation between the sexual woman and the would-be continent male, her habitual victim, was linked to a growing conviction among physicians, biologists, and other such theologians of the scientific age, that all women were, in fact, “real” vampires, driven by nature to depredate the male, and hence creatures who were, even if only in medical terms, dangerous to a man’s health even when they were virtuous, submissive, monogamous wives. Theda Bara’s name, it had been rumored, was an anagram for Arab Death; but as the men of the early twentieth century were beginning to discover, even the most seemingly compliant household nun could be deadly!
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Arthur Lange, The Source of Strength; exhibited Grosze Berliner Kunstausstellung, 1909
Superman struggles to be born: the evolutionary male’s sublime effort to overcome earthly vulgarity.






      

    

  
    
      

II. Vital Essence and Blighting Mildew: Dimorphic Gender Evolution and the Natural Philosophy of Lust




She stood there. Red lips were parted in a little, inscrutable smile. White shoulders shimmered. Lithe muscles rippled beneath her gown with every movement of her delicate body. She was beautiful—beautiful as an animal is beautiful. And her eyes were upon his.” Lured by the Vampire’s long, flowing hair, sensuous, snakelike limbs, and blood-red mouth, John Schuyler, in both the book and movie versions of X Fool There Was, became an abject slave to beauty, a pitiful victim to the feminine world of sight. It was a clear case of nature reasserting herself—of death, waste, and genetic chaos conquering the selective, individualistic, masculine spirit yearning for immortality




The early twentieth century’s scientific community considered it a matter of great urgency to inform the world at large about nature’s terrifying habit of siding with the regressive feminine. Lurid, anthropomorphizing descriptions of mating rituals in the animal and insect world were the order of the day among naturalists. The popular imagination, thus encouraged by the leaders of the evolutionary advance, seized upon these descriptions and made them into exemplary illustrations of the inevitable battle of the sexes. Remy de Gourmont, a prominent French novelist and poet whose influence on English-speaking intellectuals was dramatic and far-reaching during the early years of this century, set the tone. Science had shown, he said, that the male entered the feminine world of perpetual rut with great reluctance, and only in response to the insistent call of the reproductive instinct. Once there, he became a pitiful victim, his vital energy unequal to the demands of woman.




Gourmont used the writings of the biologists of his time to draw a none-too-subtle image of the fate men faced in the realm of the reproductive feminine. Too often, he insisted in his 1903 book The Natural Philosophy of Love (Physique de Lamour—essai sur I’instinct sexuel), the innocent male, deluded into thinking of woman as an appetizing fruit, suddenly found himself sucked dry by the vampire of vital essence:






The male cochineal has a long body with very delicate transparent wings.... One sees him flying over the nopals, then suddenly alighting on a female, who resembles a fat wood-louse, round and puffy, twice as stout as the male, and wingless. Glued by her feet to a branch, with her proboscis stuck into it, continually pumping sap, she looks like a fruit.... In certain species of coccidae the male is so small that his proportion [to the female] is that of an ant strolling over a peach. His goings and comings are like those of an ant hunting for a soft spot to bite, but he is seeking the genital cleft, and having found it, often after long and anxious explorations, he fulfils his function, falls off and dies. (27–8)







The “humanized” emotions attributed to insects in this passage were analogous to those found in descriptions of insect encounters by many of the “naturalists” of the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. These provided Gourmont with a boundless field of moralizing exempla. Being a skilled novelist, he was able to add a virtually cinematic sense of drama to the naturalists’ accounts of male reproductive sacrifice.




Inevitably, spiders and the praying mantis were among Gourmont’s favorite denizens of the vampire world of gender relationships:






The mantis who eats her husband is an excellent egg-layer who prepares, passionately, the future of her progeny.... The male is bashful; at the moment of desire he limits himself to posing, to making sheep’s eyes, which the female seems to consider with indifference or disdain. Tired of parade, he finally decides, and with spread wings, leaps trembling upon the back of the ogress. The mating lasts five or six hours; when the knot is loosed, the suitor is, regularly, eaten. The terrible female is polyandrous. (98–9)







Today we assume that to hold up a cross to the vampire before us is to force the creature to fear God. But in the early years of this century the cross, as the symbol of sacrificial Christian manhood, as man’s sword in the battle for spiritual transcendence, functioned first of all as a shield against the frightful world of visual temptation represented by woman, that world of the eyes into which the intellectuals of the period saw generation after generation of innocent, unthinking insect males being drawn, to be eaten alive by the monstrous agents of brute nature. Gourmont’s excursions into entomology were clearly designed to demonstrate that “the feminine” in nature—woman—had been programmed to be a reproductive machine, whose workings were fueled by the masculine vital essence:






The spermatophore of the ephippiger is enormous, nearly half the size of the animal.... The female, having consumed the leather-bottle spermatophore, adds thereto the poor emptied male. She does not even wait until he is dead; she chops him up as he is dying, limb by limb: having fecundated her with all his blood, he must feed her with all his flesh. (96)







The manner in which the female insect devoured the male (the larger his spermatophore the better, obviously) clearly proved that manhood was mere mincemeat to woman, nature’s designated spermatophage—the vampire of reproduction. This point was by no means lost on Porter Emerson Browne. For the benefit of the naturalists among the readers of A Fool There Was, Browne described his fallen bourgeois antihero as little more than the Vampire’s own still marginally ambulant but already direly depleted spermatophore—an obvious dead ringer for the biologists’ hapless insect adventurers. Schuyler, Browne wrote, had become “a palsied, shrunken, shriveled caricature of something that had once been human,” a “sunken-eyed, sunken-cheeked, wrinkled thing ... that crawled, quiveringly” with “nerveless, shaking talons.”




Schuyler had already delivered a similar analogy. “What is there of me to save?” he exclaimed at one point to the family friend who was trying to make him see reason: ‘‘I am a husk—squeezed dry.” When the Vampire tells him that she is about to move on to a better-endowed sperm carrier, he mutters: “Squeeze him dry, won’t you, you Vampire! ... Squeeze the honor and the manhood and the life and the soul out of him, won’t you?”




Analogies of this sort functioned to mitigate the male’s responsibility for his carnal weakness. Men who had given in to the feminine, who had innocently permitted themselves to be drawn into the world of visual temptation, of arousal and abandon, of insect lures and erotic traps, could not really be blamed for their excursions into the land of the vampire, for nature had loaded the dice in favor of the spermatophage. Ever supportive, all-suffering, and perfectly colonized, Schuyler’s wife knows that better than anyone. Indelibly part of the eternal feminine, Kate intuitively understands the rule of nature: “I can forgive, John, dear. I do forgive. It was not your fault. Is it the fault of the bird that he goes to his death when the eyes of the snake are upon him? It was not that you were weak, even; it was that—she was strong, strong in the one way in which she leads.”




The world of nature meant death to the men of steel who were forging the principles of twentieth-century genetic salvation. “There was,” Schuyler tries to explain to the steadfast family friend at the time of the latter’s last attempt to save him, “something—her eyes, it was— eyes that burnt and seared!” Understanding that the insolence of the untamed woman lies in the analytic acumen of her eyes, Schuyler’s wife tries to show him that she is different, that she is properly acculturated: “She rose. Violet eyes were moist. She turned away, a little, that he might not see.” But this gesture of dutiful self-effacement was no longer meaningful at this point, for Browne wanted to make it clear to his readers that once a man had sunk into the engulfing depths of the feminine eye, not even the most invisible wife could rescue him from the monstrous libations of the sexual vampire, nature’s spermatophage.




To emphasize this point, Browne made the Vampire reappear once more to break up the wife and the friend’s joint final attempt to rescue Schuyler: “She looked on him with eyes that revealed only amusement—amusement, and power.” Schuyler—that crawling, quivery insect that had once been a man—pleads with her to allow him his “little, pitiful” last chance at redemption. He is now no more than a male mantis, praying: “He was on his knees now, thin hands raised in beseeching. She looked down upon him from where she sat, upon the desk, little feet swinging. She raised delicate brows.”




Then—we can almost hear this predator’s mandibles clicking—“she leaned forward, eyes heavy lidded, white arms extended, white teeth glowing, white shoulders shimmering. She hissed, sibilantly: ‘A kiss, My Fool!’ ” Schuyler makes a last, desperate attempt to gather the remnants of his manhood—but “her lips curved. Her breast heaved. Her arms glowed. And her eyes were on his.” Inevitably, he capitulates: “He was not a man now. He was a Thing, and that Thing was of her. Hands hung slack, loose, at his sides: jaw drooped; lips were pendulous. Only, in his eyes was that light that she, and she alone knew how to kindle—he was hers, soul, and body, and brain.” Another hapless cochineal had bit the dust. Browne’s male readers at this point no doubt nervously crossed their antennae.




In a final, futile effort to escape the bite of nature and regain the world of masculine monopoly, Schuyler tries to strangle the Vampire, to kill the beast, but the effort is too much for this human wood louse’s wasted body: “His head fell back. His body, inert, rolled from hers, turned again as it struck the chair, and fell, a thing crushed and dead, at her feet.”




Schuyler’s death is the Vampire’s ultimate triumph; primitive matriarchy has gained the day once more. The world of the eye, of the senses, has killed the world of the spirit. Having consumed his spermatophore, the Vampire has added “thereto the poor emptied male”: primitive sin has withered man’s hope forever. It was clearly the sexual woman’s ultimate goal to deprive the male of all his gray matter. This human spermatophage was a brain-vampire, first and foremost. Porter Emerson Browne had left his readers no room for doubt in this respect: “Haven’t you a spark of manhood left? No brains?” the family friend calls out, appalled, upon seeing Schuyler in the final stage of his degeneration. The friend realizes “that if this time he failed to arouse whatever of latent, atrophied manhood there might be in the breast of the other, that never again, probably, would the shrivelling brain come within call.” Earlier, Browne had already made it a point to identify Parmalee, the Vampire’s previous victim, as a man consumed by cranial rot: that young man’s suicide had been the inevitable outcome of “a vanished will in a shrivelled brain.” Schuyler knows the abominable physiological effects of sexual pleasure better than anyone: “Save me from her—from myself,” he begs his friend: “My blood has turned to water, and my bones to chalk! My brain has withered!” (278–301)




These amazing feats of biochemical degeneration could not have come as a surprise to the early-twentieth-century readers of A Fool There Was. Indeed, any suggestion that sex might not rot the brain would have been far more controversial to them. Biologists, physicians, sexologists, and common folk were united in the conviction that a man’s “vital essence” was the most precious commodity the world had ever seen, and that its conservation or expenditure was the absolute key to all processes of evolution and degeneration. Every teenage male of 1915 knew that the quickest way to Sumner’s gutter was to let a woman lay waste to his store of vitality (next to an indulgence in solitary vice, of course). Frank Powell, in directing the movie version of Browne’s melodrama, knew he could count on this knowledge when he telescoped that author’s heavy-handed moral disquisitions into a single, supremely powerful image: in the final scene of the film, after the Vampire’s final depredation, we see Schuyler in his town house, literally an animal now, on all fours, crawling down a staircase that, as we know all too well, leads to the Vampire’s bedroom. Here, truly, was a man devolving, an insect crawling down the face of nature.




“The individual who leads a licentious life,” the physician John Cowan had pointed out in his Science of a New Life some forty-six years earlier, “causes a great drain on his vitality—such a drain as required the whole life-force of his system to supply.” As a result, the seminally spendthrift male “does, in part or in whole, weaken his nervous system ... and dyspepsia, rheumatism, apoplexy, paralysis, and a score of other diseases, assert their sway”




In both its book and movie versions, /I Fool There Was had been careful to highlight precisely these physiological symptoms of Schuyler’s escapade into the arms of the Vampire. Indeed, Schuyler was clearly a textbook case—perhaps even a case Browne had taken directly out of Cowan’s textbook; for Cowan had stressed that such a man’s “intensely animal and selfish elements” will “disorganize his brain-tissue—memory is weakened, perceptive and reflective power is weakened, as seen in imbecility of plan and purpose, and indecision of thought and action; the moral sentiments are debased, the soul blighted.”




Such a man, said Cowan, “arrests his growth, and brings on premature old age.” Worse, indulgence “destroys his manhood, and the offspring propagated by him are sickly, scrofulous, deformed, and die prematurely.” Schuyler had fortunately been able to produce his adorable daughter well before he fell into the arms of the Vampire, but Browne’s antihero exhibited every other symptom of incontinence on Cowan’s list.




Chastity and strict abstinence bore far more luminous fruit: “The nervous system is invigorated and strengthened. The special senses—the sight, hearing, etc.—are strong, delicate and acute.” The continent man grows old but does not age, he promised:






for the last days, in their pleasurable enjoyment of good health and a sound mind, are as were the days of his childhood. The brain is enlarged and perfected, memory grows strong, the perceptive and reflective faculties increase in power, as shown in the ability to originate and execute, the calm, self-possessed strength to endure, and gentleness, courage, generosity and nobleness of character. The moral sentiments are elevated, love grows and ripens, and the soul, in its exercise, reaches up and commingles with the spirit of God.







Finally, but certainly not least, “the reproductive element is preserved in all its life-renewing and life-giving power, until full ripeness of years.”




Doctor Cowan was not a man who dabbled in half measures: “It is a popular opinion that a healthy man who is continent should occasionally have seminal emissions.” Wrong, wrong, wrong: “A perfectly healthy, continent man, living a right life socially, morally and physically, does not and cannot have seminal emissions.” (118—20) It was not that Cowan wanted all sexual intercourse to cease immediately; he merely wanted to impress upon his readers that any loss of semen was a significant loss of vital essence to a man, and therefore every incidence of carnal concourse should be orchestrated to take place under optimal conditions, specifically geared to facilitate a wife’s (nearly) immaculate conception.




Our tendency might be to assume that Cowan must have been a conservative fringe figure even in 1870—but exactly the opposite was the case. He was not only a highly respected centrist member of the medical establishment of his day, but a major advocate of abolition (“out of slavery comes superstition, imbecility, weakness, degradation, and a lapse backward into the shadowy depths of hell” [379]) and of equal rights for women. In a publicity section appended to The Science of a New Life, important public figures, such as William Lloyd Garrison and Elizabeth Cady Stanton, sang the author s praises. Garrison believed that “licentiousness and foul disease” were infecting “the very life-blood of the people,” and noted that “the essential remedy for these great evils is to be found in Dr. Cowan’s work.” Stanton said she had used Cowan’s work as a textbook in lectures “for several years” and recommended it for study “to every mother in the land.”




Why all this emphasis on “seminal continence”? Why should men have regarded even modest expenditures of seed with alarm? The physicians of the later nineteenth century had responded to the political ascendancy of Herbert Spencer’s and William Graham Sumner’s evolutionary elite by placing renewed and newly urgent emphasis on an age-old medical theory that could be traced back at least as far as Aristotle. The nineteenth-century version of this theory became an ingenious tool in the service of the dominant socioeconomic power structure. Sumner used it to explain why the radical inequality of races and classes was an expression of the Divine Will. As a result, humanist social reformers found themselves running into brick walls over and over again. They found few of their contemporaries willing to accept the notion that “degenerates” who had frivolously wasted their “vital essence” should be considered “equal” to the “continent” (because wealthy) members of the power elite.




Each human being, so the theory went, was sent into the world with a carefully measured, modest allotment of “vital essence,” which was an almost magical potion of “energy.” The quality of this energy, as an obvious prelude to the ascendancy of genetics, was generally regarded as a product of inheritance. As science marched into the twentieth century it often came to be described as a quasi-electrical “current.” How you used this vital essence was entirely up to you, but one thing was certain: your store of vitality was as precisely circumscribed as the wax of a candle. Consequently, if you “burned your candle at both ends,” you could not expect to live very long. To waste your vital essence, then, was to waste your life—and, by extension, that of your offspring. If, on the other hand, you husbanded your life-energy carefully—if you economized on your expenditures, so to speak—you and your children could expect to live and prosper.




Since the exact constituents of this vital energy were God’s secret, science could only speculate upon the optimum trajectory of its expenditure. But long tradition and personal experience had made late-nineteenth-century medical researchers certain of one thing: human life-energy was, first and foremost, concentrated in the blood. A person’s blood was the primary conduit for the dissemination of his—or her— vital essence.




Physicians of the day had no doubt whatever that the human generative fluid was an almost pure distillate of the vital essence stored by the blood: What, after all, could be more logical than that the fluid that created Efe also contained the greatest measure of a man’s “life force”? Thus the key to a man’s well-being, as Cowan had pointed out already, was his ability to hold on to as much of that precious fluid as possible. For, as Augustus Kinsley Gardner, M.D., pointed out in his Conjugal Sins Against the Laws of Life and Health (1870), “The sperm is the purest extract of the blood, and according to the expression of Fernel [1497–1558; one of the first modern physiologists], totus homo semen est [“man is all semen,” or “semen makes the man”]. Nature in creating it has intended it not only to communicate life, but also to nourish the individual life.” (163)




By the second decade of the twentieth century speculative science had determined rather precisely how the body distilled its vital essence for productive use. In what was already no less than the tenth edition of their 1911 book The Science of Sex Regeneration, A. Gould and Dr. Franklin L. Dubois described the process in detail: Certain arteries brought “fresh blood” to the sexual organs, which distilled the seminal fluid from the blood. Other arteries carried away the blood that had “been drained of its vital essence” and was therefore no longer of use. The authors emphasized that since this distillation process “requires a great deal of the vitality of the body as well as its richest blood, the great danger of wasting this precious material wiH be at once understood.” And they continued:






Normally, up to the time a boy is twelve years old, not a drop of this semen has passed from the spermatic cord into the urethra ... because the child needs every particle of his material forces to build up and strengthen his growing body; the semen secreted is therefore re-distributed throughout the body to nourish brain, muscles, bones, and sinews. It will thus be seen that secretions of the testes have other and most important functions beside propagation. In full maturity, when not used for purposes of procreation, this important fluid, a true elixir of life, should never be wasted, but allowed to be reabsorbed by the system as fast as it is secreted.




It will readily be seen how weakening any practice would be which would cause a waste of this material. If the vital essences are drawn from the blood and brain and body, deprived of their natural nourishment, they become weakened in proportion to the waste. The re-absorption of the semen strengthens the boy; its waste causes weakness and degeneration. (94–5)







If, then, man were indeed “all semen,” it would obviously take buckets of the precious fluid to build mens sana in corpore sano, a healthy mind in a healthy body. Indeed, most scientists were convinced that the brain’s gray matter was nothing but a wonderfully concentrated accumulation of manly continence. Each seminal emission quite literally caused one to spend one’s genetic endowment. “An uncontrolled sex life,” said Gould and Dubois, wasted “the physical resources which should be used to build up new brain cells.” A variety of still widely popular expressions and superstitions attest to the continuing (if, fortunately, steadily diminishing) influence of these theories, which were almost universally accepted during the first few decades of this century. The teenager, or “young adult,” today who still, in describing a sexual encounter, brags of having “screwed his, her, or the other’s brains out” surely does not have a clue that this expression had its justification in the most serious researches of early-twentieth-century medical science. On the other hand, the football coach who demands that his team keep away from sexual activity for at least forty-eight hours before a big game no doubt consciously continues a tradition he inherited from his own coach at college—who, of course, in turn had learned this bit of scientific theory about the conservation of aggressive energy from the up-to-date sports-medicine textbooks he read while a student during the Twenties.




Gould and Dubois also made a direct link between the vital-essence theory and social Darwinism—a link that had remained largely implied in the writings of the earlier seminal philosophers. “Life has become one big battle,” they emphasized. In the hectic, dog-eat-dog world of contemporary society, a man who wanted to reach the top could not afford to lose even a pinch of that precious vital essence his brain needed so desperately to maintain its advantage over the rest of the upward-striving masses: “The man who will not control his sex impulse is courting defeat, as this is a day when fitness counts and the weaklings are soon brushed aside and sink in the mire.” (191–3)




Medicine and capitalism had thus joined forces to impress upon the men of the early twentieth century that their financial solvency would be dependent on their ability to invest their vital energy wisely. Clearly the principles of seminal management were crucial to the triumph of Sumner’s plutocracy. The man who held on to his semen could expect to see his capital grow—and capital, as Sumner never tired of pointing out, was the lifeblood of the evolutionary elite. The seminal economists emphasized that in all essential respects blood and semen were one. As Gould and Dubois put it, “The spermatozoa is the most highly vitalized form of living matter called protoplasm and is the most precious nutriment of the blood”; (208) therefore blood, brain cells, and money were parallel reflections of a man’s true grit, “and as the richest part of the blood is used in the manufacture this is all lost when it is secreted.” (218)




Consequently, as Schuyler discovered to his sorrow in X Fool There Was, loss of semen meant loss of money, meant loss of manhood, meant loss of self. The true evolutionary male had no business messing with emission, for the capitalist plutocracy, the imperialist ruling class, the flower of Aryan manhood, was a direct product of reabsorbed masculine potency: “The powerful muscles, the vigor of nerve and brain, the manly form, the qualities of will, initiative and courage, idealism, the social instinct, sex love, etc., are all dependent for their normal development on the sex organs.” (211)




Many therefore thought that the superman of the evolutionary future would be something of a privileged spiritual spermatophore, whose large and impressive cranial cavity would be filled with the precious gray matter of a superior brain compacted from the seminal production of a pair of well-guarded testes. No wonder, then, that the physicians of the later nineteenth and early twentieth centuries railed furiously against what they saw as sensual “effeminacy” among males. Such effeminacy was clearly the melancholy result of youthful incontinence—either of the solitary sort or in submission to the libations of a vampire woman.




The period’s researchers were obsessed with the identification of the physical signs of “mental” weakness, much as their spiritual heirs today are determined to identify a malformed gene for every perceived social aberration or offense. The pseudoscience of phrenology and cranial measurement (the bigger the brain, the manlier the man) had already led to a new equation of true genius with muscle: “Avoid accepting an effeminate man,” women’s-rights advocate Cowan had urged his female readers in 1869,






for he, lacking the requisites that go to make a perfect man, and lacking the formation for a perfect woman, approachfes] the mediocre, and is as small and effeminate in soul and mind as in body. A full or large and well-built man approaches to the noble, generous and perfect in mankind, and is always the most desirable for a husband. (68)







Fifty years later many had accepted the notion that a “real” man must also make an effort to look manly The Hollywood cowboy was saddling up, and Tarzan had begun his efforts to clean up the jungle. The ideal figures of Conan the Barbarian and Superman were about to be born into the fantasies of boys painfully aware of their own inability to be as masculine as their fathers wanted them to be. The rippling muscles of Rodins entirely idiomatic Thinker of the 1880s became emblematic of seminal continence. Said Gould and Dubois:






The physical state has a great influence on morality. It is generally believed today that whatever affects the body affects the mind and whatever affects the mind affects the body. The physical passions clamor most strongly in the physically weak. Their uncontrolled passions make them weak. When the energy is low and the nerves worn out, the lower or animal part of man springs into control. Flabby muscles and a bad stomach are the results of abuse. Those allowing themselves to get in this condition will find it hard to lead a clean life. (196)







By 1926, Earle Liederman, a leader in the bodybuilding movement, had gone into the breach to explain to his followers The Hidden Truth about Sex. “I have received thousands of questions from my students pertaining to sex,” he acknowledged. He therefore felt called upon to explain the link between “vitality” and true “virility” once and for all. To be “superbly sexed” meant “to have supreme vitality, and vice versa.” But sexual health and sexual spending were two very different matters. Virility and continence went hand in hand: “Without the benefit of the internal secretion during youth, the resulting undeveloped ‘man’ is soft-muscled and light-boned, mentally vacillating, neurotic and hysterical or childishly (immaturely) emotional” (27–30)—all, quite obviously, typically “feminine” conditions.




Sexual spending spelled the difference between “virile” muscle and degenerate flab: “An illustration of this can be had in the case of twins, both of whom were 18 years of age, who became my pupils simultaneously. They both were practically the same weight and size and possessed about equal strength.” While “one of them in less than six months gained many inches around his chest, arms, thighs, etc.,” the other, of course, turned out to be a solitary sinner: “The God-given life that was placed in his body to nourish his nerves, bones and tissues, was wasted. In that case, how could he expect to physically compete against his cleanminded and careful living brother?” (7—8) No wonder the greatest challenges to Edgar Rice Burroughs’s Tarzan were always to be women rather than wild animals or vicious natives.
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Auguste Rodin, The Thinker, ca. 1885
The original monument to mens sana in corpore sano






Thus flabby effeminacy came to be the mark of the erotomaniac. (Think of waddly Robert Morley, with blubbery cheeks, enacting a Fifties take on Oscar Wilde.) Men everywhere rushed out to invest in one or more of the many muscle-building devices advertised in the magazines and newspapers of the Teens and Twenties, hoping to hide the effects of their youthful indiscretions. Charles Atlas was about to make millions by teaching the ninety-pound weaklings of the next generation that only major additions to their musculature would help them catch the attention of the girl next door.




Where was the woman’s part in all this seminal accumulation? Clearly she did not have the proper ductless glands to help her build a better brain. It was almost universally accepted that women’s mental capacities were stunted in comparison with those of men. The womb was the distillery of woman’s “vital essence.” Blood flowed to it just as it flowed to the testes. But the female factory of cerebral matter was much more inefficient: even the measly monthly manufacture of a single ovum, compared with millions of dapper sperm whipped up by men in a single day, was sufficient to indicate the primitive nature of her production apparatus. In addition, much of the blood that might otherwise be distilled to build little gray cells was lost during her menses, or otherwise used to feed the next generation developing in her womb. In consequence, woman was, both in mind and body, inherently feeble, and at best no more than a “defective” man, as many scientists of the period liked to point out.




It had not been until late in the nineteenth century that medical science had once again picked up the thread, first so elaborately spun by the medieval church fathers, of women’s vicious hunger for men’s precious seminal fluids. Mid-nineteenth-century physicians had, in general, still recognized that, in the realm of seminal depletion, the male tended to dig his own grave. In 1855, for instance, the prominent physician Henry Wright, while admitting that “woman sometimes approaches man as the blighting mildew to his best affections and the richest fruits of his manhood,” was still unwilling to see this as a process she had instigated herself. For woman, Wright maintained, notwithstanding her potentially deadly fungal parasitism,






embodies a saving power essential to man. She may err in her modes of manifestation, through ignorance or a bad organization. She may coarsely and clumsily fulfil her holy and delicate mission. But that she so often comes as the harbinger of death, is in a great degree owing to the unnatural conditions of him to whom she comes, and to his erroneous views of the purposes of her mission.







If a man “resolutely set to work to correct his own tendencies to unnatural, sensual indulgences,” he would find that “woman will come to him only as a purifying and ennobling influence.” (152—4)




This philosophy of personal responsibility did not sit well with the generation of 1870, who thought it unfair to have to shoulder the blame for the failures of their manly resolve all by themselves. Scientists everywhere set out to reveal the reasons why women should most certainly be held fully accountable for the sexual temptation of men. The greatest failure of the household nun of the mid-nineteenth century had been, as physicians later in the century concluded, her inability to curb the insistent call of her womb—and this had inevitably produced an epidemic of hysterical symptoms.




Augustus Gardner, who was a professor of the “Diseases of Women and Clinical Midwifery” at the New York Medical College, pointed out in 1870 that Plato had already insisted that “the womb of woman is an animal which has an intense desire to conceive, and which is a fury if it does not conceive.” (53) Though Gardner believed that Plato had erred in attributing to the womb a protomasculine (and hence obviously primitively bisexual) capacity to produce a kind of seminal fluid of its own, our professor of clinical midwifery clearly believed in the basic accuracy of the image. Fortunately woman’s animal womb had been lulled to sleep by civilization. Any attempt to reawaken the slumbering beast could not but be an unmitigated disaster. Gardner was convinced that uncontrolled infusions of the male’s vital essence were bound to jar this predator out of its hibernation.




Gardner argued that while some misguided researchers were positing the theory that hysteria was a normal feminine response to seminal deprivation, his own research had indicated that the womb would slumber peacefully as long as it was left unstirred by man—particularly, and that was the crux of his argument, if it had never been called to active duty by woman herself. For the key most immediately likely to unleash hysteria, that veritable black panther of feminine sexual evil, was not to be found in man’s measured and dutiful acts of impregnation, but in the dreaded and, according to Gardner, all-too-widespread practice of “personal pollution” among the teenage women of his time. (53–64)




Gardner was certain that “self-abuse” accounted for “woman’s present degeneracy,” especially among American women, who had recently taken to this habit at an alarming rate. To “a far greater degree, probably than among the women of any other country in the world,” he insisted, “personal abuse lies at the root of much of the feebleness, nervousness, pale, waxen-facedness and general good-for-nothing-ness of the entire community.” (221)




The relentlessly probing physicians of the generation of 1870 thus taught their sons to fear the unspeakable evil hidden behind their sisters’ bedroom doors. Those weak and fainting creatures who had seemed so undemanding in their ostensible compliance with the demands of civilization had been unmasked as Draculas daughters. Soon these sons would produce a second wave of gender ideologues, led by figures such as Remy de Gourmont, intent upon completing the demonization of woman by identifying her as a voracious entomological entity emanating out of the preevolutionary past. Every woman, this new generation argued, contained within herself the destructive potential of the woman-vampire, the sexual woman, the woman of death, who had allowed the animal inside her womb to roam free and become a devouring vagina dentata. Artists and illustrators inevitably rushed in to document the link between woman and the devouring maw of reproductive nature in a wide variety of apposite juxtapositions that were to become a standard feature of twentieth-century pop-culture iconography.




The theory of evolution, given its emphasis on “natural selection” and its assumption of the existence of inherent hierarchies of inequality among all beings, gave a dramatic ring of truth to the periods imagery of women as prowling sexual animals, veritable spermatophages in search of nourishment, whose appetites had begun to obstruct humanity’s development into two dimorphically divergent genders.




Thus the evil sisters of the masculine imagination, unleashed by the physicians of the previous generation, needed only to be compared to the insect vampires, devouring spiders, and prowling panthers of the naturalists to be unmasked as blind slaves to their female function. They were soon given a place among the cannibals of nature Remy de Gourmont had unmasked in his “poetic” paraphrases of the already tendentious accounts of the biologists.




For with the speculative daring characteristic of much of turn-of-the-century post-Darwinian science, Gourmont had used the biologists’ flights of anthropomorphizing fancy as a basis for his deliberately provocative antihumanist treatise positing the general pointlessness of all idealism in the realm of human relationships. This allowed him to argue that it was absurd to regard love as anything other than a rather messy and inefficient expression of the human animal’s participation in nature’s blind schemes of perpetual self-reproduction.
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Rolf Armstrong, “Some Bears” cover of Puck, March 27, 1915 Domesticating the vagina dentata






“We must abandon the old ladder whose rungs the evolutionists ascended with such difficulty,” he insisted. “Man is not the culmination of nature, he is in Nature, he is one of the unities of life, that is all.” (2—3) No reader could have doubted Gourmonts insistence on the essential similarity of motives between humanity and the insect and animal worlds. He deliberately and sardonically used the most affective and “poetic” language he could muster each time he fell into one of his dramatic accounts of the deadly “amours” of beasts or insects.




The “courtship” of dragonflies, for instance, he described as a ritual in which the male “pursues the desired mistress” in a vain attempt to gain a transcendent experience:






No gesture of love can be conceived more charming than that of the female slowly bending back her blue body, going halfway toward her lover, who erect on his fore-feet bears, with taut muscles, the full weight of the movement. It is so pure, so immaterial, one would say that two ideas were joined in the limpidity of ineluctable thought. (93)







But hidden within all this coital lyricism was a biological theory as gynephobic as any produced at the turn of the century, and quite as simplistically dependent on “idealistic” evolutionary theory as those of others whose “unrealistic” expectations Gourmont disdained. He returned time and time again to the love-death equation that pervaded late-nineteenth-century culture. “In most animal species,” he insisted, “coition is but a prelude to death, and often love and death work their supreme act in the same instant.” (84) Thus he tried to coax his readers into visions of Tristan and Isolde while reading of praying mantises and spiders.




Nature’s love-death was at all times the result of the male’s sexual response to the female. Woman was nothing but a monstrous breeding mechanism. Her only reason for existence was reproduction: “The sole aim of the couple is to free the female from all care that is not purely sexual, to permit her the most perfect accomplishment of her most important function.” (39) Indeed, “she is sexed throughout all her parts: totafemina sexus” (43) Combine this remark with that other Latin declaration of Fernel’s, totus homo semen, quoted by Gardner, and we discover the “scientific” origins of the early-twentieth-century male’s fascination with the concept of woman as vampire: the male was a container filled with vital fluids, and woman, the sexual animal, longed to gather these into her deadly womb. The biologists had proved this to be a scientifically correct description of the physiology of love. Gourmont’s anthropomorphizing accounts of the reproductive cannibalism of the female spider, cochineal, and praying mantis were thus specifically constructed to turn the findings of the biologists into an entomological soap opera:






The white-fronted dec tic is, like all the locustians (grasshoppers), a very ancient insect; it existed in the coal era, and it is perhaps this antiquity which explains its peculiar fecundative method. Like the cephalopoda, his contemporaries, he has recourse to the spermatophore; yet there is mating, there is embracing; there are even play and caresses. Here are the couple face to face, they caress each other with long antennae.... The male disentangles himself and escapes, but a new assault masters him, he lies flat on his back. This time the female, lifted on her high legs, holds him belly to belly; she bends back the extremity of her abdomen; the victim does likewise; there is junction, and soon one sees something enormous issue from the convulsive flanks of the male, as if the animal were pushing out its entrails....




The female receives this leather bottle, or spermatophore, and carries it off glued to her belly.... She breaks off little pieces, chews them carefully, and swallows them.... The male has begun to sing again, during this meal, but it is not a lovesong, he is about to die; he dies. Passing near him at this moment, the female looks at him, smells him, and takes a bite of his thigh.







Cannibalism, Gourmont implied, pervaded feminine nature and was not restricted to the deadly encompassment of her vagina dentata.




Using every bit of poetic license he could muster in his determination to draw none too subtle analogies between the predatory mating of insects and the fate of the human male who succumbs to the enticements of love, Gourmont called “the enigmatic female” of the green grasshopper a “cannibal Marguerite de Bourgogne” (a woman infamous for her reputedly unbridled sexual appetite), implying that in the realms of human and insect love alike, woman’s hunger for the male essence was an intrinsic aspect of “the serenity of nature, which permits all things, wills all things, and for whom there are neither vices nor virtues, but only movements and chemical reactions.” (96–7)




Thus Gourmont fed fires of sadomasochistic fascination about the cannibahstic nature of the reproductive processes that were also being fanned by such revelations as those offered by the celebrated American sociologist Lester Ward in his Pure Sociology—like Gourmont’s Natural Philosophy of Love, first published in 1903. “No fact in biology is better established than that reproduction represents a specialized mode of nutrition through the renewal of the organism,” Ward insisted, (290) thus directly echoing Gourmont’s remark that “fecundation belongs to the general phenomena of nutrition.” (96) Like Gourmont, Ward was fascinated by “the gynaecocentric theory” of the importance of material survival in the organic world,






the view that the female sex is primary and the male secondary in the organic scheme, that originally and normally all things center, as it were, about the female, and that the male, though not necessary in carrying out the scheme, was developed under the operation of the principle of advantage to secure organic progress through the crossing of strains.







Ward, who claimed to have been the first to formulate this idea (though “in a humorous vein”) at a debate attended by prominent feminists, including Elizabeth Cady Stanton, in 1888, stressed that science had since caught up with him. New research in biology had legitimized his levity, and had proved it to be truth. He emphasized the turmoil all this was likely to cause in the masculine breast: “This theory is not only new but novel, and perhaps somewhat startling.” (296—7)




Citing Lamarck, Comte, Schopenhauer, and Haeckel as his precursors, Ward, like Gourmont, stressed that from a reproductive point of view the male was “a mere afterthought of nature.” Darwin and T. H. Huxley had pointed to “the parasitic nature of the male in certain cases, the male being attached to the female and living at her expense.” Such discoveries had shown that the male’s only function among the lower forms of life was to be a sperm bearer. In those primitive contexts, “the males are reduced to the role of spermatophores.” Inevitably, like Gourmont, Ward got around to the habits of female spiders—and what he had to say about them was bound to add to the reproductive anxiety of his male readers:






While the behavior of the relatively gigantic female in seizing and devouring the tiny male fertilizer when he is only seeking to do the only duty that he exists for, may seem remarkable and even contrary to the interests of nature, the fact of the enormous difference between the female and the male, is, according to the gynaecocentric hypothesis, not anomalous at all, but perfectly natural and normal.







With a dramatic show of masochistic self-pity, Ward next quoted a letter from the prominent entomologist L. O. Howard, first published in 1886 in the journal Science. In its graphic details this missive topped even Gourmont’s account of the love rituals of the praying mantis:






A few days since I brought a male of Mantis Carolina to a friend who had been keeping a solitary female as a pet. Placing them in the same jar, the male, in alarm, endeavored to escape. In a few minutes the female succeeded in grasping him. She first bit off his left front tarsus, and consumed the tibia and femur. Next she gnawed out his left eye. At this the male seemed to realize his proximity to one of the opposite sex, and began vain endeavors to mate. The female next ate up his right front leg, and then entirely decapitated him, devouring his head and gnawing into his thorax. Not until she had eaten all of his thorax except about three millimeters did she stop to rest. All this while the male had continued his vain attempts to obtain entrance at the valvules, and he now succeeded, as she voluntarily spread the parts open, and union took place. She remained quiet for four hours, and the remnant of the male gave occasional signs of life by a movement of one of his remaining tarsi for three hours. The next morning she had entirely rid herself of her spouse, and nothing but his wings remained. (315–16)







This dramatic symbolic narrative of the destruction of the male’s transcendent dreams of intellectual flight “on account of the rapacity of the female” must have cooled the erotic ardor of many among the human spermatophores who read this and other such accounts in the popular-science magazines of around 1900, or in the tendentious disquisitions of social theorists such as Ward and Gourmont. Ward, by and large, still made an effort to retain scientific objectivity in the matter, but Gourmont’s underlying antifeminine purpose was perfectly transparent: in the realm of reproduction the male existed merely as an appetizer. With his talent for openly politicizing the findings of the biologists in terms of the “eternal battle of the sexes,” Gourmont thus helped make the hidden gender-ideological motives underlying the biologists’ findings explicit.




‘The union of male and female in sexual congress thus came to be an indication of the male’s forced return to a state of primitive hermaphroditic unity with the ur-feminine in nature. As the male was reabsorbed into natures primal reproductive frenzy, the creative achievements of progress were in effect being reversed. Thus sexual congress with a woman canceled one of evolution s primary achievements: that creative, productive “individual autonomy” the male had been able to establish at long last through the progressive accentuation of gender differences, the dogged pursuit of “dimorphic gender evolution,” the radically divergent evolutionary development of men and women in diametrically opposite directions.




It was, Gourmont argued, within the context of this grand evolutionary scheme, the duty of a being “to persevere in its being and even to augment the characteristics which specialize it.” (40) Among the organisms that were at the origin of all life, the feminine impulse reigned supreme. Therefore the basic concept of femininity was, even in terms of its primary purpose, unchangeable; it was the very essence of the endlessly self-reproductive, and hence inherently conservative, motive of nature. In primitive, hermaphroditic organisms, Gourmont asserted, the masculine, generative element was automatically engulfed and dwarfed by the reproductive feminine element. Women s-rights activists—who, after all, were determined to “reabsorb” the unique abilities men had struggled to obtain—were thus far more a part of the primitive motives of nature than they realized, for they were merely acting in accordance with the “singular feminism which one normally finds in nature. For feminism reigns there, especially among inferior species and insects.” (19–20)




The biological development of species, Gourmont said, was characterized by a sequence of more or less haphazard changes. The masculine, though generally cowed by the overwhelming preponderance of the reproductive motive in nature, had, in certain situations, accidentally retained some of its essential being—some of the genetic ur-matter of creative evolution. While the dominant feminine halves of the original bisexual organisms had been busy reproducing, some of the masculine vital essence had snuck away into a new, embryonically self-assertive corner, and had thus become a heroic speck of individualist difference in a sea of collectivist femininity.




Bravely struggling against reabsorption, masculinity, in the long run, had succeeded in differentiating itself into a separate, male organ of generation. Residual traces of this development could still be found in the growth of the human masculine embryo: “The female is primitive. At the third month, the human embryo has external uro-genital organs clearly resembling the female organs. To arrive at the complete female estate they have to undergo but a very slight modification; to become male they have to undergo a considerable and very complex transformation.” (18) Freud and penis envy were clearly waiting in the wings of Gourmont’s theater of evolution.




At last the male had gained a certain measure of morphological autonomy in nature—a root requirement for the development of individual identity, of ego—but only after a long, drawn-out evolutionary struggle against the dominance of reproductive femininity. For “while hermaphroditism demands a perfect resemblance of individuals ... the separation of the sexes leads, in principle, to dimorphism, the role of the male and his modes of activity differ from those of the female.”




Masculinity must therefore be regarded as the triumph of the intellect over nature itself: “It is almost only among mammifers and in certain groups of birds that the male is equal or superior to the female. One would say that he has slowly attained a first place not intended by nature for him.” (20) Thus from his origin as a generative spermatozoid, through his development into an autonomous masculine organ, to his ultimate transformation into the ultimate rebel form of human masculine individualism, the male’s triumphant development into a separate organism should really be seen as an affront against the purposes of nature itself. Indeed, the concept of masculinity, the core of the principle of dimorphic gender evolution, was the true source of man’s triumph over nature. Masculinity and evolutionary progress were two terms for a single principle. (33)




No wonder, then, that Tarzan and his numerous pulp-fiction clones in twentieth-century pop culture found themselves perpetually caught in deadly altercations with demonic emissaries from the world of entomology, or with ferocious denizens of primal nature’s numerous prehistoric Jurassic Parks. The wild women these heroes encountered were equally predictably teamed with the most intimidating saber-toothed predators to be found in the jungle of primitive bisexuality. The “good girls” who accompanied the masterful musclemen of masculine species evolution into the wilds of nature in turn always had their hands full trying to keep the monstrous vagina dentata of primal instinct at bay while their men went about the business of saving the world.




Meanwhile Gourmont’s remarkable and fanciful outline of the creation of masculinity out of the fluids of generation provided the more intellectually inclined with a pseudological explanation for the physiologists’ contention that the human brain was, in essence, a coagulate of seminal fluids, a storehouse of “essential manhood.” To Ezra Pound this aspect of his French mentor’s odd prose poem of misogynist invective clearly spoke with particular force, and Pound took it upon himself to translate Gourmont’s 1903 treatise into English in 1921.




The American edition, together with a postscript by Pound, was published by Boni and Liveright in August 1922, and thereafter continued a long life of its own as a vaguely salacious compendium of sexological information for intellectuals, a status probably largely inspired by its graphic delineations of the large assortment of “prongs” and other bestial accoutrements used by insects in their various attempts at reproduction. The book had gone into a third printing by 1925 and was published in England in 1926 before being republished privately by the Rarity Press in New York in 1931 as a “careful scientific inquiry into the subject of sex in relation to man and the lower animals.” After that, various pirated and semilegitimate editions continued the book’s educational mission well into the 1950s.




As late as 1958, Pound included his postscript to Gourmont’s opus in his essay collection Pavannes and Divagations. Neither the book nor Pound’s postscript can therefore be dismissed as merely an odd and fugitive item in the annals of twentieth-century culture. Pound clearly found in the Frenchman’s heavily metaphoric study of animal sexuality one of the main keys to his own theory of creativity—and of malefemale relationships.




In his pompous “Translator’s Postscript,” Pound, who loved to palm off secondhand notions as his own ideas, suggested that “it is more than likely that the brain itself is, in origin and development, only a sort of great clot of genital fluid held in suspense or reserve.” Moreover, he continued, obviously excited by his own inventive brilliance as he repeated this medical commonplace of his time, “species would have developed in accordance with, or their development would have been affected by, the relative discharge and retention of the fluid.” (169)




Pound had, of course, cribbed this “new idea” from his mentor, but he could just as well have based his version on numerous other contemporary sources. By the time he translated Gourmont’s book, the notion had been accepted by most intellectuals. It certainly was not the peculiarly Poundian fantasy it has been made out to be by recent scholars. Instead, it was one of the central principles of the early twentieth century’s ideology of gender.




However, most of the physicians and intellectuals of his time danced around the notion with elaborate garlands of decorous circumlocution, and Pound’s bluntness therefore represents an invaluable and rare instance of expressive candor. But the fact is that during the 1910s the idea that the male brain (women’s essential contribution to that region was negligible, after all) was a “great clot of genital fluid” had become a widely accepted subtext underlying the period’s gender-ideological disquisitions. It was undoubtedly also a spur to the discovery, by its medical researchers, that all women were, in essence, doomed by nature to be “brain vampires”—a discovery that was itself to be a logical extension of the seminal-continence theories that had led to the idealization of “muscular virility” as the outward indicator of evolutionary “superiority.”




In light of the widespread currency of this biomedical assumption during the early years of this century, Freud’s concept of sublimation loses some of its gloss as a product of innovative thinking. Indeed, his proposition that the creative impulse was “generated” by the libido had clearly found its origin in the vital-essence theory of the brain. Gourmont had already insisted that all intellectual activity was a product of the sexual impulse. Theorems of this nature could have held no surprises for scientists and lay persons who had already determined that man’s gray matter was, in principle, a product of the testes.




The theory of evolution’s popularity among the vast majority of turn-of-the-century intellectuals, coupled with dreams of Aryan economic grandeur such as William Graham Sumner delineated, had fostered a wide range of fantasies concerning man’s (read: “the male’s”) imminent transcendence to a higher level of intellectual (and hence also physical) consciousness. The expectation that man would soon reach true supermale status informed the ruminations of philosophers, scientists, and artists alike, from Nietzsche to Nordau, from Lombroso to Freud, and from Wagner to Alfred Jarry, on up well into the twentieth century to the Ekes of Ezra Pound and, ultimately, Adolf Hitler. Often, as in the case of Remy de Gourmont, those superman dreams manifested themselves negatively, in the form of an ironic denial of the likelihood of such a further development, given the obstructive power of the female reproductive element in nature. Still, evolutionary idealism, whether posited as an imminent possibility or as a pipe dream made unattainable by the grim realities of man’s Enks to the animal world, was in virtually all cases at the center of argument among inteUectuals.




The sudden blossoming of vampire themes in the popular culture of the period after 1870 now reveals its own logical inevitability as a transmutation of the economic principles of social Darwinism into the metaphoric realm of gender conflict. Reasonable men everywhere had learned to shudder at the realization that woman was driven by instinct to go after the “vital fluids” the male needed most to survive in the dog-eat-dog economic world detailed by Spencer and Sumner and widely identified as the staging arena for the inevitable imperialist “struggle for life among nations.” At the same time scientists had begun to assert that humanity, rather than occupying a special position above the animal world on the great chain of being, as religion insisted, was propelled by motives that were, through the fragile and easily reversible processes of “dimorphic gender development,” linked directly to the destructive passions of nature’s predators.




It had not been nearly as easy to make such assumptions until the ascendancy of the theory of evolution to a position of virtual law among the educated strata of Western society. This fundamental transformation of cultural attitudes had been all but completed by the year 1900. Darwinism seemed to attack the very concept that humane coexistence was either feasible or, for that matter, desirable. Earlier the conviction that there existed an absolute and fundamental God-created difference between humanity and the animals had seemed to many the very foundation upon which all personal moral responsibility toward others was predicated. Now Darwin had come along to insist that through a process of natural selection man was “descended from some less highly organized form” in nature. Instead of having been made in God’s image, he was, of all things, descended from “a hairy, tailed quadruped, probably arboreal in its habits.” (Descent of Man, 696) Darwin understood very well what this meant: “The belief in God has often been advanced as not only the greatest but the most complete of all the distinctions between man and the lower animals. It is, however, impossible ... to maintain that this belief is innate or instinctive in man.” (700)




To Darwin’s contemporaries these revelations had come as a source of great hope as well as of immense fear. For if man’s “godlike intellect” was a product of evolution, rather than the result of an act of creation directly willed by God, this meant that humanity need not maintain the static position Christian doctrine had assigned to it, somewhere between the angels and the animals. Instead, he was clearly free to orchestrate his own evolution into a true “superman,” a creature with intellectual powers analogous to those previously given only to the angels. But Darwin had also included a rather terrifying hitch to this evolutionary scenario: he had insisted that the animal past had remained encoded in “the embryological structure of man.” The scientist could thus “partly recall in imagination the former condition of our early progenitors.” This was not at all a comforting intellectual exercise for man, since it brought to the fore all too clearly “the homologies which he presents with the lower animals—the rudiments which he retains— and the reversions to which he is Hable.” (696)




In consequence, fear of “reversion,” of a return of the repressed “animal impulses” in man, became a widespread obsession. If Darwin’s contentions were correct, there were only two roads left open to man: either he could continue to add gray cells to his cranium until he reached superman status, or he must descend into an inescapable spiral of degeneration by squandering his vital essence. Burroughs’s Tarzan, always known for his excellent timing, had come onto the pop-cultural scene in 1912. Being a principled, morally and physically superior white man in the ape-infested world of primal Africa, he rapidly revealed himself to be the perfect symbolic-metaphoric representative of higher civilization’s never-ending quest to transcend the limitations placed upon modern man by the brutal demands of predatory nature.




Gourmont, Pound, and the vast host of others who liked to sketch out nightmarish scenarios of the regressive role of the feminine in nature were thus in fact rather ordinary members of that oversubscribed men’s club of turn-of-the-century intellectuals perhaps best designated as the league of prurient prudes: men both fearful of and yet endlessly fascinated by the enticements of human sexuality. They set out to destroy their “Puritan” parents’ “sentimental” ideas about the special angelic nature of their sisters, not to liberate them, but to demonize the very concept of femininity itself.




They were determined to show the world that women were “inherently evil,” that they represented nature’s entrance into the cave of primal depredation. But when it came to having to decide between virtue and the dreams of promiscuity the suspect passions of these “evil sisters” evoked in their fevered brains, they quickly scurried back into the Victorian fold.




Gourmont, for instance, after regaling his readers with countless lurid and terrifying tales of sexual promiscuity and cannibalism in the insect world, concluded that “one need not scorn chastity nor disdain asceticism,” since “asceticism, of which humanity alone is capable, is one of the means which may lift us above animaHty; but by itself it is insufficient to do this; by itself it is good for nothing, save perhaps to excite sterile pride; one must add to it an active exercise of the intelligence.” (143) An ever intensifying dimorphism separating the social functions of men and women constituted humanity’s only hope of escaping the backsliding sexual machinations of brute nature represented by the feminine. Gourmont intimated that “a notable difference, morphological and psychological, between the two sexes,” was “one of the very conditions of civilization.” The greater that difference, the higher the evolutionary status of a culture. The twain ought never to meet again, for “masculine work diminishes femininity, while feminine work feminizes the males.” (36–40)




Thus, only man’s intelligence could free him from the tyranny of sex. The brain, Gourmont argued, again following popular scientific assumptions, would become so intent upon conserving its capacity for primary intellection that it would henceforth refuse to release any but the most minimal measures of that seminal matter of which it was composed. That was why “superior human specimens are nearly always sterile, or capable of only mediocre posterity.” (167)




This last remark, to us so apparently extravagant and outrageous, had by 1915 gained virtually the status of folk wisdom. Few questioned its universal truth. Though it has since gradually lost its position of prominence as a biological axiom, it helped shape the conceptions of a generation of artists and intellectuals whom we still regard as nearcontemporaries.




In Ernest Hemingway’s To Have and Have Not (1937), for example, we find the following dialogue between the book’s most manly man, Harry Morgan, and his doting wife, Marie. They are discussing their disappointing daughters: “Those girls aren’t much, are they?” Harry observes. His wife dutifully replies: “No, Hon.” “Funny we couldn’t get no boys,” Harry ruminates. Marie counters by remarking: “That’s because you’re such a man. That way it always comes out girls.” (126)




What Marie is saying here would have made a lot of sense to Hemingway’s readers of the 1930s. They would have understood the statement as an effective, simply worded, but basically accurate expression of the “scientific” discovery that “superior” males were inherently unwilling to “spend” enough of their vital essence to allow the production of adequate male offspring. This was, in fact, a breakthrough in medical knowledge frequently used at the time to explain why “great minds” so often produced children who—though provided with every genetic advantage imaginable—ended up being intellectual “disappointments” to their parents.




Hemingway’s original readers, then, doubtlessly accepted as normal a viciously antifeminine dialogue we today might be tempted to read as a satirical exposé of the medical ignorance of working-class people. But Hemingway wanted us to sympathize with these two “genuine” human beings who were trying to survive in a world the author regarded as having become effeminate and ruled by predatory females. There is little doubt that he was speaking for himself through Marie—a point we might be hard pressed to accept unless we understand the historical “ordinariness” of Marie’s seemingly so extraordinary remark. By having the good woman Marie praise Harry’s manhood in this fashion, Hemingway consciously chose to reinforce the invidious gender-ideological implications of the vital-essence theory so popular during the period of his apprenticeship as a writer.




In the postscript to his translation of Gourmont’s Natural Philosophy of Love, Ezra Pound, as a matter of fact, demonstrated that working-class Marie was as up-to-date in her physiological speculations as the most avant-garde among her intellectual contemporaries. Pound had speculated that increases in the relative intelligence or debility of animals as well as of men and women were determined by their ability to retain enough seminal fluid to let the proper “brain-silting” occur:






Some animals profiting hardly at all by the alluvial Nile-flood; the baboon [frequently used as an example of notorious promiscuity in nature] retaining nothing; men apparently stupefying themselves in some cases by excess, and in other cases discharging apparently only a surplus at high pressure; the imbecile, or the genius, the “strong minded.” (169)







Ironically, given Pound’s often expressed hatred for the bourgeois mentality and its pursuit of the “cash-nexus,” his concept of the formation and growth of the brain is based on exactly those Puritan principles of personal “containment, control and development” that gave impetus to Spencer’s and Sumner’s capitalist economic imperialism. To grow and prosper, one should preserve at least one’s principal and “spend” only surplus capital. To the Puritan that had been a sign of one’s election by God. To contain oneself morally and economically was to be “strong-minded.” He who squandered his principal, his “seed”-capital, was, on the other hand, clearly an “imbecile” incapable of self-control, one of those whom God had rejected.




Ideas of this sort, usually hidden behind metaphors of a more decorous nature than Pound had been willing to find, underlie the production of most of the twentieth century’s literary lights. Thus we can be sure that F. Scott Fitzgerald counted on his readers’ understanding of both the physiological and economic principles of spermatic expenditure and female vampirism when, in 1922 in The Beautiful and Damned, he wrote that “Gloria had lulled Anthony’s mind to sleep.” (191) At the age of thirty-two, the novel’s male hero had thus become “a bleak and disordered wreck,” (406) clearly one of Gourmont’s emptied spermatophores.




Fitzgerald’s terminology is, of course, exactly analogous to that used by the long forgotten Porter Emerson Browne in his description of the effects of Schuyler’s descent into the lair of the Vampire. Indeed Fitzgerald was no doubt strongly influenced by at least the movie version of A Fool There Was. Like the average moviegoer of 1915, he would have seen in that film what a man could expect from the energy vampirism to which women were prone. It was precisely this ambient knowledge (still festering in the late-twentieth-century viewer as a sub- or semiconscious cultural prejudice) that Theda Bara personified in her film debut. It was this knowledge that served to turn the climactic single kiss with which she reclaimed her prey into such a shocking and paradigmatic visual event.




The act of depredation thus depicted in A Fool There Was was, then, though sexual and financial, first of all a depiction of women’s instinctual “energy vampirism.” As such it represented the cultural identification of a new existential hazard: injudicious seminal “spending.” By ending up “a bleak and disordered wreck” in the arms of a sexual vampire, Schuyler paved the way for the decline and fall of Fitzgerald’s Anthony Patch seven years later.




By the time A Fool There Was came to be filmed, nineteenthcentury prohibitions concerning the public display of sexual themes had largely disintegrated. Nudity (though usually covered with diaphanous gauze) was not uncommon, even on the “legitimate” stage. Academic artists had mostly given up pretending that the lusciously proportioned, unclothed woodland waifs they painted were philosophically or historically motivated; and in the movies, Roman orgies heaving with robustly endowed feminine bodies were becoming a staple.




But to watch two people kiss, to express not simple affection but raw sexual desire, still fell well beyond what had become casually acceptable. Our erotic sensibilities have become jaded by decades of explicit scenes of voyeuristic exploitation, yet even from our vantage point that 1915 kiss remains lewd. The ideological energies underpinning Theda Bara’s action, though today they may have precipitated into our subconscious, have nonetheless remained an integral element of our conception of gender relationships.




We still realize that this kiss is not a kiss but the embrace of a primitive, regressive-feminine emanation of nature, a spider, a praying mantis, a deadly insect whose embrace illustrated the scientists’ contention that aggression was the deciding force in all interpersonal relationships. This was an iconic kiss, and as such it is still emblematic of the social ideology that has dominated our consciousness ever since.




The opportunistic new conceptualization of the nature of economic relationships delineated by William Graham Sumner and numerous others had served both as source and fuel to the turn of the century’s attempts to identify the motivational implications of humanity’s newly discovered animal instincts and animal origins. Biology, anthropology, and sociology were daily discovering further analogues between human motivation and the “laws of the jungle.” Descriptions of the ruthless gender wars of insects were soon being matched by equally graphic descriptions of horrific primitive human sex practices and tendentious accounts of the “lower races’ ” bestial disregard for human life.




All these shocking revelations were clearly intended to help the generation of 1900 get over its “religious” prejudice that there might be a qualitative difference in the basic motivations of humans and animals. The road to perfection is ever elusive. It is, on the other hand, much less difficult to delineate the failures we encounter on our voyage to the ideal. Most of us acquire ample experience in that realm.




The typical intellectual of the early twentieth century, therefore, while affirming humanity’s need for higher spiritual goals, tended to concentrate on delineating, in Nietzsche’s words, “the vast distance between himself and his aim.” Most were content to see themselves as merely responding defensively to the predatory nature of the world around them. The evolutionist credo demanded that each rugged warrior in the trench warfare of natural selection “must be,” to quote Nietzsche again, “an enemy to the men he loves and the institutions in which he grew up; he must spare neither person nor thing, however it may hurt him; he will be misunderstood and thought an ally of forces that he abhors; in his search for righteousness he will seem unrighteous by human standards.” (351)




Evidences of the necessary inhumanity of each man toward all others could be found everywhere. Indeed, the inexorable course of civilization demanded that one be predatory, and content to be so, for to flinch from that task was to demonstrate one’s evolutionary inferiority, and hence the probability that one was to fall by the wayside in the “struggle for life.” Social theories that extolled the splendid achievements of predatory individualism and the virtues of imperialism as a “civilizing” factor were the order of the day. These encouraged the person to rejoice not only in the domination of others but also in the domination of nature itself through phenomenal feats of virtuous self-control. War came to be considered a glorious feature of man’s creative evolution, and aggression seemed a key to the very meaning of life.




World War I was the inevitable result of the ascendancy of this predatory mentality. The half-century to follow was to see the cultural dominance of a boundless range of theories all positing the evolutionary necessity of unrelenting belligerence. This cultural glorification of hatred helped prepare Western culture for a second worldwide orgy of destruction in what was to prove to be a century of mass murder in the name of higher civilization.




The dominant ideology of the turn of the century expressed itself in a series of strict dualistic choices. “Being” meant being in control; nothingness was to be controlled by another. Selfhood was dominance; submission signified loss of self—death. If love was an expression of selfhood and the nonself was death, then to love another meant to expand one’s love of self. On the level of social metaphor, to love was therefore an act of incorporation. You preyed, or you were preyed upon. Love and depredation went hand in hand. That is why Freud, to almost universal acclaim, had come to the conclusion that love and death were pretty much one and the same thing, especially if you happened to be the one being incorporated rather than the one doing the incorporating.




It was a foregone conclusion that within such a social environment love and sex would come to be seen as forms of deadly vampirism. The men of the early twentieth century considered it their birthright to do the incorporating. If the woman refused to become a passive subject, or if she used strategies of her own to make the male emotionally dependent on her, she was branded an engulfer, an incorporating vampire.




The movie version of A Fool There Was distilled the dominant worldview of 1915 into a singular confrontation between a man and a woman. Theda Bara’s kiss was emblematic of the triumph of sex over love, of degeneration over evolution, of negative aggression over creative incorporation—of woman over man. But the movie’s success had been predetermined by its cultural antecedents, for the sociology of aggression was a direct response to the practical needs of the economics of accumulation. The origins of modern vampire imagery in the late-nineteenth-century imagination were very precise. The primitive male inside the eternal female was baring his invasive fangs. Dracula was on the move.
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III. For the Blood is the Life: Hysteria, Freud’s Jewel Box, Transcendent Manhood, and the Mark of the Beast




A scandalously suggestive painting made London art lovers whisper in April 1897. Titled The Vampire, it luridly delineated the soul-destroying consequences of feminine lust. Exhibited at the New Gallery, it was the work of Philip Burne-Jones, usually forced to work in the shadow of his far more illustrious father, Sir Edward Coley Burne-Jones.




The painting showed a young man prone and lifeless upon his bed, his pale features bloodless, his body drained of all its energy and manhood. The vaguely bohemian nature of his bedroom and the flamboyant cut of his nightdress suggested that the victim was an artist. A dark spot, almost Eke a bullet wound, was visible on his half-bare chest. Hovering above him, leaning on bare arms in a catlike, half-crouched position, sharp teeth flashing with a steely glint between thin lips, the woman.




Her eyes are as dark as coals, smoldering above high, hollow cheeks and ringed by the ashes of hell. Her torso and loins are outlined starkly by the flowing gauzes and clinging folds of her gown. Long, dark hair undulates over her shoulders; white skin and the agile curves of hip and thigh proclaim her youth. She is a nightmare image of physical hunger and hot passion, an enticing female version of Henry Fuseli’s monstrous Incubus of a hundred years earlier. The tensile strength of her slender limbs contrasts dramatically with the artist’s prostrate inanition. Her body, we realize, has gained what his has lost.




Burne-Jones’s message was clear: the womb of woman was indeed an animal. Hysteria burned in this young woman’s eyes—a direct consequence of what Augustus Gardner had called the “exciting erethisms” she must have employed in the “super-excitation of the uterus.” (54) By 1897 everyone knew that women who had reawakened the beast were doomed to slide back down the evolutionary ladder until they reached the hunting grounds of primitive humanity, for in them, nature yearned for savage rituals: “The least impression is redoubled like the sound of a tam-tam,” Gardner had said. A young woman so affected would seek out “emotions still more violent and more varied. It is this necessity, which nothing can appease, which took the Roman women to the spectacles where men were devoured by ferocious beasts, and which now actually attracts them to bull-fights and capital executions.” (72) In such cases, a woman soon lost the veneer of civilization and could be counted upon to degrade “the nuptial couch by copying the foulness of the bagnio.”




These women were the direct ancestors of Ernest Hemingway’s Brett Ashley, always seductively in motion, creatures kissed by the devil, daughters of Dracula. The awakened woman was out of control, driven only by the vampire within her: her lion’s mouth, her vagina dentata. Swept up in the hysteria of her reproductive impulse, she became a destroyer. The animal womb was the cannibal mouth of the primordial praying mantis, the spider, the primitive spermatophage. Hysteria had very sharp teeth.




Alerted by hordes of physicians such as Gardner that “these nervous women are pale, wan and languishing; the skin is dry and cold or burning; the eye is cast down or haggard, timid or caressing, the complexion cloudy; the physiognomy languishingly expressive and very mobile,” (71–3) the young men of 1897 could not help but recognize the debilitating activity of the animal womb in the pose of the woman in Burne-Jones’s painting. Indeed, in their scissorlike separation, her thighs recalled the praying mantis’s jaws of death. A slight realignment of the two bodies—one no censor of the period would have tolerated—would have shown her straddling her victim, to apply the evil teeth of her bestial nature directly to the feast of seminal extraction here so obviously intimated by the artist.




It would have been impossible for Burne-Jones to have devised a more topical shocker. Like many other cultural icons that gain their notoriety by tapping directly into the mainline of a periods ideological preoccupations, this painting struck a chord whose fickle sonances would reverberate far and wide. For Burne-Jones’s scandalous painting had an international influence that far exceeded its artistic merits. Its popularity became emblematic of the popularity—and hence the social significance—of the vampire theme as it began to unfold from the late nineteenth century up to the present.




At the time of The Vampire’s exhibition, it was widely rumored that the artist’s motivation for painting this denunciation of predatory womanhood had been an infatuation with the prominent London actress Mrs. Patrick Campbell. The paintings stage-like visual setting certainly suggests a direct link with theatrical mise-en-scène. The larger cultural motive for this melodrama in paint, however, was the remarkable confluence of aggressive sexual, racial, and economic obsessions characteristic of the fin de siècle, which also drove Bram Stoker to publish his novel Dracula at virtually the same historical moment Burne-Jones first displayed The Vampire in public.




Stokers preoccupation with vampirism may or may not have had any influence on Burne-Jones’s selection of this theme. The two were friends, and there was most likely an exchange of ideas, but it was the socioeconomic environment of the 1890s that had made the ascendancy of vampire themes inevitable during this period. The institutionalization of an imperialist economic agenda required that “others” be conceptualized as evil, inferior, or both. Under the tutelage of Herbert Spencer, William Graham Sumner, and other social Darwinists, predatory social relationships had come to seem inevitable. Aggression was an expression of “natural law.” The “rugged individualist” showed his mettle by obliterating those who stood in his way. The reigning dichotomy of evolution and degeneration had created a need for a symbolic opponent who embodied the evils of the nonself and who could become the scapegoat for all failures of nerve, self-assertion, and personal “continence” to which the not yet perfect warriors of imperialism were prone. The vampire, the archetypal shape-shifter, the protean predator who could never be pinned down, was an embodiment of the general sense of unease and personal danger that must characterize the state of mind of those who live in a culture that glorifies aggression.




Burne-Jones’s female vampire was, in any case, clearly an evil sister, a Lucy Westenra who had fallen under Dracula’s influence by responding to the call of the wild, the call of her womb. That this was the painting’s message few would have doubted, for The Vampire was what was called in its day a “problem picture.” That meant it contained an underlying philosophical message that might not be apparent at first glance to the average viewer. Artists had developed the practice of exhibiting such works with apposite quotations from literary texts. Philip Burne-Jones’s painting, however, was able to dispense with such cumbersome research. It was one of the first British entries into the field of painted modern “moral documentaries,” a genre that had only recently become popular in Western European academic art. These works did not call upon the viewers’ knowledge of history, classical literature, or myth but on their knowledge of modern medical research, biology, and psychiatry.




Burne-Jones, in painting his image of woman as vampire, thus played quite as deliberately on the newest revelations of science as Bram Stoker did when, in Dracula, he cited Charcot, Lombroso, and Nordau—the period’s leading experts on hysteria and degeneration—to characterize the primitive nature of his vampire-predator. Both the painting and the novel are therefore dramatic reflections of the popular reception given to the scientific truths of the imperialist era. To them the usually unspoken but widely understood equation of blood, semen, and economic potency, which had preoccupied the generation of 1870, had become an issue of life and death.




The Montreal clergyman W. J. Hunter, for one, worried that the world might lose its evolutionary momentum in a morass of foolishly spilled seed. In his book Manhood Wrecked and Rescued (1900), he repeatedly quoted prominent medical authorities to drive home the cautionary message that “loss of semen is loss of blood.” We should never forget, he warned, paraphrasing familiar knowledge, that






the semen, or male principle, is composed of the elements which form brain, nerve, muscle, bone—in short, every tissue of which the body is composed; and by parting with it a portion of the life principle is lost; and a constant loss of the life principle, whether for purposes of generation or otherwise, must invariably drain the system of a vast amount of life force, and render it an easy prey to the innumerable diseases to which humanity is subject. (119)







“Blood,” “loss,” “drain,” and “prey”: these were, of course, all key words in the vampire equation.




Ironically, the Reverend Hunter’s remarks, so easily dismissed by today’s readers as foolish and naive, help to explain the premises underlying the writings of the early-twentieth-century grand masters of psychoanalysis, writings that often still remain unquestioned as legitimate analytic sources for the treatment of our own sense of social imbalance. It may at first seem foolish to attempt to link the fears of a minor Canadian religious writer to the ideas of Freud, the father of modern psychoanalysis. But Hunter’s desire to keep his manful readers from killing themselves through sexual expenditure helps us understand Freud’s insistence on linking eros and thanatos. Freud’s discovery of that odd mental configuration he came to regard as the “death instinct” is a logical extrapolation from the late-nineteenth-century socioeconomic mentality that had come to see destructive, aggressive, and suicidal tendencies as normal expressions of the degenerative inroads of eros into the Godgiven life of man.




Well before Freud formulated his notion of the death instinct, his student Otto Weininger, in his widely influential book Sex and Character (1903), had already suggested that since sexual activity involved the loss of vital energy, it should ultimately be seen as an act of violence:






Since Novahs first called attention to it, many have insisted on the association between sexual desire and cruelty. All that is born of woman must die. Reproduction, birth, and death are indissolubly associated; the thought of untimely death awakens sexual desire in its fiercest form, as the determination to reproduce oneself. And so sexual union, considered ethically, psychologically, and biologically, is allied to murder; it is the negation of the woman and the man; in its extreme case it robs them of their consciousness to give life to the child. (248)







Freud, Weininger, and virtually everyone else growing up during the later nineteenth century had been bombarded with speculations concerning the link between semen and blood, and most had unquestioningly accepted these as scientific truths. Once we strip Freud’s postulate of the “death instinct” of the technical jargon with which he surrounded his discovery, we realize that the notion is, frankly, no more than a complex restatement and justification of the long-standing medical declaration that every time a man ejaculated he died a little, and that therefore eros and thanatos were two sides of the same coin.




The increasing popularity of narratives about vampires was also related to the medical establishment’s virtual equation of semen and blood. Guard your blood, for it is your capital—your genetic inheritance—as well as your life, was the message of Stoker’s Dracula. Dr. Seward, the thoroughly modern alienist who is one of the heroes of the book, reports that Renfield, the madman in Dracula’s thrall, sees blood as a unique source of renewal: “He was lying on his belly on the floor licking up, like a dog, the blood which had fallen from my wounded wrist.” As if hypnotized, Renfield repeats “over and over again: ‘The blood is the life! The blood is the life!’ ” (149)




The Reverend Hunter, of course, was in a better position than most to appreciate the biblical authority of Renfield’s utterance. He knew very well that religion and medicine stood in massed authority behind him when, a scant three years after Renfield, he too stressed the eros-thanatos equation: “loss of semen is loss of blood. The blood is the life, and if you drain off a sufficient quantity life becomes extinct.” (118) The seminal ecology movement of the age of Spencer and Sumner clearly did not fool around with half measures.




Recent critics have learned to point with amusement to the supposedly “subconscious” sexual imagery of the early vampire narratives. But the artists and writers who developed the twentieth century’s image of the vampire were not at all naive about the link between vampirism and sexuality. To them, however, the link did not so much represent a psychological equation as a direct medical truth. Even marginally educated males of the period would have recognized these tales as cautionary directives against sexual incontinence. The turn of the century, after all, was the age of symbolism. Readers then were used to reading between the Unes when it came to sexual matters. Today we expect to be shown everything related to sexuality in minute detail. What might seem like extraordinarily sophisticated symbolism to us would have been crystal clear to the well-informed reader of 1900—though he would have been too well-bred to prattle about it in talk-show fashion.




During the fifty years around 1900, many were, instead, still trying to cope with the apparent contradictions between scientific and religious truths. Biblical exegesis had been placed under a good deal of strain, but in its semen-blood equation science had clearly helped illuminate the Bible and the Mosaic laws against the ingestion of blood: “Only be sure that thou eat not the blood: for the blood is the life; and thou mayest not eat the life with the flesh.” (Deut. 12:23) The Bible held that to ingest blood was to ingest life, and science had now shown that semen was blood. The man’s part in the reproductive process, ejaculation, must therefore be an actual “bloodletting,” truly a step toward death—**3l* petit mort,* a “little death,” as the French insisted.




It would, then, seem almost impossible for the more imaginative men of the turn of the century not to have come up with an up-to-date version of the vampire of folk legend. Medical science demanded it. Stoker, for instance, used Renfield’s lucid moments to convey the “logical” motive underlying his madman’s actions: thus Renfield admits that he attacked Seward in an attempt to short-circuit the biblical injunction against appropriating “the life” of others: “I tried to kill him for the purpose of strengthening my vital powers by the assimilation with my own body of life through the medium of his blood—relying, of course, upon the Scriptural phrase, ‘For the blood is the life.’ ” (240)




Even to non-Bible-reading contemporary moviegoers that scriptural phrase should still sound quite familiar, for Dracula—not Renfield—utters it in Francis Ford Coppola’s film version of Stoker’s book, in a scene in which the satanic vampire blasphemously parodies the Roman Catholic sacramental communion ceremony. It is a logical transference, for the phrase calls attention to the religious origins of the vampire’s depredation of the blood of ordinary people. Through the faithful flows “the blood of Christ,” offered to them during the ceremony of the Eucharist to maintain the spiritual bond between God and His worshipers. This symbolic bond of blood, this gift of God’s bloodsacrifice, the essence of God ingested by the faithful, holds the promise of eternal life. Among those given to blasphemy, this holy ritual (which undoubtedly can be traced to an origin in analogue pre-Christian ceremonies) could easily be mistaken for a form of “energy vampirism” through which the communicants would gain immortality by ingesting the “blood” of the Son of God.




Within this context Dracula, as an incarnation of Satan, is clearly, as he always is within the Christian context, an arch parodist, a blasphemous, Oscar Wildean inverter of the will of God. It was God’s intention to elevate the faithful through holy communion to the status of eternally living cells in His celestial body, provided they show themselves worthy in the material world through species evolution, efficient economic management, and the consequent accumulation of sufficient wealth. The collective religious imagination is ecumenical, blending Puritan ideas with Catholic ones and those of every denomination in between. Therefore it clearly would be Satan’s delight to vampirize the faithful. Dracula and his minions thus became the predatory shock troops of the Devil, invading the world of the living, drinking the blood of God’s anointed, and gaining invidious immortality from the theft of the God-given vital energies of the faithful. Thus they would turn the radiant cells of the living God into the viral pestilence of the undead Devil. These “Draculoids,” symbolic self-polluters preying on the continent male for illegal sustenance, now became the cause of death itself—crawling beasts of sexual predation, deliberately abandoned by God in the evolutionary advance.




Vampires, then, were the resentful fallen angels of Darwinian species degeneration—erotic, and hence racial and economic inferiors—who circled the globe, eager to bring death to the men of steel, the evolutionary elite of the age of imperialism. In our own day, the “scientific” specificity of these cultural commonplaces has been lost. Now the apparent “symbolism” of the periods vampire narratives has come to be seen as reflective of an “archetypal” pattern embedded in the “collective unconscious.” Thus the underlying political motives of the sexual superstitions of a hundred years ago continue to influence our own time on an even more insidious level: as natural and “instinctual” impulses. Propaganda that disguises itself as “scientific truth” is hard to counter. The ultimate irony of this train of events is that entirely different medical realities are making it easy for today’s media to exploit even the early-twentieth-century vampire tale’s underlying contention that sex “diseases” the blood. A generation terrorized by the thought of AIDS is now being guided to think of sex as a “disease” of the blood in a far more literal sense than early-twentieth-century moralists such as Bram Stoker and the Reverend Hunter could have imagined.




Given the confluence of these themes at the turn of the century, it can also come as no surprise that the vampire was usually a woman with sex on her mind—and her victims’ gold in her pocket. True, the most persistent vampire of them all was Dracula, a man, but male vampires were always immediately recognizable as degenerate aristocrats, effete foreigners. They were almost always sexually ambiguous and hence “unmanly.” If they were the acknowledged leaders of the vampire pack, that was primarily because, being, after all, still marginally male, they were inevitably smarter than their female counterparts. Natural selection thus required that they lord it over their feminine minions. Dracula, for instance, behaves like a stern older brother to the evil sisters in his castle, authoritatively establishing hierarchies of depredation in a matter-of-fact extension of the bourgeois world’s normal male responsibilities. InDracula there is no indication that women would even think of leaving the vampire family household. They did not accompany Dracula on his voyage to England, for overtly sexual women were not “presentable” in polite society.




Stoker, however, gives us an elaborate delineation of the making of a female vampire in the figure of Lucy Westenra. Lucy, as a not yet awakened but emphatically sexual woman, cannot understand why society won’t let “a girl marry three men, or as many as want her.” (68) Stoker played the blood-semen equation popular among his contemporaries for all it was worth by making Lucy the direct conduit between Aryan manhood and Dracula, the emissary of degeneration. While being preyed upon by the vampire, she receives, in the form of transfusions, the blood, the symbolic manhood, of no less than four men. Carmilla, in Le Fanu’s 1870 novella, is an incarnation of the lubricious countess Mircalla, whose sexual exploits were infamous during her lifetime. Thus, like Lucy, she became an easy prey to one of Dracula’s brood. Before 1900, in other words, female vampires were rarely selfstarters but needed a male to “awaken” them to their hunger for blood. These early writers about female vampires clearly agreed with Otto Weininger, who remarked in Sex and Character that “there is not a single woman in the history of thought, not even the most man-like, who can be truthfully compared with men of fifth- or sixth-rate genius.” (69)




The male vampire almost always remained a metaphoric monster, a creature of the imagination, whose insistence on flashing his fangs gave him away as a primitive predator. But beginning with Burne-Jones’s portrayal of a shop girl turned vampire to an unsuspecting artist, female predators were not so readily identifiable. The sexual woman as vampire did not need to flaunt the rapacious efficiency of her all-consuming mandibles; her seductions were far more subtle.




By 1915, given the period’s obsession with the “science of blood,” the physicians’ emphasis on the debilitating effects of any form of sexual spending had been instrumental in turning any woman who exhibited even the slightest independent interest in sex into a vampire, whose vagina dentata extracted a man’s very lifeblood. By this time, indeed, blood, not metaphorically but in its most literal sense, had come to be seen as the key to humanity’s future. Pure, healthy, “thick” blood would lead to a race of superbeings, while “unclean,” “bad,” genetically contaminated, “thin” blood was the key to species degeneration.




But the men of the time wanted instant rewards for the careful husbanding of their blood. They wanted to see themselves as the vanguard of a new, genetically nearly perfect species of men. Why work toward a millennium they could not be a part of? In consequence, Joseph Le Conte, professor of geology at the University of California, Berkeley, gained international fame during the 1890s when he declared in Evolution and Religious Thought (1888) that “life-force is certainly correlated with, transmutable into, and derivable from, physical and chemical forces.... It becomes naught else than conservation of energy, and not, as we had hoped, conservation of self-conscious personality.” (312) Rodin’s Thinker was about to find scientific justification for his formidable musculature, for Le Conte argued that the density and quality of the materials of which you were made were far more important in your formation as a human being than your “moral” inheritance: the health, the material “mass,” of the body—your genes, we would now say— shaped the mind. It was Cowan’s refrain: mens sana in corpore sano.




Le Conte’s argument that the physical excellence of a man’s body was thus ultimately the key to his spiritual genius was, in fact, exactly analogous to Sumner’s contention that financial genius was an expression of the mental health that accrued to the continent man. Both theorists had, in essence, reformulated the arguments of the phrenologists to fit evolutionary theory. Thus they helped give further credibility to this pseudoscience, whose premises came to dominate race and gender theory after 1870 and ultimately led to the “physical culture” fetish of Hitler’s Aryan Reich.




“The spirit of man,” Le Conte had said, “was developed out of the anima or conscious principle of animals, and ... this, again, was developed out of the lower forms of life-force, and this in its turn out of the chemical and physical forces of Nature.” (313) The physical makeup of each species reflected its rank on the ladder to evolutionary perfection, to immortality.




The image of a ladder, rather than a smooth, unbroken upward motion, represented most accurately the steps humanity must undertake in its quest for immortality. For, said Le Conte, evolution manifested itself through “the sudden appearance of new powers and properties,” one after the other, powers that were not attainable without recourse to the steps previously taken. Indeed, “force and matter may be said to exist now on several distinct planes raised one above another. There is a sort of taxonomic scale of force and matter.” Between these evolutionary planes there were distinct breaks: “the passage from one plane upward to another is not a gradual passage by sliding scale, but at one bound. When the necessary conditions are present, a new and higher form of force at once appears, like a birth into a higher sphere.” Le Conte’s implication was clear: physiognomy and physical behavior were immediate manifestations of the spiritual “force levels” attained by each species on the ladder of evolutionary development. Consequently material beauty and, by extension, material power were the outward signs of superior evolutionary potency.




The merging of Wilham Graham Sumner’s “continence” theories of social evolution with Le Conte’s biological ladder provided the turn-of-the-century Aryan male with plenty of motives for selfcongratulation. All he needed to do was look into the mirror and see a man standing on the highest rung of the ladder to perfection. But he also knew that mirrors were emblematic of feminine vanity. Woman stood in the line of sight between him and immortality. For if man’s evolutionary development occurred in a series of sudden “bounds,” of sudden steps up the ladder of species development, reverses in the evolutionary process, patterns of degeneration, could just as easily and suddenly force him to follow the same trajectory down. Given the fact that man’s “material density,” his “life-force,” had proven to be visibly quantifiable, it stood to reason that spiritual degeneration would also manifest itself in sudden steps in the “degeneration,” the “downward” transformation of the physiological characteristics of the body during a person’s lifetime. Suddenly the cultural assumptions underlying Oscar Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray take on a new clarity: the life force of Wilde’s lubricious hero has come to lodge in his portrait, and this displacement makes it possible for Dorian to escape exhibiting the outward signs of his own degeneration.




Indeed, Le Conte’s theory of the physical basis for humanity’s spiritual evolution clarifies the premise driving many of this period’s popular narratives featuring monstrous “downward” physiological transformations of persons of dubious moral rectitude. The vampire’s theft of the blood of others, for instance, is a ruthless appropriation of their Efe force, their moral and physical being, a theft that permits this predator to maintain, Eke Dorian, an outwardly civiEzed appearance. But while Dorian’s degeneracy was temporarily “isolated” in his portrait, the vampire continues to incorporate the bestial—that is what makes him or her capable of shape-shifting, of becoming a wolf or a bat at wiE. On the other hand, Lucy Westenra, whose already shaky moral being had been further soiled by Dracula’s libations, degenerates completely into a licentious animal in her undead state:






When Lucy—I call the thing that was before us Lucy because it bore her shape—saw us she drew back with an angry snarl, such as a cat gives when taken unawares; then her eyes ranged over us. Lucy’s eyes in form and colour; but Lucy’s eyes unclean and full of hell-fire, instead of the pure, gentle orbs we knew. At that moment the remnant of my love passed into hate and loathing; had she then to be killed, I could have done it with savage delight. As she looked, her eyes blazed with unholy light, and the face became wreathed with a voluptuous smile. Oh, God, how it made me shudder to see it! With a careless motion, she flung to the ground, callous as a devil, the child that up to now she had clutched strenuously to her breast, growling over it as a dog growls over a bone. (217)







Bereft of her own life force and in need of that of others, Lucy has degenerated into a predatory voluptuary, a sexual animal, unable to hide her evil from others.




If a fundamental transformation of this sort could take place in a sweet young thing such as Lucy, it becomes clear that the sudden, temporary transformation of a seemingly normal human being into a werewolf could be the logical effect of a temporary imbalance in the affected person’s physical-chemical store of vital energy. Thus the on-again, off-again transformations of Robert Louis Stevenson’s civilized Dr. Jekyll into the brutal, licentious, Cro-Magnon Mr. Hyde undoubtedly made perfect sense to informed turn-of-the-century readers. Hyde takes on the “normal” features of a member of the “lower orders.” Stripped of the physical superiority of the evolutionary elite by the chemical imbalance Dr. Jekyll induced in his own body to determine its capacity to maintain—and, if possible, improve—the elite’s sociobiological advantage over all others, he “reverts” to near-animal status. In today’s parlance, Dr. Jekyll was experimenting with instantaneous genetic mutation. Deprived of the superior life force of the Anglo-Saxon elite, Dr. Jekyll’s body was logically and scientifically driven back into bestial forms of physiognomic and spiritual deformation directly representative of Hyde’s far lower working-class standing on the ladder of human evolutionary development.




The many fanciful narratives of downward transformation and mutation produced during the years around 1900 were therefore not at all intuitive responses to “archetypal” impulses lodged since time immemorial in humanity’s “collective unconscious,” as some recent critics have suggested. They may since have come to seem like subconscious expressions of the existential fears produced by our culture, but that is so only because we fail to recognize that our social and psychological assumptions are still largely based on the prejudicial premises of early-twentieth-century science. We may have outgrown the “truths” of our great-grandparents, but their invidious sadomasochistic conceptions of race, class, and gender have precipitated unchecked into our subconscious through the uncritical mediation of popular culture.




These turn-of-the-century mutation fantasies were, in fact, examples of what their authors considered to be a thoroughly fact-based form of narrative, an early incarnation of a genre that was soon to become designated as “science fiction.” Novels such as H. Rider Haggards She (whose two-thousand-year-old heroine both Jung and Freud thought to be an almost perfect personification of the feminine impulse in nature), Stevenson’s Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray, Stoker’s Dracula, and a host of lesser-known but often equally influential late-nineteenth-century fictions were not naive, spontaneous, or unconscious fantasies—they were instead knowledgeable adaptations of the scientists’ prejudicial theories concerning the inherent and necessary inequalities of gender, class, and race.




The monstrous creatures stalking through these narratives were meant to strike fear into their readers’ hearts and thus make them more determined than ever to maintain the “vital balance” of their genetically superior physical endowment. Degenerates surrounded the master race, ready to prey on the elite’s “intellect” and to diminish its economic vitality. Degenerates were thus mental and physical parasites who were trying to obtain by unlawful means the social and personal equilibrium they had been unable to attain as a result of their Hyde-hke physiological excesses. The early-twentieth-century human-turned-monster was always a creature who had failed the crucial test of “biological selfcontrol.” He was a personification of the Aryan male’s fear of the “debilitating” effects of sexual activity of any kind. Such phobias were rarely recognized as economically motivated. Instead they were regarded as realistic assessments of the hazardous rule of nature in the physiological constitution of all living organisms. Sexual violence, whether real or imagined, was thus taken outside the realm of personal responsibility.




All these issues are succinctly brought together in Rudyard Kipling’s celebrated story “The Mark of the Beast,” first published in 1890. A masterpiece of dualist doublethink and doublespeak, the tale establishes a clear contrast between the actions of the British (and, by extension, all Westerners) as the agents of progress and species evolution, and those of the genetically retarded “lower orders” that populate the East. The story is a dramatic anticipation of Kipling’s infamous poem of 1899, “The White Man’s Burden,” which was to warm many an imperialist heart with its exaltation of “the savage wars of peace” waged by the White Man (consistently capitalized in the text), who only wanted to “serve” the “new-caught sullen peoples, / Half devil and half child” (emphatically kept lowercase throughout), so lamentably incapable of recognizing what was good for them.




In “The Mark of the Beast,” Kipling had already mapped out the serious dangers members of the evolutionary elite must face in their efforts to liberate the East from its “dark Egyptian night” (and, of course, its natural resources). The colonialist had to descend into a cauldron of preevolutionary dangers to his soul when he left the protective confines of the civilized West: “East of Suez, some hold, the direct control of Providence ceases,” the story began, thus providing the cliché mongers of the first half of the twentieth century with one of their favorite bons mots. There, Kipling continued, “Man” is “handed over to the Gods and Devils of Asia.” For Europeans, too deep an immersion in such a primitive environment could be fatal. The story’s purpose was to show that the struggle between evolution and degeneration must always be of primary concern to every colonialist.




The narrator informs us that during a boisterous New Year’s Eve get-together of several colonial gentlemen, a man named Fleete became roaring drunk. Though the narrator is tolerant of such a minor failing in an Englishman, the reader is immediately alerted to the likelihood that ill must befall such an uncontrolled tippler. The narrator and Strickland, another friend, take it upon themselves to escort Fleete home. Their journey becomes tinged with Darwinian significance almost immediately: “Our road lay through the bazaar, close to a little temple of Hanuman, the Monkey-god, who is a leading divinity worthy of respect.” The author’s ironic inflection is palpable here. People who worshiped man’s “hairy quadruped” ancestor could not be up to any good.




Still, the narrator knows enough about the tropics to be cautious in the presence of the forces of degeneration. But Fleete, less knowledgeable and totally besotted, desecrates the idol of Hanuman. Revenge is swift. A leper, quite literally faceless as a result of his physical condition (which, of course, in accordance with the healthy mind-healthy body equation, also reflects the condition of his psyche), comes forward and, “making a noise exactly like the mewing of an otter,” bites Fleete’s breast.




The leper’s bite is the mark of the beast. Through it the animal world invades Fleete’s body and unleashes the forces of devolution upon this Westerner who, in a moment of “excusable” levity, has let his civilized guard down. In the East, in India, the realm of the monkey god, such mistakes are punished swiftly. What more obvious way to begin a slide back to the Darwinian origins of human life than to have your blood infected by a vampire bite from a physically decomposing devotee of Hanuman the monkey god? No wonder Fleete’s dark journey of reversion begins almost immediately after this. Kipling describes an etiology of degeneration that was to become a standard feature of twentieth-century horror fiction: Fleete’s senses take on a new, animallike acuity. “Can’t you smell the blood?” he asks ominously as his friends take him through a “native” market. “Higher” animals such as horses, who instinctively trust humans (just as the better sort of natives instinctively trust their colonial masters), become distraught with fear in his presence. In Wolf, a recent Hollywood contribution to the perpetuation of Kipling’s “sexuality is animalism” proposition, Jack Nicholson has the same effect on these peaceable quadrupeds soon after having received a nip on the wrist by one of the leper’s unregenerate offspring. Again like Kipling’s incautious Brit, he thereupon develops a tendency to “wolf down” a variety of uncivilized vittles.




Indeed, the first thing Fleete does when he arrives home is to order raw meat. Then he opens his shirt and his friends see just over his left breast a mark that resembles the “irregular blotches arranged in a circle—on a leopard’s hide.” Already Fleete has reverted to the evolutionary level of the predators. When his servant brings in the chops he has ordered, “all red and juicy,” he bolts “three in a most offensive manner,” directly imitating the feeding habits of a leopard: “He ate on his right grinders only, and threw his head over his right shoulder as he snapped the meat.” The animal in Fleete has come forward and soon takes over completely. He starts to prowl for food, and his friends find him “grovelling about the garden.”




They bring him back to his room and guard the premises. “Presently from the room came the long-drawn howl of a wolf.” Soon “Fleete could not speak, he could only snarl, and his snarls were those of a wolf, not of a man.” His friends and the doctor they call in try to act as if Fleete’s strange condition were merely an extraordinary case of “hydrophobia,” or rabies, instead of a full-blown case of lycanthropy, but they know better. They know that the true responsibility for Fleete’s condition lies with the leper. To counter the forces of degeneration and save the world, they, too, must now shed part of their humanity in a perilous descent to the level of their enemies.




To kill an animal, Kipling wants us to understand, you must become an animal yourself: civilization cannot defend itself against the lower orders unless it is willing to take on the bestiality of those lower orders to subdue them. Thus we see a century’s worth of Anglo-European imperialist foreign policy taking shape in the pages of Kipling’s story. To save Fleete, the highly evolved British must take brutal action. They capture the leper, the Silver Man devoted to the monkey god (silver is the metal of the moon, the refracted feminine light of masculinity’s nocturnal satellite). Soon the British find themselves in the usual position of white men burdened by their colonial responsibility: “Strickland knocked his legs from under him and I put my foot on his neck. He mewed hideously, and even through my riding boots I could feel that his flesh was not the flesh of a clean man.”




Once again it is civilization’s responsibility to exorcise the vampire. Fleete’s mind and body have been taken over by the degenerate native. To save him, they must destroy the bestial creature’s primitive will. What they subsequently do, Kipling remarks delicately, “is not to be printed.” But he tells us just enough to make it clear that the civilized Englishmen torture the helplessly bound leprous native with a red-hot gun barrel until he agrees to “take away the evil spirit.”




“We watched the face of the beast, and saw the soul of Fleete coming back into the eyes.” The East has been subdued; the beast has been conquered; evolutionary man has triumphed. Kipling’s lesson in colonial management was certain not to fall on deaf ears among the millions of boys and young men who read his stories and were about to become the next generation of husbands, fathers, and colonial administrators.




But such a major confrontation with the forces of degeneration, such a strenuous journey into the heart of darkness, must take its toll on the emissaries of evolution, Kipling emphasized. After the ordeal is over, and after it becomes clear that Fleete has been saved and will be his old self again, Strickland suddenly goes “into an amazing fit of hysterics.” Loss of manliness, of “self-control,” is the effect of contact with the enemy, no matter how noble the cause. “It is terrible to see a strong man overtaken with hysteria,” the narrator admits. The colonial struggle takes its toll on manhood: “It struck me that we had fought for Fleete’s soul with the Silver Man in that room, and had disgraced ourselves as Englishmen for ever, and I laughed and gasped and gurgled just as shamefully as Strickland, while Fleete thought that we had both gone mad. We never told him what we had done.” Contamination by the Silver Man, the minion of the Moon, the still largely “female” male of the lower races, dims the sunlight of the English Man, the Golden Man, the creature of Gods blood.




In details such as these we see the racist and antifeminine scenarios of turn-of-the-century evolutionist ideology merge once again. The traits of the degenerate native, of the less evolved non-Western species, were also those (if to a slightly less obvious degree) of all women, regardless of their racial origin. The men of the evolutionary advance had come to understand that women must be treated in much the same way the Empire treated the degenerate non-Western male. The cause of their inferiority was the same—they, too, were slaves of the monkey god. Women, too, needed to be colonized, controlled, and subdued by violence—even, if necessary, obliterated—if they did not accept their secondary evolutionary status as grown children, upper household servants in a world made for men.




This fundamental analogue in the positions of all non-Western races and all women—an analogue tirelessly emphasized by the early-twentieth-century evolutionary theorists—forms one of the basic themes of the period’s adventure fiction, much of which had been shaped by H. Rider Haggard’s fantasies of “eternal” women who ruled “primitive” African, Asian, or South American empires. Narratives of this sort gave numerous authors whose entertainments we still read their start. In February 1914, for instance, Rex Stout (author of many bestselling Nero Wolfe detective novels) published a “lost civilization” novel in The All Story Magazine. Under the Andes contained all the clichés of that genre, including an international adventuress named Desirée le Mire, who “is all things to some men, and some things to all men. She is a courtezan among queens and a queen among courtezans” (7) and an “entrancing mixture of Cleopatra, Sappho, Helen of Troy, and the devil.” (20)




As soon as this temptress is transported to the primitive, womblike subterranean world under the Andes discovered by the heroes of the story, she becomes an object of worship for the natives of this realm, who are textbook cases of the “missing link” between humanity and the monkeys:






They were men; I suppose they must have the name. They were about four feet tall, with long, hairy arms and legs, bodies of a curious bloated appearance, and eyes—the remainder of the face was entirely concealed by thick hair—eyes dull and vacant, of an incredibly large size; they had the appearance of ghouls, apes, monsters—anything but human beings.







Uncritically thrilled by the abject worship she receives from this race of evolutionary backsliders, Desiree proceeds to dance for them. It is obvious that she is intimately in tune with their needs: “her white, supple body ... glided across, back and forth, now this way, now that, to the very edge of the dizzy height, with wild abandon, or slow measured grace, or the rushing sweep of a panther.” (79—81)




The October 1912 issue of the same magazine had seen the first publication of Edgar Rice Burroughs’s Tarzan of the Apes—A Romance of the Jungle. In the many Tarzan narratives that were to follow upon the extraordinary success of this first tale, Burroughs was to provide the world with numerous stunning, knife-wielding, primitive, masculinized white women of the Desiree variety. One of these was his princess La, who makes her appearance in Tarzan and theJewels of Opar (1916): “physically a creature of perfection,” but






a cold and heartless creature, daughter of a thousand other cold, heartless, beautiful women, who had never known love. And so when love came to her it liberated all the pent passions of a thousand generations, transforming La into a pulsing, throbbing volcano of desire, and with desire thwarted this great force of love and gentleness and sacrifice was transmuted by its own fires into one of hatred and revenge. (65)







Passages of this sort were to become standard fare in the pulp fiction of midcentury. They allowed the genre’s (mostly male) readership to indulge in erotic fantasies of violent sexual temptation and domination while they waited for the hero to reject these degenerate temptresses in a decisive show of superior masculine self-control.




These wildly dancing, “throbbing volcano [s] of desire” were obviously the evil white African sisters of the domesticated Janes of civilized society. They served as a warning that under the acculturated skin of every “good girl,” nature’s reversive tendencies were lying in wait to crawl forth at the first possible opportunity. That was why they were also always white. They did not have to “slide back down the evolutionary scale” like the Dr. Jekylls and Dorian Grays. As in the case of La, “by some queer freak of fate, aided by natural selection,” these princesses never participated in the “physical degradation” that turned their male subjects habitually into “frightful men with hairy bodies and gnarled and crooked legs.” (64) Degeneration did not affect their bodies, because their bodies were “naturally primitive,” examples of the primordial “enticement to reproduction” placed in the way of every evolutionary male.




Vampires one and all, these African queens were invariably intent upon luring the blond “perfect, godlike figure” (69) of Tarzan, or one of his numerous lordly Aryan counterparts of the pulp magazines of the first half of this century, into sexual perdition: “She pressed her cheek close to Tarzans shoulder. Slowly she turned her head until her hot lips pressed against his flesh.” But their prey unfailingly (though, for prurience’ sake, usually only at the very last moment) would recognize the danger these women s freely roaming African wombs spelled to his vitality, and reject their advances. Such rejection invariably turned the African queens into furies from hell:






A strange anomaly was La of Opar—a creature of circumstance torn by conflicting emotions. Now the cruel and bloodthirsty creature of a heartless god and again a melting woman filled with compassion and tenderness. Sometimes the incarnation of jealousy and revenge and sometimes a sobbing maiden, generous and forgiving; at once a virgin and a wanton; but always a woman. (75)







Men who failed to domesticate such “creatures” were doomed to end up dancing or howling to the moon along with the throngs of other degenerate men who always formed these bestial, primal womens abject entourage.




Even to want to dance was a sign of effeminacy in men. Hysteria was the sound of the tam-tam in civilized humanity, Gardner had said. Dance represented loss of control, loss of masculinity Men who danced had caved in to the lure of sensuality, had been caught in the perpetual ring dance of feminine lust, the junior hop of reproductive hysteria. For what was of the beast in man was what he yielded to woman.




Early-twentieth-century pop culture, in consequence, devised numerous ways to show women dancing. Their light-footedness was a surefire indication of their light-headed nature. After all, women, given their inferior capacity to hold on to their vital essence, were almost universally thought to have “thinner” blood than men. That condition not only had a major impact on the size and density of their brains, but it also made them, like La, volatile and unpredictable. Their blood was quite literally untrustworthy. When, for instance, in Dracula, Van Helsing desperately needed a donor to perform a blood transfusion to save Lucy Westenra’s life, he ruled out all the available women. His motive was unambiguous: “I fear to trust those women, even if they would have courage to submit.” (156) But what Van Helsing really feared to trust was the purity of these women’s blood. As women servants in the Westenra household they were even less likely to have “reliable” blood than the women of Lucy’s own class. Van Helsing’s verdict is decisive: “A brave man’s blood is the best thing on this earth when a woman is in trouble.” (157)




Within the antifeminine parameters of turn-of-the-century culture, issues of blood were thus also issues of gender. “Good” blood was synonymous with masculinity and “bad” blood with all things feminine. The purification of men’s blood was regarded as of crucial importance to the survival of the human race itself. Sexual contact with a woman was, quite literally, an act of “pollution.” Sociobiologists such as Spencer, Fiske, and Sumner saw the physical evolution of the human brain, its literal growth in size and density, as the key to any further human development, both in the realm of racial genetics and as a prerequisite to national social coherence. For them the economic progress of a nation was in the long run entirely dependent on the increasing prevalence, among its best and brightest men, of commodious cranial cavities fully packed with as purely concentrated a seminal distillate of gray matter as a well-organized civil society could hope to cultivate in its financial elites.




If the quality of a man’s brain was dependent on seminal continence, on the purity of the blood that brought nutrients to his gray matter, then it stood to reason that his economic potential could also be equated with his ability to hold on to and to husband this precious fluid. Even in this respect the science of the day was able to link continence and evolution in the popular mind: in charts documenting the evolution of man from the animals, superior manhood was always portrayed as standing up straight, in full erection, as it were, whereas the “lower orders” were shown in increasingly depressing “bending” postures, clearly losing their vitality as they found themselves closer to the earth. Today most of us have the good sense to regard such pronouncements as crackpot notions; but they were centrally important in shaping the worldview of even the most “progressively thinking” early-twentieth-century men and women, and through the cultural production of these earlier generations, the impact of such notions is still widely apparent.




The biological, medical, and psychological commonplaces of the theory of evolutionary inequality established what seemed to most to be a brand-new justification of the theories of Giambattista Vico and his followers: the kinetic energy of progress was coming to be defined as the very motive for existence. The evolutionary elite lived in a Bergsonian universe in which conscious being was determined by the experience of directed energy as an end in itself. In a world that had lost its faith in God as the all-knowing Father, a new, economically productive motivation was needed to keep the work ethic “healthy” and to provide “moral” justification for the exploitation and subjugation of most of humanity. Where once monarchs were “chosen” by God, Puritans “elected,” and virtue rewarded, now the phenomena of Nature (emphatically capitalized) became, in Le Conte’s words, “naught else than objectified modes of divine thought.” (301)




In this manner a brave new world of scientific-pragmatic absolutist thinking, emphasizing the universal, unchanging demands of Nature, could do away with all humane concerns (without, however, also dispensing with the rhetoric of humane values), all community-oriented personal responsibilities (while steadfastly sentimentalizing the values of community), and all belief in the intellectual, physical, and emotional equality of the sexes (though romanticizing man and woman as indelibly “one”). Instead Nature now challenged each individual man to do whatever he could to become one of the evolutionary elite. Evolution was the kinetic impulse at the core of Nature, the life force. Whatever stood in the way of progress must be destroyed. Sumner had already made it very clear that altruism, moral considerations, respect for others—humanist concerns—were mere superstitions, foolishness designed to keep the evolutionary elite from attaining its transcendent potential. The twentieth century was getting set to follow the lead of Fidus s upward-striving Homo sapiens and trample on anyone who stood in its way.




Within this new world of predatory antihumanist values, the imagery of the vampire presented a virtual microcosm of the existential fears the new system of economic imperialism had spawned. As if disseminated by a plague of emissaries from a mythical Transylvania, that imagery has since come to pervade the twentieth-century popular imagination. The Reverend Hunter’s old equation “loss of semen is loss of blood” was giving way to another, even more terrifying one: “loss of semen is loss of economic potential.”




For the early-twentieth-century male, then, the conviction that there was a virtually exact parallelism between money, brainpower, semen, and blood had come to define the meaning of life itself. To him that string of equations was no laughing matter but a biomedical truth, a matter of life and death. No wonder chaos had been thrown into the world of evolutionary manhood by the simple introduction of that predatory, semen-hungry entity, woman. Clearly there was something of the vampire in every female. Just to look at her was a source of temptation, an invitation to “loss of semen,” and hence an invidious invitation to let oneself be vampirized.




There is perhaps no more celebrated delineation of the periods equation of semen, capital, and blood than the Fragment of an Analysis of a Case of Hysteria Freud first published in 1905, which has since come to be known as Dora. Freuds frustrating confrontation with the regressive tendencies of modern femininity forced him to deal explicitly, though quite delicately, with what he saw as the sexual woman’s oral fixation on the priceless jewelry of masculinity. In the process Freud revealed the mixed sexual and economic symbolism the men of the period read into woman’s lust for the “coffers” of man’s essence.




Freud had begun his analysis of Dora in 1900 when, upon entering her eighteenth year, his unwilling subject was brought to him by her father. Right from the start Freud determined that Dora must be regarded as a particularly poorly acculturated young woman, a characteristic representative of the girls Augustus Gardner had written about, who heard the sound of a tam-tam every time they cracked open a lubricious book: “She used to read Mantegazza’s Physiology of Love and books of that sort” and tended to get “over-excited” by such stimuli, (41) Freud noted. Paolo Mantegazza’s Trilogia dell’ amore, consisting of The Physiology of Love, The Hygiene of Love, and The Sexual Relations of Mankind, had been something of a Kinsey Report for the later nineteenth century. In the volume Dora had been reading, Mantegazza had revealed to his contemporaries, in the words of an advertisement for a 1935 American edition, “the methods which human beings have used to arouse the sense-tingling delights of erotic ecstasy.”




Oddly, Freud, even after divulging that she had been reading a number of such stimulating works of sexual enlightenment, still seemed a bit surprised that “Dora knew that there was a kind of getting wet involved in sexual intercourse.” An avid reader of the “scandalously explicit” works of Mantegazza could not have avoided an awareness of such details. But what Freud was trying to establish in describing Dora as hovering between “innocence” and “lust” was the inevitable, constitutional “hysteria” of a young woman on the verge of sexual awakening. At such a point, Freud clearly believed, the erotic affections of a young woman were likely to attach themselves to any available masculine object. Freud appears to have had a good deal of confidence in his own appeal as the focus of such an awakening, for he rapidly came to the conclusion that during the course of her analysis Dora must have begun to lust after him. Thus, when she broke off the analysis of her own accord, he was certain that she was trying to punish him for not having “given in” to her:






I knew Dora would not come back again. Her breaking off so unexpectedly, just when my hopes of a successful termination of the treatment were at their highest, and her thus bringing those hopes to nothing—this was an unmistakable act of vengeance on her part. Her purpose of self-injury also profited by this action. No one who, like me, conjures up the most evil of those half-tamed demons that inhabit the human breast, and seeks to wrestle with them, can expect to come through the struggle unscathed.







Could he, Freud wondered, have prevented Dora from resorting to her rude form of analytic coitus interruptus (“just when my hopes of a successful termination” were highest)? Should he have played the lover’s part and “shown a warm personal interest in her—a course which, even after allowing for my position as her physician, would have been tantamount to providing her with a substitute for the affection she longed for? I do not know.” (131)




Freud’s dispassionate tone here could not have been more disingenuous, for he knew the answer to his own question: he would have become Dora’s great masculine hero, her father substitute, on whom she would have lavished all “those half-tamed demons” that inhabited a young girl’s breast. “The transference took me unawares, and because of the unknown quantity in me which reminded Dora of Herr K. [the first of Dora’s ‘father substitutes’], she took revenge on me as she wanted to take her revenge on him, and deserted me as she believed herself to have been deceived and deserted by him.” (141)




The men of Freud’s generation were convinced that “sexual awakening” came to a young woman in a blindly instinctual fashion, and was likely to take the form of an indiscriminate attachment to whatever male member she was first exposed to. Men therefore needed not feel guilty about engaging in acts of “therapeutic rape” in order to awaken women to their reproductive duties. Mantegazza, for example, sentimentalized the molestation of young girls by libertines, by intimating that such incidents were a normal stage in preparing the female animal for her maternal duties:






Anyone who has visited the Museum of the Louvre at Paris must have found his eyes coming to rest upon a young satyr, who, in addition to his sensual lips, has an incomparable expression of cynical and lascivious laughter. His mouth is distorted, his nostrils are wide and flaring, while his eye is intent upon contemplating a longed for object. This expression is, to tell the truth, one of the most natural and terrible of those which, as a matter of course in the physical realm, precede the sexual embrace; a woman who is conscious of being gazed on in such a manner must feel an irresistible fascination, such as would hurl her, willing or not, into the arms of the man. I am acquainted with a certain young girl who, innocent of everything sexual, upon having a virile member thrust into her hand by a libertine, experienced so great a degree of lascivious emotion that she was led to cry out, as many female animals do at first rude contact with the fecundating male. (39)







In Freud’s imagination, Herr K.—whose wife (with whom Dora’s father was having an affair) had introduced Dora to the joys of reading Mantegazza—had been involved in a very Mantegazza-like incident of molestation with Dora. “I have formed in my own mind the following reconstruction of the scene. I believe that during the man’s passionate embrace she felt not merely his kiss upon her lips but also the pressure of his erect member against her body.” (45) Being a man of his time, Freud expected no less than the first sounding of the call of the wild in Dora’s response. He therefore concluded that “the pressure of the erect member probably led to an analogous change in the corresponding female organ, the clitoris.” (46) The father of psychoanalysis took it for granted that she must have been swept up in primordial desire for Herr K.’s member. One of the “hysterical” symptoms that had caused Dora’s father to bring her to Freud had been a recurring sore throat. By factoring in the “normal” repressions of a civilized young woman, and by combining Dora’s assertion (her “sensory hallucination”) that “she could still feel upon the upper part of her body the pressure of Herr K.’s embrace,” (45) with his own fantasy about Herr K.’s phallic contribution, he decided that Dora’s sore throat must be a clear indication that she was trying to repress the “excessively repulsive and perverted phantasy of sucking at a penis.” (69)




All this because “the erotogenic oral zone ... had been overindulged in Dora’s infancy by the habit of sucking for pleasure” (breast-feeding). The structural analogue between a woman’s nipple and a man’s penis was, of course, self-evident. (46) But Freud would not have been Freud if he had not had a little more up his sleeve. Dora was really lusting after her own father, as Freudian little girls were wont to. Extrapolating from this assumption, he decided that Dora had come to the conclusion that both her mother and Frau K. had engaged in fellatio (“sexual gratification per os”) with her father—although he admitted with a typical analyst’s disdain for the opinions of his subject that “she would not hear of going so far as this.” (46—7)




Dora’s sore throat now became for Freud a dead giveaway that she “was clearly putting herself in her mother’s place,” as well as reacting “like a jealous wife” toward Frau K., her mother’s substitute in her father’s affections:






If we have rightly guessed the nature of the imaginary sexual situation which underlay her cough, in that phantasy she must have been putting herself in Frau K.’s place. She was therefore identifying herself both with the woman her father had once loved and with the woman he loved now. The inference is obvious that her affection for her father was a much stronger one than she knew or than she would have cared to admit: in fact that she was in love with him. (73)







Thus, with the help of a sore throat, Freud was able to turn a single unwanted kiss, forced upon a girl who was fourteen at the time, into the displaced, vampirelike oral obsession of a young woman for her father. Freud’s own erotic fantasies about Dora led him to assume that no male could possibly give Dora a kiss without experiencing a dramatic erection. But Herr K.’s phallus probably loomed much larger in Freud’s mind than it ever did in Dora’s. He jealously imagined that he too must be the focus of such oral desires on Dora’s part—was he not also one of Dora’s father substitutes? Thus Freud had already decided what he could have expected from Dora had he “allowed her” to project her desire for her father onto him. The sex-crazed oral demons awakened in this young woman would have moved in to vampirize him.




But the remedy he imagined Dora to be seeking for her dry throat obviously frightened him on an intellectual level, no matter how appealing it might have seemed to him as an erotic fantasy A predator in the making such as Dora must therefore be given a still more complex motivation to make her depredations less seductive to her analyst. Consequently Freud, once more the consummate man of his time, established a specific analogy between semen and wealth as the locus of transference for Dora’s suppressed oral desires. Dora believed, he reported, that Frau K.’s interest in her father was motivated by his being “a man of means.” But Dora also knew that her father was “a man of no means,” that he was impotent. Indeed, it had been Freud’s knowledge of this fact that had led him to speculate that Frau K. and Dora’s mother had resorted to fellatio to insure the continued quasi-economic depletion of their prey. Freud’s intimation was that Dora was jealous of the two older women because they were “spending” the seminal inheritance she had determined to be rightfully hers.




The turn of the century’s insistence on drawing analogies between semen storage and earning power made it inevitable that the economics of sexual spending should remind Freud of boxes, jewelry, and deposits. Thus Freud’s discovery that Dora knew “that during the act of copulation the man presented the woman with something liquid in the form of drops” (109) led him to conclude that the young woman had intuitively established a homology between these “drops” of semen and a set of pearl-drop earrings characteristic of “the jewellery [Schmuck] that Dora’s mother wanted to have.” In one of Dora’s recurrent dreams, a jewelry case of her mother’s had figured prominently. Freud saw this as a clear indication of Dora’s jealousy for her mother’s “semen gathering” abilities. Dora had said, he reported, that her mother was “very fond of jewellery and had had a lot given her by father.” (86) Indeed, her father had obviously been so liberal in his expenditures on jewelry (in symbolic terms, his expenditure of the pearl drops her mother craved) that, in line with the sex-economic laws of early-twentieth-century medicine, he had become impotent in the process. Dora, meanwhile, Freud intimated, was painfully aware that her own “jewel-case” was still empty: “Is not ‘jewel-case’ [Schmuckkästchen] a term commonly used to describe female genitals that are immaculate and intact?” (109–10)




Whether or not Freud’s analysis of Dora has any continuing psychoanalytic value need not concern us here. But his delineation of her case unquestionably remains invaluable as a direct expression of the symbolic importance given by him and his contemporaries to the parallelism between “treasure”—jewelry, wealth, gold, money—and semen. No one at all familiar with contemporary slang needs to be reminded of the continued widespread currency of derogatory male references to a woman’s “box,” a lingering misogynistic reference to the dangerous “jewel-drop’’-gathering capacity she exhibited to the males of the turn of the century.




But to understand Freud’s motives for his jewel-box analysis, we need to analyze the analyst still further. His account of the nature of Dora’s “repressed desires” was obviously influenced by the fact that he felt strongly attracted to her. Freud saw Dora as “in the first bloom of youth—a girl of intelligent and engaging looks.” Having already determined that young girls were destined to lock their sights onto their fathers upon their sexual awakening at puberty, it became easy for Freud to make himself Dora’s object of desire by suggesting that through the process of transference he “was replacing her father in her imagination.” (140) But actually it was Freud who had unconsciously wished that transference into being. Even from his own account it becomes clear that Dora never exhibited any active interest in him.




But upon determining, just as Augustus Gardner would have, that Dora’s “hysteria” had found its origin in the fact “that she had masturbated in childhood,” Freud’s own erotic imagination shifted into overdrive. Here was a brazen “sexual woman” in the bud—and a very attractive one at that! Surely she must be casting her erotic spermatophagic antennae about for the nearest wood-louse to land upon! Herr K.’s kiss, “against whose seductive influence the little ‘suck-a-thumbs’ had defended herself at the time by the feeling of disgust,” had done its work: the vampire in Dora had come forward. Herr K., whose ostentatious display of affection had presumably caused Dora to choose him as her first erotic father substitute, was a smoker. Lascivious “suck-a-thumbs” Dora had intuited the oral-phallic potency of cigars as symbols of masculinity, particularly after she had felt the importunate pressure of his nether cigar against her body when she was fourteen. The inference, Freud thought, was obvious: “Since I am a smoker too—I came to the conclusion that the idea had probably occurred to her one day during a sitting that she would like to have a kiss from me.” (92) No doubt one of those euphemistic, all-encompassing, turn-of-the-century kisses. After all, how could this attractive young woman whose vampire proclivities already had been unleashed not lust after him, the internationally celebrated analyst? Was there anyone with a more capacious spermatophoric cranium? Clearly it pleased Freud’s ego mightily to have come to the realization that Dora must have been driven to distraction by thoughts of the size of his own cigar.




But a wealth of fears must also have come over this man who, prodded by the sadomasochistic preoccupations of his contemporaries, was soon to determine that the death instinct and the pleasure principle were coextensive. The cave of earthly delights was also a sinkhole of intellectual and economic degeneration. Dora’s syphilitic father was a prime example of the debilitating effects of uncontrolled spermletting. And now Dora seemed to want Freud to take the role of her dad. No one knew better than he that syphilis rotted the brain. Freud’s brain was his capital. He must overcome the disturbing attraction he felt within himself for this remarkable, worldly-wise, far-too-attractive young woman, if only to protect his financial potency. But he needed to do so without damaging his ego. He must make Dora take the blame for his lust. What better way to do this than to prove that she was no more than an instinctual spermatophage? Freud’s elaborate exposition of Dora’s need to fill her empty jewel box with pearl drops was the result.




Dora, was, by Freud’s own admission, a particularly inteUigent and sensible young woman. She probably soon caught the drift of her analyst s fevered erotic fantasies concerning her imagined proclivity for oral depredation and therefore wisely decided to break off the “treatment.” Deeply hurt by his imagined sexual vampire’s lack of interest in his seminal pulchritude, Freud reacted to her decision with the emotional despondency of a jilted lover. The language with which he described the event betrays his state of mind. It is couched in all the melodrama of popular fiction: “She said good-bye to me very warmly, with the heartiest wishes for the New Year, and—came no more.” The “most evil” of the “half-tamed demons” within her had driven her to this “act of vengeance.” He had lost her because he had not given her the erotic satisfaction she needed: “Might I perhaps have kept the girl under my treatment,” Freud wondered, “if I ... had shown a warm personal interest in her ... ?” He had been too dignified in his approaches, he concluded.




Thus what happened became all Dora’s fault. There was something mean, something unnatural in her, he decided, that had made her take her revenge on him. She was a cheap young thing who had confused her lust for pearl drops with a yearning for real pearls. Dora’s decision to break off the analysis, he speculated vaguely, “had to do with money.” (141) Did he think she thought he was “cheap”? For, like her father, he had withheld his treasure from her, the pearl drops she so desperately wanted. His tightness, his apparent lack of material wealth, had driven her into a hysterical state of deprivation, into the sort of infantile, vengeful tantrum women were prone to if they were denied what they wanted most from a man. Ultimately Freud took his own emotional revenge on this intelligent young woman who had rejected him, by writing and publishing his “dispassionate scientific case-study” of her “classic” case of feminine “hysteria,” thus proving to his own satisfaction that he had been blameless in the affair.




Freud’s exposition of his assumptions in the Dora case highlights the complex confluence and confusion of the issues of money, intellect, and seminal potency in the thinking of early-twentieth-century intellectuals. Since nature had made it impossible for a woman not to covet a man’s semen, all women were clearly “jewel-gathering” vampires, intent upon syphoning off not only the vital essence of a man’s being but also his intellect and his wealth.




In Freud’s mind, therefore, Dora’s imagined depredations quite specifically came to have a “vampire” motive. Her “hysteria” was clearly a result of her personal (ontogenetic) revolt against her normal existential fate, and indicative of her desire to revert to the human species’ phylogenetic stage of primitive bisexual promiscuity—a desire that had manifested itself first in her habit of masturbation. Until that point, she had been able to keep up with her brother in her studies. This was normal, since prepubertal male and female children were, ontogenetically, still in the bisexual, preevolutionary stage of human development. The dimorphic physiopsychic divergence of males and females into warring species began in earnest only at the onset of puberty. But at this point Dora’s masturbatory habits had begun to take their toll by commandeering whatever vital essence her reproductive system might otherwise have been able to contribute to her development into a properly acculturated woman:






It was as though she had been a boy up till that moment and had then become girlish for the first time. She had in truth been a wild creature; but after the “asthma” she became quiet and well-behaved. That illness formed the boundary between two phases of her sexual life, of which the first was masculine in character, and the second feminine. (101)







Freuds insistence on putting quotation marks around the word “asthma” proves that he was certain the illness was more a matter of Dora losing “vital essence” as a result of her “masculine” behavior than a case of “real” illness. Dora’s fascination with gathering metaphoric jewels for her still-empty box, too, was an instinctive attempt on her part to regain the “boyish” health, the “life-force,” she had lost when her masturbatory habits had driven her into feminine invalidism. Dora, Freud maintained, had made an analogy between her father’s habit of spending money on Frau K. and the latter’s seminal depredations:






There could be no doubt that she had taken money from him, for she spent more than she could possibly have afforded out of her own purse or her husband’s.... And, while previously Frau K. had been an invalid and had even been obliged to spend months in a sanatorium for nervous disorders because she had been unable to walk, she had now become a healthy and lively woman. (49)







Thus, clearly, Frau K. had benefited in both a financial and a physical fashion from her liaison with Dora’s father. Freud’s implication was that Dora realized that her father was giving the precious pearl drops of his vitality to Frau K., and that the latter had regained her health by depredating his lifeblood. Dora, despising the “normal” stage of feminine invalidism the hysteria of her pubertal years had imposed on her, had decided to go in search of the lost “masculinity,” the prepubertal health, of her childhood by finding a seminal victim of her own. Hence her presumed oral obsession. Dora was jealous of the wealth/health her father had spent on Frau K., a treasure she felt was rightfully hers. Freud knew perfectly well that Dora’s desire for her father was a stand-in for the hunger she would, in due course, transfer to the lovers of her adult life. Thus Freud saw in her the classic symptoms of a newly sexually awakened young woman in search of an opportunity to fill her empty jewel box. In Dora, through the transference mechanisms of Freud’s imagination, this hunger had been shaped into an oral obsession that had made her into a budding vampire of men’s vital essence in her desire to regain the health and “masculine potential” she had lost during her bouts of adolescent “self-pollution.”




Freud had put himself in the place of Dora’s father—and he was imagining himself in the role of her lover. He desired it and feared it. He feared it because it meant that his own “masculine integrity,” his own seminal potency, was on the line. He might lose what Dora’s father had lost. No wonder, then, that Freud’s analysis of Dora, while purporting to be a cool and scientific account, abounded with self-revelatory “Freudian slips.” At one point, for instance, describing his demanding intellectual sparring with his very intelligent and recalcitrant (hence obviously “masculinized”) young female opponent, Freud remarked, “My powers of interpretation had run dry that day” (76)—not the best choice of words for a dispassionate analyst convinced of the oralvampiric sexual fixation of his client. Who was the “hysteric” and who the analyst here?




As a historical document, Freud’s account of the Dora case is thus a fascinating delineation of the complex but ultimately circular logic that helped turn economic obsessions into evidence of the “economics of sexual spending.” Once the “vital” link between sexuality and “instinctual reversion” had been determined, it became easy to demonstrate woman’s “natural” desire to make the male “spend” the intellect with which he had been entrusted in the service of evolution. Economic forces thus created the period’s politics of gender in direct parallel to the imperialist politics of race.




Freud was, in matters relating to the psychology of sex, unquestionably one of the more enlightened men of his time. If he was willing to accept the semen-brain-weal th equation uncritically in 1905, it cannot be surprising that ideologues such as William Graham Sumner deemed it the main responsibility of every acculturated and evolved modern woman to become as asexual as possible—that she should do everything she could to take men’s minds away from sexual arousal and its attendant dangers of wasteful ejaculation. As the Reverend Hunter had stressed, civilized women must remain sexually invisible. The sinful woman lived in the realm of material things, in the world of the visual, of sight: “Eve’s looking at the forbidden fruit let sin into the world and laid the family of man beneath the curse.... The eye is the inlet of lust and sin, and if you would keep out evil thoughts and cherish good ones you must make a covenant with your eyes that you will not look upon any thing that is immodest or impure.” (189–90)




Thus, in the manly world of turn-of-the-century evolutionary idealism and manifest economic destiny, only sexually invisible virgins and immaculate mothers could have a constructive role to play. But, of course, for every believer in a good woman’s self-effacive abilities, a cynical detractor could be found, ready to point out that evolutionary theory and the physical laws of blood clearly indicated that woman was incapable of significant improvement, and that sex-antagonism between men and women was therefore an unalterable law of nature, making it impossible for woman to be anything but a vampire to man.




Women who had not permitted themselves to be turned into passive-receptive, invisible mother-women were sexual predators by instinct, intent upon depleting men’s economic potency as well as their vitality. The renewed currency of the biblical exhortation to remember that “the blood is the life” sent swarms of predators into the fantasies of most early-twentieth-century males. One of the most striking products of the blood-semen-wealth equation was a story by the American novelist Francis Marion Crawford that actually used the biblical phrase as its title.




First published in the December 16, 1905, issue of Collier^ Magazine, “For the Blood Is the Life” was reprinted in Crawford’s posthumous collection of horror stories, Wandering Ghosts (1911), (167–94) just in time for Theda Bara’s decade. Since then it has become a staple of anthologies dealing with the vampire theme, amply proving its durability as an expression of men’s fear of female sexuality and providing us with an excellent example of the lines of descent through which the scientific and intellectual verities of the years around 1900 precipitated into later pop culture.




During the last two decades of his life, Crawford, who died in 1909, had become one of the most commercially successful novelists writing in English. He was an elegant and facile stylist and a superb storyteller. A friend of international stars such as Sarah Bernhardt and of women of wealth and influence such as Isabella Stewart Gardner, Crawford, who had grown up in Italy, was a prominent member of the international group of literati who helped shape the cultural consciousness of the twentieth century. His writing reflected the most up-to-date aesthetic and social prejudices of the European and American intelligentsia.




Crawford’s narrative unfolds in a strikingly cinematic manner. It existed in and for the world of the senses, and its opening section is a close verbal analogue to Philip Burne-Jones’s painting The Vampire. The painting, in fact, could almost function as a still from the mental movie Crawfords tale conjures in its readers. Like Burne-Jones, Crawford equated sex and violence. His story featured a characteristic early-twentieth-century emphasis on masochistic autoerotic fantasy. Manhood is “wrecked and rescued” in an innocent man s naive encounter with the bloodthirsty depredations of the feminine.




Crawford surrounded his message with the decorous trappings of upper-middle-class morality (a sophisticated narrator, a foreign setting, irony), and the story was published without noticeable public protest on the part of the large middle-class readership of Collier’s, even though it contained at least one dramatically bloody scene. The mass-market “family” magazines of the day were remarkably tolerant of graphic gore in service to the public order. Vampire stories habitually romanticize rape, and, like Freuds Dora (also first published in 1905), Crawfords story was particularly effective in paraphrasing the new, implicitly violent psychology of gender. But as long as the biological findings of the scientists were couched in decent language, the editors of magazines such as Collier’s permitted their authors to venture surprisingly close to explicit forms of sadistic pornography.




The narrator of “For the Blood Is the Life” purports to recount a sequence of events that actually occurred in Calabria. These involved “a wild, good-looking creature called Cristina, who was more like a gipsy than any girl I ever saw about here. She had very red lips and very black eyes, she was built like a greyhound, and had the tongue of the devil.” Alario—a miser who, in time-honored predatory mercantile capitalist fashion, “made his money by selling sham jewelry in South America”—is dying, but he stays alive long enough to arrange a marriage between his son Angelo (“a much better sort than himself”) and “the daughter of the richest man in the village,” a “nice plump little creature, with a fat dowry,” just the sort of acculturated mother-woman a middle-class father would want for his son. Angelo and his betrothed behave as middle-class sons and daughters behave only in the dreams of their parents and in educational narratives: they are happy with the arrangement. Indeed, “the young people were said to be in love with each other.” However, there is danger on the horizon, for Cristina, redlipped, greyhound-shaped, earthy, and working-class, secretly lusts after Angelo.




When Alario dies, a pair of workmen hired to make improvements to the house he lived in—and, Eke Cristina, typical representatives of the untrustworthy “lower” classes—steal “a small but heavy iron-bound box” containing his entire fortune. Angelo, “rather a simple-minded fellow,” is thus shown to be unable to guard his inheritance properly at this crucial juncture.




The workmen dig a deep hole into the ground to hide the box of treasure, and just as they are doing so, hot-blooded Cristina happens to pass by. “She knew them, of course, and they knew her, and understood instantly that they were in her power. There was only one thing to be done for their safety, and they did it. They knocked her on the head, they dug the hole deep, and they buried her quickly with the iron-bound box.”




The introduction of this box cannot help but remind us of Freud s own instructional tale featuring a jewel box and a semen-hungry woman. Thus the fate of Crawford s Dora, the primitive, animal-like, blood-redlipped Cristina, takes on a certain ideological inevitability. Psychosexual analogues must have floated like shadows, Eke the ghost of Cristina herself, through the minds of the story’s original readers. This young woman, buried in the primal earth together with a box containing the entire “worldly savings” of a man who had just spent his very last drop of vital essence, was a thinly veiled personification of feminine sexuality.




Angelo, the virtuous son of the predatory merchant, Crawfords narrator tells us, finds himself alone in more ways than one after the disappearance of his inheritance. “So long as his father had been alive and rich, every girl in the village had been in love with him; but that was all changed now.” Even “the nice plump little creature who was to have been his turned up her nose at him in the most approved fashion.” The blood was the life, but money was just as surely the life of the blood in the eyes of such early-twentieth-century women.




The dead Cristina, buried in an archetypal fertile vaginal “gorge” of the primal earth mother herself, thus became the undead guardian of the stolen jewel box the working-class thieves had left with her and that they, oddly enough, never attempted to reclaim. This latter detail is an easily explainable authorial oversight: Crawford did not need the thieves for his subsequent symbolic narrative development.




Inevitably Cristina, whose only crime had been to be a lusty and hence all too visible working-class woman, now turns into the personification of death itself. She has already metaphorically “absorbed” Alario’s worldly wealth (Angelo s rightful masculine inheritance). Now, returned to ghostly existence, in the womb of the earth and caressed by the light of the moon (the early twentieth century’s preferred symbols of the feminine), she becomes a vampire in earnest who, after having robbed Angelo of his social essence, his money, is about to rob him of his vital essence as well.




In the “lonely twilight hours,” Angelo finds himself drawn to the area “where the narrow path turns down the gorge.” Here he encounters the undead Cristina. Soon, “whenever he went near the gorge after sunset she was already there waiting for him.” At first “he had only been sure of her blood-red mouth, but now each feature grew distinct, and the pale face looked at him with deep and hungry eyes.”




Those eyes, of course, are the doorway into the feminine world of sight. The story’s narrator, in fact, had introduced his tale with an account of a “sighting” of Cristina on her immemorial burial “mound.” Cristina’s ghost could still be seen winding her white arms around those who stood on her earthen mons veneris. This was a characteristic male fantasy image of the period, well illustrated by numerous paintings in which nubile young women desperately cling to the knees of serious men striving for spiritual transcendence. The narrator, too, had stood on Cristina’s mound, and he knew “that those white, misty arms had been round me.” But, being a sturdy member of the evolutionary elite, he had known better than to give in to the enticements: “I had felt the sudden conviction that there was something after all if I would only look behind me. I remembered the strong temptation to look back, a temptation I had resisted as unworthy of a man of sense.” Our narrator, stronger than Lot’s wife, stronger than Orpheus, and stronger than Angelo, was thus able to withstand the lure of sight, and this makes him the right man to caution us about the addictive lure of the vampire’s eye, designed to lead a man “down the gorge out of which the vision rose,” away from masculine spiritual concerns and the judicial conservation of his vitality.




Cristina, Angelo’s Eurydice, is a needy creature: “Her cheeks were not livid like those of the dead, but pale with starvation, with the furious and unappeased physical hunger of her eyes that devoured him. They feasted on his soul and cast a spell over him, and at last they were close to his own and held them.” Cristina has Dora’s disease. Thus Angelo, his eyes caught by the woman’s eyes, the eyes of the vampire, the hypnptic gaze of the phallicized cobra, is drawn into the material world of the maenads, those hungry women who had decapitated and dismembered Orpheus with more enthusiasm than a swarm of praying mantises. In the gorge, on Cristina’s mound (her Wagnerian Venusberg, Angelo gives in to the vampire: “When the moon rose high that night the shadow of that Thing was not alone down there upon the mound.”




Angelo, the decent, formerly wealthy middle-class man, robbed by working-class stiffs of his social essence, his money, can now add “formerly healthy” to his list of losses, for now, in a protracted Liebestod, Cristina deprives him systematically of his blood, his physical strength, and his intellectual essence. “She had him fast now, and he could not escape her, but would come to her every evening at dusk until she had drained him of his last drop of blood.” Cristina is a true entomological specimen—a ruthless spermatophage: “As his blood failed, she grew more hungry and more thirsty every day.” Even the people of the village remark that “he was ‘consuming himself’ for love,” though they are still unaware of the literal truth of their metaphor.




Fortunately Angelo is saved from Orpheus’s fate by another local man, Antonio, who happens along and, looking out “toward the mound,” catches the lustful Cristina at her libations. He runs to the priest and puts in an urgent call for a Bible and some holy water: “ ‘I have seen an evil thing this night,’ he said; ‘I have seen how the dead drink the blood of the living. And the blood is the life.’ ” Sexual women were “undead” emissaries of brute nature, vampires. To save such women from themselves, men must selflessly take on “the white man’s burden” and consent to “kill” them. Their wills must be broken; they must be beaten down by the foot soldiers of the evolutionary elite, tortured mentally and physically like the leprous Silver Man, who dared to pit his native culture against the superior force of the colonial landowner. Like him, the sexual woman must be branded into submission and voiceless compliance. Destroyed, banished beyond the boundaries of pleasure, these formerly undead vampires of sensuous temptation could then safely be reborn into social death as the silent, invisible automatons of an orderly world controlled by cigar-smoking psychoanalysts. The sexual woman could be reclaimed only through the permanent suppression of her lust—she must be taught to fear the phallus: she must be raped with the stake of masculine vengeance.




From Le Fanu’s Carmilla through Bram Stoker’s Dracula to Crawford’s “For the Blood Is the Life,” the ritual execution of female vampires always takes the form of a sadistic rape scene blended into a ritual of symbolic female castration. Carmilla, the earliest among the fin de siecle’s beasts of feminine lust, is, in fact, made to undergo as graphic an analogue to clitoridectomy as the “moral” strictures of the time permitted Le Fanu to depict:






Her eyes were open; no cadaverous smell exhaled from the coffin. The two medical men, one officially present, the other on the part of the promoter of the inquiry, attested the marvellous fact, that there was a faint, but appreciable respiration, and a corresponding action of the heart. The limbs were perfectly flexible, the flesh elastic; and the leaden coffin floated with blood, in which to a depth of seven inches, the body lay immersed. Here then, were all the admitted signs and proofs of vampirism. The body therefore, in accordance with the ancient practice, was raised, and a sharp stake driven through the heart of the vampire, who uttered a piercing shriek at the moment, in all respects such as might escape from a living person in the last agony. Then the head was struck off, and a torrent of blood flowed from the severed neck.







As Freud made clear, the head was the true locus of the vampire’s vagina dentata. Her ritual castration, the excision of her phallic tooth, her clitoridectomy, must therefore take the form of a decapitation.




In Stoker’s Dracula the ritual rape of Lucy, the most infamous childdestroying, polyandrous sexual vampire woman in European history this side of Elizabeth Bathory, the original Transylvanian “blood countess,” took the concerted efforts of all four men who had previously unwittingly sacrificed their precious essence to her lust in the blood transfusions administered by Dr. Van Helsing. Still, Lucy’s actual punishment is—quite appropriately, in Stoker’s carefully structured world of male middle-class British dignity—left to Arthur, the man Lucy had chosen to be her husband and who is therefore forever her master by natural right. Stoker brought a new sadistic lasciviousness to his description of Lucy’s violation:






Arthur took the stake and the hammer, and when once his mind was set on action his hands never trembled nor even quivered. Van Helsing opened his missal and began to read, and Quincey and I followed as well as we could. Arthur placed the point over the heart, and as I looked I could see its dint in the white flesh. Then he struck with all his might.




The Thing in the coffin writhed; and a hideous, bloodcurdling screech came from the opened red lips. The body shook and quivered and twisted in wild contortions; the sharp white teeth champed together till the lips were cut, and the mouth was smeared with a crimson foam. But Arthur never faltered. He looked Eke a figure of Thor as his untrembling arm rose and fell, driving deeper and deeper the mercy-bearing stake, whilst the blood from the pierced heart welled and spurted up around it. His face was set, and high duty seemed to shine through it; the sight of it gave us courage so that our voices seemed to ring through the little vault.




And then the writhing and quivering of the body became less, and the teeth seemed to champ, and the face to quiver. Finally it lay still. The terrible task was over.







For Stoker, this description was obviously a source of great erotic satisfaction. The account outlines an orgasmic experience of masculine self-assertion that reaches its climax with the woman’s final submission to the force of the avenging phallus. Yet we are to believe that arousal had nothing to do with it: “high duty” was these men’s motive, Stoker hastened to assure his readers, an exorcism of the foul energies of feminine sexuality. And indeed, once the therapeutic rape has been completed, Lucy gains new status as a proper woman: a woman dead to her senses. “No longer,” asserts Van Helsing, self-professed “student of the brain” and follower of “the great Charcot,” is Lucy “the devil’s UnDead. She is God’s true dead, whose soul is with Him!” Arthur—Thor himself, the Aryan god of thunder—has liberated the tree of life from its sexual parasite. The four men’s stern punishment of sensual Lucy, the undead, has proved sufficient as an exorcism, and Lucy has achieved the nirvana of feminine virtue, for she is now stone dead. Although the masculine avengers don’t omit the subsequent beheading, the reader is told about this secondary “clitoridectomy” only in passing, as if it were a matter of course: “Then we cut off the head and filled the mouth with garlic.” (222–3) Thus, unlike Carmilla, whose symbolic castration became the central event, Lucy is brought to order by the avenging rapist’s virtuous assertion of his phallic superiority over the material lusts of his victim.




Crawford’s narrative, though clearly influenced by both Le Fanu and Stoker, brings a new twist to this last part of the “conversion” ritual used to subdue the vampire of feminine lust. Crawford transforms the ritual from a decapitation scene into a form of sexual assault that calls up odd symbolic echoes of a hysterectomy. He insisted upon the complete excision of the sexual womans jewel-box, the removal of the very source of her deadly fertility and of her ability to “steal away” the evolutionary stability of middle-class economic continence. Thus, in a desperate effort to save the moribund Angelo, Antonio takes on the task of eradicating Cristinas “deep, dead eyes that saw in spite of death,” her “parted lips redder than Efe itself,” and her “gleaming teeth on which glistened a rosy drop.” To destroy the sexual woman, to rape and neutralize “that Thing which is neither alive nor dead, that Thing that will abide neither above ground nor in the grave,” Antonio must descend into the earth itself, into the primal mother’s destroying womb—a realm into which the celibate priest cannot follow him:






Antonio had brought something with him which the priest had not noticed. He had made it that afternoon—a sharp stake shaped from a piece of tough old driftwood. He had it with him now, and he had his heavy pick, and he had taken the lantern down into the grave. I don’t think any power on earth could make him speak of what happened then, and the old priest was too frightened to look in. He says he heard Antonio breathing like a wild beast, and moving as if he were fighting with something almost as strong as himself; and he heard an evil sound also, with blows, as of something violently driven through flesh and bone; and then the most awful sound of all—a womans shriek, the unearthly scream of a woman neither dead nor alive, but buried deep for many days. And he, the poor old priest, could only rock himself as he knelt there in the sand, crying aloud his prayers and exorcisms to drown these dreadful sounds. Then suddenly a small iron-bound chest was thrown up and rolled over against the old man’s knee, and in a moment more Antonio was beside him, his face as white as tallow in the flickering light of the lantern, shoveling the sand and pebbles into the grave with furious haste, and looking over the edge till the pit was half full; and the priest had said that there was much fresh blood on Antonio’s hands and on his clothes. (192–4)







The iron-bound treasure chest, Cristina’s jewel box, the womb of death, has been cut out of the woman of earth, and its unlawfully buried contents can now be returned to their rightful owner. The predator has been subdued. From now on she can only stretch her yearning white arms toward the evolutionary males who surround her, and impotently paw at them from the denatured mound her feet can no longer leave. Being a man of the people, Antonio could allow himself to edge much closer than Stoker’s Arthur to complete loss of self-control in his therapeutic rape of the sexual vampire. Arthur was the figure of Thor, Wotan’s helpmate in the war against emasculation waged by the Nordic lords of creation. Antonio, the proletarian, is Thor’s trusty servant, the middle-class executioner’s assistant, the man who did the dirty work. We find him “breathing like a wild beast” where Stoker’s middleclass gentleman remained unmoved. Antonio, as a loyal representative of the properly servile “lower orders,” is obviously no stranger to the vile material desires of the sexual woman, and is therefore the right man to defang the vampire and return the jewel box of economic transcendence to its rightful middle-class owner.




It may seem extravagant to suggest that most early vampire narratives were organized around fantasies of middle-class males as “therapeutic” rapists, rightfully reasserting their control over the offending body of the sexual female. But one need only compare the passages quoted here with Stoker’s account of the destruction of the only male vampire of any significance among this brood: Dracula himself. This primitive, medievally hypersexed male, who was patently unable to adjust his erotic hunger to the lofty standards of the European and American middle classes of 1900, must, of course, also be destroyed. He must be prevented from further infecting gullible, though otherwise civilized, females with the virus of his sexuality. But his destruction did not arouse any erotic fervor in Stoker, who was obsessed with maintaining the heterosexual proprieties among his predators. Thus he dispatched Dracula in a few laconic sentences whose clinical efficiency bears little resemblance to the graphic sexual violence with which he and his contemporaries documented the destruction of the vampire woman.




After hundreds of pages devoted to the meticulous documentation of Dracula’s atavistic depredation of Lucy and Mina, and a detailed account of how his civilized opponents chased the monster across continents in dogged pursuit, Stoker’s description of his male master vampire’s final destruction is a distinct anticlimax. We see the event through the eyes of the virtuous Mina: “On the instant, came the sweep and flash of Jonathan’s great knife. I shrieked as I saw it shear through the throat; whilst at the same moment Mr. Morris’s bowie knife plunged into the heart.” Not even a stake symbolizing the avenging phallus is necessary to secure Draculas demise. His executioners, after all, were dignified heterosexual males. Therefore they needed only a few skillfully wielded, manly hunting utensils to dispatch their troublesome opponent. Compared with the lengthy and graphically detailed violence necessary to subdue a female vampire, it was, as Mina indeed emphasizes, a nearly miraculous, and almost clinically antiseptic procedure: “Before our very eyes, and almost in the drawing of a breath, the whole body crumbled into dust and passed from our sight.” (380) That is all we hear about the destruction of the most infamous male vampire of all time. No coffins full of depredated blood, no Thor-like hammer blows, and certainly no elaborate rituals of decapitation. Instead, within seconds, all that is left of Dracula is a handful of dust.




It is, of course, quite obvious that there is a strong element of sexual sadism in all vampire narratives. The standard conventions of the vampire tale as we know it today were established in the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, virtually contemporaneously with Sade’s own narratives. Indeed, that period’s literary environment was rife with material illustrative of Western society’s elaborate psychosexual adjustment to the aggressive rituals of exploitation gradually being institutionalized throughout Europe in conjunction with the ascendancy of the principles of predatory mercantile, and early industrial, capitalism.




But in the late nineteenth century’s focus on the female vampire we find a new component of virulent gender paranoia reflecting the period’s active “scientific” and philosophical endorsement of violent patterns of economic expansion and social inequality. The new availability of inexpensive print and visual media facilitated the immediate dissemination of popular parables reflecting the ideologues’ equation of intellect with manhood, manhood with evolutionary dominance, evolutionary dominance with wealth, and wealth with intellect. Thus the early twentieth century came to codify the violent forms of gender hostility on which most sexual relationships are based even today as psychosocial laws of “nature.”




Our society still tends to equate wealth with intellectual achievement, a direct legacy of the years around 1900, when readers were assaulted by a bewildering barrage of sociological, biological, anthropological, and psychoanalytic treatises—all, of course, equally “value-free” and scientific in focus—admonishing the middle-class male to face up to an ever expanding group of equations linking economics and sexuality.




The theory of evolution had demonstrated once and for all that the Western white male, and specifically the Aryan, was at the summit of creation. His outstanding intellectual achievements and his ability to build commercial empires proved it. Hence he had a right to rule the many races who were less evolved—those benighted creatures, “half devil and half child,” who could not be trusted to keep their sexual impulses in check, and who were therefore the white man’s burden.




Extravagant fantasies about the genital “hypertrophy” of the “lower races” had been cultivated by numerous suggestive “anthropological” descriptions, which were meant to convince the “evolved races” that their presumably much more minimal genital endowment was a laudable by-product of their lofty intellectual status. Mantegazza’s remarks were typical in this respect:






Observations as yet are very scarce with regard to the varying forms and dimensions of the sexual organs in the various races; but it has been proved that negroes as a general rule have a virile member much larger than that of other peoples; and I myself, while practicing medicine for a number of years in South America, have been able to verify this fact with my own eyes. Corresponding to this greater size of the male’s genitals, the vagina in negresses is likewise unusually large. Falkenstein found the negroes of Loango to have a very large penis, their women finding little satisfaction in embracing a European, because of the annoying small size of our implement. (41)







Such information probably served to bring a minor measure of relief from performance anxiety to the leaders of the Aryan advance, by showing that brain and reproductive brawn were inversely proportioned. Indeed, during the 1930s the artists of the Third Reich, mindful of the racial implications of genital size, almost invariably took great care to show that the master race was, at least in this respect, extremely modestly endowed. But ideas concerning the formidable negative female sexual capacitance of the “lower races” probably also caused these weary warriors to have fearful early intimations of the Attack of the Fifty-foot Woman.




If an outstanding intellect was the result of seminal continence and a prerequisite to the attainment of wealth, then a man’s drops of semen must indeed be regarded as his “jewels.” Properly invested, this “seed-money” must therefore inevitably lead to wealth and a position among the vanguard of the evolutionary elite. “Money begets money” Daniel Defoe had declared almost two centuries earlier. Now science had shown that this was not just a metaphor but sound medical fact.




The main obstacle to the male’s ascension was woman. Dora. Pan’s Dora. Pandora’s box was the primitive source not only of life but also of man’s mortality. Woman was the primal earth from which every man came and into which he must return. Cristina’s mound was the prehistoric lair of the serpent of primal chaos, the coffin into which the woman-vampire gathered the blood of living men: primal woman was the heart of darkness, Africa.
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IV. A Congo Song in the Heart of Darkness: The Vampire-woman’s African Genesis






“She walked with measured steps, draped in striped and fringed cloths, treading the earth proudly, with a slight jingle and flash of barbarous ornaments. She carried her head high; her hair was done in the shape of a helmet; she had brass leggings to the knees, brass wire gauntlets to the elbow, a crimson spot on her tawny cheek, innumerable necklaces of glass beads on her neck; bizarre things, charms, gifts of witch-men, that hung about her, glittered and trembled at every step. She must have had the value of several elephant tusks upon her. She was savage and superb, wild-eyed and magnificent; there was something ominous and stately in her deliberate progress. And in the hush that had fallen suddenly upon the whole sorrowful land, the immense wilderness, the colossal body of the fecund and mysterious life seemed to look at her, pensive, as though it had been looking at the image of its own tenebrous and passionate soul.” (100–101)







Never before had there been a praying-mantis woman quite Eke this, complete with stalklike ornaments, an annelid’s body rings along her extremities, and the glittering surfaces of a horned coleopteron’s casings. Still, this is neither a fragment of a lost Tarzan novel, nor yet another scene from /I Fool There Was. Instead, it is a key passage from Joseph Conrad’s Heart of Darkness (serialized 1899; published 1902). Woman and brute nature were one, Conrad was saying; Africa’s teeming fecundity found in woman its mirror image. The celebrated novelist’s totemic African woman was a characteristic entry among the host of primal females produced by the writers of the Age of Imperialism. In She (1887), for instance, H. Rider Haggard’s She Who Must Be Obeyed is “a tall and lovely woman, instinct with beauty in every part, and also with a certain snake-like grace which heretofore I had never seen anything to equal. When she moved a hand or foot her entire frame seemed to undulate, and the neck did not bend, it curved.” (149) And later: “This woman had confounded and almost destroyed my moral sense, as indeed she must confound all who looked upon her superhuman loveliness.” (239)




In Tarzan and the Jewels of Opar (1916), Edgar Rice Burroughs’s La is a thinly disguised, linguistically Frenchified “She” who is the “Queen and High Priestess of the degraded remnants of the oldest civilization upon earth,” an “almost naked woman, beautiful beyond compare.” (64—5) Nemone, another predatory white African queen, whose carnal desires loom large in Tarzan and the City of Gold (1933), has a figure that “required no embellishments other than those with which nature had endowed it.” She wears clothing only to emphasize her role as a missing link, biologically poised between bestiality and civilization:






A girdle about her hips was of gold mesh. It supported another ivory triangle the slender apex of which curved slightly inward between her legs and also her scant skirt of black monkey hair that fell barely to her knees, conforming perfectly to the contours of her body.... Her movements seemed to Tarzan a combination of the seductive languor of the sensualist and the sinuous grace and savage alertness of the tigress. (66—7)







These irresistible women with simian wombs proliferated during the early decades of this century. Like a debilitating virus poised to eat through the carefully contained muscle and blood of the Aryan elite, the sexual woman’s all too enticing image fanned out through the fantasies of numerous generations of adolescent boys. She was always an intolerably ambiguous and endlessly treacherous creature (Haggard’s She was both “wisdom’s daughter” and a deadly serpent, and Burroughs’s La was “at once a virgin and a wanton”). These African queens were to have an indelible impact on the twentieth-century white male’s erotic imagination. They still make their appearance in costumes, appetites, and entomological undress often directly inspired by Conrad, Haggard, and their contemporaries. The simian womb’s repellent attraction was calculated to confuse and terrify the budding spermatophores of Western Europe and the United States, who frequently received their first intimations of nature’s deadly mating dance from these sources. No wonder they looked around their neighborhoods and found a new brood of evil sisters where the spirited tomboys of their childhood used to play.




In this manner early-twentieth-century culture attempted to neutralize the dangerous erotic appeal of intelligent women who were self-reliant and sexually assertive—women like Freud’s Dora, who had made a conscious effort to break out of the prison of passive domesticity envisioned for them by theorists such as Spencer and Sumner. Strong women came to be seen as “regressive bisexuals,” holdovers from the era of “woman-rule,” who sought to reverse the divergent evolutionary patterns of men and women. Today these images are frequently presented as clear proof of the existence of inalterable psychological states, of “archetypal” masculine responses to women’s “sexual nature.” The social scientists’ prejudicial manipulation of the theory of dimorphic gender evolution thus became fodder for those who, even today, would convince us that men are from Mars and women from Venus.




Emile Durkheim, one of the giants of early-twentieth-century sociology, whose writings continue to carry substantial authority among academics, wrote his influential study The Division of Labor in Society (1893) essentially as a meditation on the theory of dimorphic gender evolution. This principle was the “ur-example” of all forms of specialization, he contended: “The sexual division of labor is the source of conjugal solidarity, and that is why psychologists have very justly seen in the separation of the sexes an event of tremendous importance in the evolution of emotions.” (56) Ultimately Durkheim concluded that the division of labor presented not only “the character by which we have defined morality; it more and more tends to become the essential condition of social solidarity.” (400)




Each further advance in the division of sexual labor was for Durkheim a significant event in the evolution of humanity. He marshaled the fin de siecle’s usual evidences to show that women with “masculine” capabilities were “regressive”:






The woman of past days was not at all the weak creature that she has become with the progress of morality. Prehistoric bones show that the difference between the strength of man and of woman was relatively much smaller than it is today. Even now, during infancy and until puberty, the development of the two sexes does not differ in any appreciable way: the characteristics are quite feminine.







The progressive accentuation of sexual differentiation at puberty reflected the achievements of evolutionary specialization in the human species: the individual’s development, his ontogeny, thus truly came to recapitulate the phylogenetic history of masculinity’s brave escape from the homogeneous bog of primal femininity:






If one admits that the development of the individual reproduces in its course that of the species, one may conjecture that the same homogeneity was found at the beginning of human evolution, and see in the female form the aboriginal image of what was the one and only type from which the masculine variety slowly detached itself. Travelers report, moreover, that in certain tribes of South America, man and woman, in structure and general appearance, present a similarity which is far greater than is seen elsewhere.







Getting down to phrenological brass tacks, Durkheim quoted the famous sociologist and brain-weight enthusiast Gustave Le Bon:






The volume of the crania of man and woman, even when we compare subjects of equal age, of equal height and equal weight, show considerable differences in favor of the man, and this inequality grows proportionately with civilization, so that from the point of view of the mass of the brain, and correspondingly of intelligence, woman tends more and more to be differentiated from the male sex.







Durkheim extrapolated from all this that “the state of marriage in societies where the two sexes are only weakly differentiated thus evinces conjugal solidarity which is itself very weak.” The twentieth century was about to enter center stage intoning a Wagnerian leitmotif of dimorphic divergence:






Long ago, woman retired from warfare and public affairs, and consecrated her entire life to her family. Since then, her role has become even more specialized. Today, among cultivated people, the woman leads a completely different existence from that of the man. One might say that the two great functions of the psychic life are thus dissociated, that one of the sexes takes care of the affective functions and the other of intellectual functions.







Thus “the sexual division of labor” would lead to new forms of “conjugal solidarity” based on the progressive retreat of the feminine gender from all forms of intellectual endeavor. Durkheim maintained that Le Bon’s discoveries had proved that






with the progress of civilization the brain of the two sexes differentiates itself more and more. According to this observer, this progressive chart would be due both to the considerable development of masculine crania and to a stationary or even regressive state of female crania. “Thus,” he says, “though the average cranium of Parisian men ranks among the greatest known crania, the average of Parisian women ranks among the smallest observed, even below the crania of the Chinese, and hardly above those of the women of New Caledonia.” (56—61)







Clearly large oaks of social theory from tiny pseudoscientific acorns grow, as long as they are appositely prejudicial. Le Bon’s and Durkheim’s celebration of the highly civilized Parisian woman’s shrinking brainpower was matched by similar passages in the writings of most of the prominent social scientists of the early twentieth century. Time and again they sang the praises of “highly evolved” females whose childlike mental incapacities demonstrated the advanced level of their dimorphic evolutionary development, and they concluded that “masculinism” in a woman could only be indicative of her reversion to primitivism, to the “bisexual” origins of mankind. Uncritical acceptance of the idea systems of social scientists such as Durkheim is likely to perpetuate the prejudicial concepts of gender on which those idea systems were built.




In The Female Offender (1893) Cesare Lombroso, the period’s undisputed leader in phrenological research, had stressed that in a woman intellectual activity was a sign of criminal abnormality, of degenerate reversion to an earlier stage of human evolutionary development. Such women had remained caught in the near-bestial preevolutionary stage of the “lower orders” of contemporary humanity. “The criminal being only a reversion to the primitive type of his species, the female criminal necessarily offers the two most salient characteristics of primordial woman, namely, precocity and a minor degree of differentiation from the male.”




In fact, the more physically beautiful the woman, the more primitive her impulses were likely to be. “The very precocity of prostitutes— the precocity which increases their apparent beauty—is primarily attributable to atavism.” Nature’s primary purpose for this beauty was to lure the human spermatophore back into the jaws of death. Hence sexuality was the source of “the virility underlying the female criminal type.” To avoid the vagina dentata of nature, therefore, what civilized men should “look for most in the female is femininity.” Men attracted to the quasi-virile beauty of women driven by strong sexual appetites ought to realize “that virility was one of the special features of the savage women.” (112—13) Publishers of science-fiction materials as well as advertisers still pay constant tribute to Lombroso’s theories.




The Female Offender had been the joint effort of Lombroso and his disciple, the historian Guglielmo Ferrero, who had married the criminologist’s daughter, Gina Lombroso-Ferrero, M.D. The latter must have felt the weight of dimorphic gender evolution upon her shoulders as the female link between two such illustrious masculine minds. She therefore elaborated on the issues raised by her mentors in a book called The Soul of Woman, published in an English translation in 1923. This book, like numerous comparable ones published by women intellectuals during the early decades of this century, took the form of a handbook for other women on how to fit into the brave new world of dimorphic gender evolution. In the process she developed a theory still popular today among “femininist” feminists. It was not that “normal” modern women should aspire to having no intelligence at all, Lombroso-Ferrero suggested; it was just that female intelligence was fundamentally different from that of men. Woman’s was guided by her reproductive function, for “maternity gives to woman’s mind an imprint of altruism that colors her whole Efe. It marks her mind as well as her heart with a distinctive stamp.”




“This instinct,” she insisted, “is what makes woman’s intelligence so keen in regard to everything that touches on the real, living and concrete world, so languid and capricious in regard to everything theoretical or general. The real world is the object of her passion; the theoretical world does not interest her.” (114) Women who tried to do a man’s job or think a man’s thoughts would lose their “superior” position among the highest specimens of civilization: “In trying to imitate man, woman is denaturing herself and has retrograded considerably.” (179)




During the early years of this century, women who—like the physician Gina Lombroso-Ferrero—found themselves doing “a man’s job” often seemed intent upon doing penance for their own “aberrant” behavior by championing the cause of dimorphic gender evolution even more vociferously than their male colleagues. Beginning in the 1890s, for instance, Arabella Kenealy, a prominent British health professional, published a steady stream of essays railing against what she saw as modern woman’s regressive tendency to engage in the pursuit of masculine concerns. In 1920 she summed up her position in Feminism and SexExtinction, a book designed to strike fear into the hearts of all gender benders.




To Kenealy, as to Durkheim, sexual dimorphism was the basis for all further evolution. Those who wanted to turn back this tide were female freaks. “Feminism,” she declared with finality, “is Masculinism.” The “development in woman, of male characteristics, as shall equip her to compete with the male in every department of life; academic, athletic, professional, political, industrial,” would be the death of humanity, nullifying “all that civilisation has secured.” Such masculinized women would “transform the impulse of Progress into one of Decadence.” The greatest achievement of human evolution had been to widen the differences between men and women in an exponential fashion, so that today they were “constituted wholly different in body, brain and bent.” (v—vi)




Kenealy, like Remy de Gourmont and virtually all other early-twentieth-century intellectuals, had become obsessed with the Darwinian revelation that the most primitive living organisms had been “bisexual” in the sense that they had contained within themselves both “male” and “female” generative functions. During the early years of this century, elaborate philosophical and psychological theories were constructed on the assumption that “residues” of this primitive bisexuality still manifested themselves in the contemporary psyche in the form of “degenerate” atavistic recurrences. When, in 1903, Otto Weininger, in his Sex and Character, argued that even in the modern world sexual differentiation was still incomplete, and that vestiges of primitive bisexuality existed to a greater or lesser degree in every human being, he even sparked a heated round of bickering between Freud and Wilhelm Fliess. Letters in their published correspondence document that Fliess believed Weininger had stolen this “intellectual property” from him. Freud hinted that this “property” was common to most of the scientists of their time. Weininger, he pointed out, “could have gotten the idea of bisexuality elsewhere, because it has figured in the literature for some time,” and he readily admitted that in his own practice, the topic of residual bisexuality and its effect on the average person came up “in every treatment.” (463–4)




The fuss the intellectuals of the day made over the human species’s potential to “revert” to earlier stages of its development, as Darwin had suggested, inevitably led to fantasies about humanity’s capacity to revert to its bisexual origins. These would-be scientific, tendentiously alarmist reversion theories had an indelible impact on the direction of twentieth-century thought. Very few had anything positive to say about the “primitive remnants” of the opposite gender that might still linger in the modern individual. “Masculinism” was almost invariably seen as the mark of the beast in women, and so was any sign of “effeminacy” in men. The resulting biological, psychoanalytical, and philosophical schemes to extirpate such presumed remnants from the social, cultural, and psychosexual structure of humanity have shaped most of our present ideas about the social function of gender.




The dynamics underlying twentieth-century theories of gender difference cannot be understood properly within their historical context unless we acknowledge that the ideas promulgated by figures such as Weininger and Kenealy, no matter how obscure their names may seem to us today, are still the bedrock of our own sense of sexual identity. When Arabella Kenealy contended that feminism, or as she put it, feminine “masculinism,” undermined Western civilization’s “all-important racial purpose of creating ever higher and more potent living species,” (14) she was not voicing a fanatic’s obsession, but an idea central to the mainstream of then-current thought. This idea is still in constant dialogue with our imagination, for the imagery derived from it gives form to much of the early twentieth century’s cultural production—and, as we shall see, particularly to many of the works still used to teach schoolchildren and college students “fundamental truths” about “human nature.”




Kenealy’s delineation of dimorphic gender evolution and the primitive impulse behind feminine “masculinism” usefully summarizes the commonplaces of this theory Her remarks also reveal the ideological parallelism of its racist and sexist components. Though she certainly was not a household name even during her lifetime, her book remains invaluable as a compendium of the household thoughts of early-
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The Hell of “feminine masculinism” documented by one of the periods principal students of woman s reversive phallicism




twentieth-century science. “The differentiation and intensification of Sex-characteristics” had been “the main feature in Human advance,” the result of






centuries of increasing differentiation and intensification of two opposite orders of impulse and faculty.




In savages and in all the less civilized races, the personal and temperamental differences between the sexes are but slight, and last for no longer than a few years of life. As with other faculties, Sex-differentiations become ever further intensified and more complexly defined as development rises in the scale. Man becomes more man, Woman more woman.







This development was far more notable “in the higher races and organisms.” Kenealy saw it as indicative of the “degeneration of tissue which sets in with on-coming age” that even in civilized society “the old man becomes womanish, the old woman mannish.”




Kenealy, the woman (like Weininger, the Jew, who had committed suicide, Freud speculated, “out of fear of his criminal nature”—that is, out of fear of the “feminine” within himself), went to incalculable lengths to denigrate her own kind, so that she might demonstrate her loyalty to her imperial master: the evolutionary Aryan male. “The best types of men differ far more from the best types of women than inferior men and women differ from one another,” she declared, echoing Weininger. Inferior males, and even normal ones “when called upon to exercise for any length of time the functions of a woman,” tended to become “emasculate.” A degenerate male took on typically female characteristics: he “grows soft and sensitive, uncontrolled and emotional, loses energy and initiative; lapses in outlook and temperament from the masculine normal. In abnormal states of physical development, men are puerile or womanish.” Such ideas were the basis for numerous old Hollywood movie caricatures of “colored folk” as squeaky, skittish, hysterical, wide-eyed, uncontrolled, and childish—the “scientific truths” of imperialist evolutionary theory.




Kenealy stressed that “man has, so to speak, a woman concealed in him; woman has a man submerged in her.” However, such residuals needed to be kept under tight control. Like many of her contemporaries she had formulated an animus-anima theory well before Carl Gustav Jung, for although she considered “the emergence in the one sex of the characteristics of the other, when appreciable and permanent, ... abnormal and unpleasing” and “obviously degenerative,” she emphasized that such manifestations, when properly dominated and kept in check by the person s body and mind, could have a positive influence as well:






The woman in man endues him with intuitive apprehension of the Woman-nature; of its needs and modes, its disabilities, its sufferings and aspirations. The man in woman informs her of the intrinsic values of his sterner calibre, and thus lends her patience with his impatiences, moves her tenderness and care for him in his rougher, more arduous lot, wins her admiration of his enterprises and ambitions. Moreover the man in her strengthens and intelligises her mental fibre, stiffens and renders more stable and effective her more pliant will and softer, more delicate aptitudes.







Still, “man is at his best when the woman in him is dominated by his natural virile traits. Woman is at her best when the man in her is sheathed within her native womanliness.” (26–9)




Kenealy s “anticipation” of Jung’s theories was by no means surprising. It is far more surprising that Jung’s notions have managed to maintain their aura of originality for so long. Kenealy, like Jung, merely took her arguments from the dominant trends in early-twentieth-century biomedical theory. In recent years we have been inundated with Jungian animus-anima symbolism designed to make us run with the wolves, beat the drum of manhood, or find the child within. Such projects represent a last-ditch effort by contemporary psychoconservatives to maintain gender-ideological control over the behavior of the men and women of late-twentieth-century society.




Jungian models force their adherents to accept the numerous deliberately prejudicial categories developed by the exponents of turn-of-the-century imperiahst science as expressive of a system of “archetypal,” and hence eternally recurring, human traits. In other words, the pop psychology of today is built on a foundation of biomedical assumptions that have long been transcended by the subsequent discoveries of science itself, but that still dominate the popular imagination in the form of a prejudicial imagery that is in turn used as conclusive evidence for the existence of a static and unchangeable “human nature.”




Kenealy took her cue from Herbert Spencer’s theory that evolution required the development of increasing heterogeneity among human races. She foresaw an “ever closer and more intricate association of the contrary factors of Maleness and Femaleness.” (44–5) Thus, under wary masculine supervision the increasing dimorphic divergence of the sexes would continue, creating separate but equal spheres of influence for the sexes in which white women might breed without distraction while their Anglo-Aryan men could concentrate on the conquest of the universe. Like many of her contemporaries, she based her vision on what she called the “Mendelian factor” in sexual selection.




The Austrian botanist Gregor Johann Mendel (1822—84) had been a pioneer in the creation of hybrid species of plants and had developed a set of “laws” regarding the transmission and subsequent retention in plants of certain hereditary characteristics. His discoveries led to the gene studies of twentieth-century science, as well as to a wide range of racist/sexist speculations by hordes of “Mendelian biologists” who were certain they could identify and classify the biological traits that determined human excellence and inferiority. Today’s genetic researchers often still unquestioningly accept the premises of these early speculators, who based their conception of the fundamental principles of human behavior on the mating habits of spiders, Hee, and weeds. A receptive lay public subsequently helped turn such speculations into the folklore of twentieth-century science. As a result, the bedroom behavior of black widows and praying mantises became the basis for a new mythology of gender and race.




Kenealy, for instance, supported her theories by anthropomorphizing Mendel’s experiments in the hybridization of plants just as Gourmont had tried to “humanize” the behavior of spermatophagous insects. She described how “dwarfish” and “tall” parental couples in the world of plants had shown Mendel how “the Dominant and the Recessive traits of the original parents reappear in the offspring.” Mendel had, sensibly, styled as “dominant” those traits that had recurred in the hybrid and designated as “recessive” the traits that did not recur. However, these “recessive” traits had not been lost, Mendel had argued, they had merely been “submerged” and had been “neither impaired in their values, nor destroyed.” These recessive traits were hibernating, only to reappear in a later generation “under different conditions of mating.” (37)




Monstrous trees grow from small seeds. The concept of atavism, the basis for the late nineteenth century’s justification of all manner of legislation prohibiting “miscegenation,” had found its scientific legitimation in the Austrian botanist’s laws. But Kenealy and many other members of the new Mendelian school of biologists that sprang into being around 1900 also extrapolated a gold mine of other racist and sexist “laws of nature” from his horticultural experiments. Mendel, for instance, had declared that no single “sex-cell” could bear both dominant and recessive traits. For Kenealy the implications of this were simple: the male was aggressive; hence, dominant traits were male traits. Women were passive; hence, recessiveness characterized the feminine. Further human evolution, then, clearly depended on the privileging of male characteristics. Clogging the human system with recessive feminine traits was a surefire step on the road to degeneration. Men could be expected to develop their full evolutionary potential only if women were quarantined in a world of their own, where they could recess to their hearts’ content.




Even so, these dimorphically quarantined women should be required to transmit whatever “dominant” sex cells they had left directly to their male offspring, so that these could become ever more male, leaving the wimpy, still largely recessive, and hence decidedly inferior half-males of the “lower orders” in the dust of carnal desire.




Kenealy s “fully evolved” Anglo-Aryan woman would thus become a completely passive creature, bereft of all “dominant” traits and recessively content to breed. In the lower organisms “the two groups of Traits are but crudely differentiated,” but “progressive evolution” gradually “reveals two contrary trends in physiological and psychical inherences.” (44)




Kenealy clearly favored Joseph Le Conte’s evolutionary literalism. Her arguments, as a result, took on a dramatic sense of urgency. A single generation of recalcitrant females might stop evolution cold in its tracks and send humanity reeling headlong into degeneration. She regarded the feminists of her time as perverse backsliders who sought “a reversion to earlier cruder states” (45) by recultivating the primitive bisexual masculinity they should be happy to have left behind. A truly evolved “girl’s transition to womanhood” should be “one almost entirely of adaptation, physiological and psychical, to the functions of wifehood and child-bearing.” The Anglo-Aryan woman needed to regard herself as a passive tool of nature, characterized only by altruism and a delight in self-sacrifice. (110–11)




Kenealy s remarks about gender difference represent an uncanny anticipation of hip late-twentieth-century left brain/right brain TV talkshow psychobabble:






The left, Female-half of the body, with its allied half-brain, is inhibitive, and engenders the evolution and the preservation, physical and mental, of The Type; sustaining health and vital power by way of the female attributes of rest and conservation. The right, Male half, with its allied half-brain, is executive, and energises the development (Adaptation) of The Type in its relation to Environment, and, disbursing and applying the vital resources, generates and differentiates potential faculty in terms of living function. (57–8)







Women (or men) whose left brain/right brain equilibrium did not get pushed into the appropriate gender-direction during the crucial ontogenetic years of adolescence ended up short-circuited and gender-confused and were therefore pitifully degenerate.




The individual’s vital essence was a complex form of physiologically generated and distributed “electricity,” a certain amount of which was used up in every form of physical or intellectual activity. Women’s wombs were the smithy of future evolutionary advance. Any part of a woman’s allocation of vital essence squandered on activities unrelated to reproduction therefore served to undermine the human species, “to nullify all that civilization has secured, and to transform the impulse of Progress into one of Decadence.” To forestall any backsliding, women must retain as much as possible of their vital energy in its “latent” form and convert it only to its “functioning” state to produce healthy male offspring.




The future of “creative evolution”—Kenealy gratefully acknowledged the French philosopher Henri Bergson s influence on her thinking—was therefore entirely dependent on women s removal from the world of activity, be it physical or intellectual, and their willing cultivation of their “Recessive Wo man-traits.” The more latent vital energy a woman was able to tap during pregnancy, the more strapping, healthy, and creatively evolved her male babies were bound to be. Woman should regard herself as a passive physiological conductor of the superior paternal genes. A woman who engaged in any form of activity, from field sports to running a business to using her brain, wasted the “male-characteristics” within her






at the cost of the masculine potential she bore in trust for male offspring. A woman who wins golf or hockey-matches may be said therefore to energise her muscles with the potential manhood of possible sons. With their potential existence indeed, since over-strenuous pursuits may sterilise women absolutely as regards male ofispring. Thus it is that muscular and otherwise masculine women produce weakling males. (64)







Clearly Hemingway s Marie, who in To Have and Have Not had reassured her husband, Harry Morgan, that he was “such a man” they had only been able to have girls, had been studying the same biological textbooks that had served Arabella Kenealy. For Marie, Hemingway implied, was a little too sexual, a little too “masculine,” to have been able to let her “recessed masculinity” make up for Harry’s retentive tendencies. She had obviously spent the allotment she had been given in her nights of dalliance with her husband, not to mention during her earlier years as a prostitute. After all, a good woman must regard herself only as a safe-deposit box for the masculine “sex-cells,” as Kenealy had stressed: “She holds these powers in trust merely, they are not hers to spend. To expend them is to despoil her sons; to make paupers and bankrupts of them, humanly speaking.” (33)




Kenealy s imagery of deposits, bankruptcy, holding in trust, and spending shows once again how completely the early twentieth century had come to equate human biology, and in particular the politics of gender, with the principles of capitalist economics. She was certain that the “new” women, with their “masculinist” pretensions, would force the world into gender-bankruptcy. Such feminists (“feminine masculinists”) were squandering the potential superpowers of the next generation of evolving males. “By developing into abnormal dominance the male potential in her the mother de-vitalizes sons more than she devitalizes daughters.” Thus “the boy is puny and emasculate because his impoverished maleness is too feeble to dominate the Female traits inherent in him.... The girl is big and crude and masterful because her impoverished Womanliness is inadequate to inhibit and refine her inherent Male traits.”




Masculinized mothers had therefore engendered a generation of evil sisters. “These crude hoyden-sisters of the weakly boys” produced by feminism were precipitating a new spiral of degeneration “by producing an ever increasing number of neurotic, emasculate men and boys.” (77–9)




Strong women, then, engaged in a very real form of “virility vampirism.” They were biological predators, “hoyden-sisters” of the Anglo-Aryan elite, who broke “into the Racial Trust Fund” (289) and betrayed the “altruistic responsibilities of motherhood” to become deep waste pits of misappropriated masculine potential. For every vampire-feminist brought into the world by a sexualized woman, the modern state lost economic ground to the forces of degeneration. These evil creatures, sisters to the predator of /I Fool There Was, made “men the instruments and the victims of their feminine defects.” “Cold-blooded, clever, and emotionless,” they were “sensual in a fashion purely male (in keeping with their other male proclivities),” crude “adventuresses, spies, poisoners, adulteresses, monsters.” (108)




Primitive women had been no better than predatory animals in their refusal to let themselves be consumed: “The tigress is only less fierce, less strong, and less savage than the tiger. Primal woman was only less fierce, less strong, and less savage than the male. It is only, indeed, in the maternal function and relation that the female traits of both tigress and primal woman awake.” (47) The gaping-mouthed predators who invariably accompany the “jungle girls” of pop culture find in remarks such as this their immediate ideological raison d’être. When a woman’s maternal instincts were permitted to remain dormant, when female “egotism” made her compete with men in the realm of sexuality—as she always did in such “primordial” adventure settings until the proper maledominant hero came along to turn her into an adoring mother-to-be—the forces of degeneration were bound to triumph: “Physical passion in woman is derived from the Male-traits in her.” (167) Therefore the more “sexually promiscuous” a woman was, the more she drew from the male. Such a woman appealed only to “effeminate” men. Voicing one of the central clichés of her time, Kenealy insisted that “the province of the male” in reproduction was “but slight and brief” and exacted “so little from him as to interfere not at all with those other masculine activities which are the function of his sex.” (8) However, once a man had been drawn, like Schuyler in d Fool There Was, into the sexual woman’s sphere of influence, he was likely to descend further and further into the maelstrom of “spending.” Thus vampirized, he rapidly became “emasculate.”




The sexual woman thus became the agent of the Anglo-Aryan’s “racial decline,” forcing decent Brits back into the jungle of degeneracy, “to artificial, abnormal and evil conditions of living, environmental and personal.” Hand in hand, effeminate men and mannish women were rushing back into the dark ages of bisexual savagery. They would, in the long run, most likely even return to the primitive habits of spiders and other organisms far down on the evolutionary scale.




For indeed, like Gourmont, Lester Ward, and virtually every other social critic of the early years of this century, Kenealy was obsessed with the primitive “feminism” of the entomological universe: “Insectfemales are seen increasingly to have emancipated themselves from mother-instincts and maternal functions, as regards nurture or affection for their young.” Instead, “reproduction, here in this disintegrating world of Devolution, functions without welding spark, or lighting gleam of parent-altruism.” These hoyden insect females showed “a repulsive rapacity” in their reproductive efforts: “This secured, they straightway sting the craven male to death, or tear him limb from limb and ghoulishly devour him.” (91—2) Kenealy was convinced that the same fate awaited the husbands of human feminists.




Twentieth-century science fiction, as no one familiar with the genre needs to be told, was to make analogous extrapolations its stock-intrade. Jack Williamson’s story “The Wand of Doom” is a nearly perfect example of this dark legacy. Published in the horror fiction pulp magazine Weird Tales in 1932, it is a young man’s fantasy born of the older generation’s “science.” Williamson was twenty-four at the time of its publication. He had grown to adulthood in the Twenties, reading such guidebooks to the psychology of human sexuality as Tarzan of the Apes and the pulp magazine Amazing Stories, as he acknowledged much later in his autobiography, Wonder’s Child (1984). He and Edmond Hamilton, a friend, were to become two of the world’s most widely read writers of science and fantasy fiction during the following two decades. When Williamson wrote his story, the two young men were, by the author’s own admission, “equally ignorant and apprehensive of sex. We seldom talked about women, but [Hamilton] saw them as predators, marriage as a trap into some dull job that would threaten his chosen lifestyle.” (73–4) Williamson’s own point of view was clearly not much different.




Written in patent emulation of the narrative style of Edgar Allan Poe but sprinkled liberally with words and ideas taken from the biologists of the period, “The Wand of Doom” turns the “scientifically grounded” gender theories of the early years of the century into the half-understood fantasies of young men whose heads were filled with contradictory “technical” information about the dichotomous angelvampire nature of the human female.




The story recounts the sad fate of Paul Telfair, appropriately the son of a professor of biology—a geneticist, for Williamson includes much scientific-sounding talk about “the unexplored recesses of the germplasm.” Paul’s father obviously studied the feminine in nature, being a specialist in arachnids. Not surprisingly, Paul grows up with “an obsessive atavistic phobia”: an “unnatural fear of spiders.” This fear is “a racememory of some stark jungle tragedy of the dawn-ages,” inherited from “the things that wallowed and devoured one another in the ooze and slime of the primordial mud-flats where life began.”




Paul has been scarred by memories of the “spiders, tarantulas and scorpions” his father left running about the house. The resulting phobia keeps him “riveted helpless, while the formless, devouring terror from the past wakened in him.” Even so, Paul becomes a scientist himself, with a flair for “electrical research.” But his chances for marital bliss are dashed early. In Poe-like fashion, the love of his teenage years, a perfectly acculturated specimen of the sexless, passive ideal of womanhood, “a frail, lovely girl,” who had become “an invalid before the wedding, died within the year.” Paul is fated to have “hideous dreams of gigantic spiders” instead of finding solace in the arms of a paragon of virtue.




Like every scientist in early-twentieth-century fantasy fiction, he has grandiose dreams, and he sets out to realize them with the help of his brother Verne (as in Jules). In a bayou in Cajun country, they begin to materialize objects created in the human mind. It all has to do with modern electronics: they are tapping into the primeval memory circuits of the human brain. Paul calls the machine they have built for this purpose the “wand of creation.” (Metaphors are everything in fantasy fiction—especially obvious ones.) With his wand Paul can materialize whatever he thinks about: “The mental energy is picked up, amplified, fixated in the form of matter.” Phallic power can go no further: wave your wand and the world appears at your doorstep. Unfortunately nothing is perfect, all wands detumesce—and Paul’s mental realizations disappear as soon as the electrical power is shut off.




But the eternal feminine is about to mount a counterattack against the inventions of science. The primordial swamp and ideal beauty forge an unholy alliance to undermine Paul’s world when he materializes the image of his deceased fiancée with a few bursts of electricity. She is “slender, tall, with pale lovely skin” and “large eyes, limpidly dark.” In addition, she has “dark hair, long, luxuriously heavy.” Paul should have been forewarned about the fickle nature of dark-haired women.




At first the electrically resurrected Elaine seems like a timid young man’s fondest erotic fantasy come true. She is more than happy to let Paul admire “the innocent, burgeoning beauty of her white body.” Grateful for his attention, and “with childish eagerness,” she kisses “his weary face with full, delicate red lips.” All she wants is to “make him happier.” She is a grateful love slave, for she knows that “Paul made me.” In short, she knows that her existence can be revoked at any point by her master.




A habitual sleepwalker, Paul wanders into his laboratory one night, the dutiful Elaine anxiously in tow. Wands of creation, as is common knowledge, tend to be hyperactive during sleep, and Paul’s is no exception. The evidence is in plain sight: Elaine was “breath-taking. Richly curving, erect, white-skinned, her fine body was almost bare. Her abundant hair fell in glistening waves, parted by the soft curves of her white, upturned breasts. Her full red lips were parted a little, and her limpid eyes were filled with anxious concern.” But such erotic electricity sparks dangerous lusts in a young man, and Paul’s wand of creation now becomes nature’s rod of correction.




Elaine’s feet produce “a soft, scratching shuffle upon the rough concrete.” The sound triggers an atavistic nightmare of spiders in Paul’s sleeping head. Elaine changes accordingly:






Her fair body seemed to melt and flow in a shining vortex. It thickened and swelled, and became dark. Her limbs grew long and black, with dreadful swiftness; additional ones were thrust out, like pseudopods. Limbs and body were covered suddenly with a rough black hair. Her head sank, her white teeth became enormous and hideous fangs. Her limpid dark eyes grew scarlet, glowed insanely with implacable evil. With the swiftness of a dream, the innocently lovely woman was transformed into a gigantic tarantula!







Millennia of species evolution fall away as Paul is turned into a common spider-male, a mere menu item to his formerly submissive mate. “The gigantic spider had seized him in its hideous jaws,” and the insect ritual made infamous by the anthropomorphizing biologists Williamson read (or read about) in his teens commences. “Screaming and laughing in the jaws of the monstrous spider,” Paul meets primal masculinity’s archetypal fate: “The great fangs closed with a sickening sound upon his head ... and his shrieks came mercifully no more.”




Williamson’s account of the traumatic sexual initiation of a young scientist of high ideals, a believer in the benefits of creative evolution, is typical of the vast quantities of pulp horror fiction that were produced during the Twenties and Thirties, in direct response to the early-twentieth-century scientists’ many metaphoric tales of sexual terror in the natural world. These accounts of the trials of masculinity in the entomological cosmos were obviously tailor-made to serve as a basis for the development of fantasy fiction.




The scenario of “The Wand of Doom” was repeated over and over again, at various levels of sophistication, in literally thousands of narratives written during the pulp era of American culture until, by midcentury, such fantasies came to be regarded as perfectly idiomatic, “sophisticated” expressions of the “archetypal imagery of the battle of the sexes” embedded in the human collective unconscious, and hence as worthy of serious intellectual attention as Franz Kafka’s The Metamorphosis (itself—though on a rather more elevated level—also a product of the turn of the century’s fascination with entomology). In Une with the new level of psychosocial credence given to humanity’s reversive yearning for insect sexuality, Philip José Farmer’s novella The Lovers caused a sensation of sorts among cognoscenti of science fiction when it was published in 1952 in the pulp magazine Startling Stories.




In Farmer’s narrative, a space-traveling earthling is seduced by a gorgeous woman from the planet Ozagen, who approaches him with an “open proposal—much like that of the Scarlet Woman in the Western Talmud.” (42) He accepts her invitation to sleep with her and falls passionately in love with his seducer. In the long run, however, he learns, to his horror, that she is a shape-shifter, a “mimetic parasite,” part of a breed of all-female “arthropodal insects,” beetles who were clearly odd versions of Haggard s She, for they remained immortal as long as they did not become pregnant. Once fertilized, however, these “pseudowomen” became “womb tombs,” for nature had condemned them to a gruesome fate in pregnancy: they must die in giving birth to (all-female) larvae who survived by eating their mothers’ cocoonlike bodies.




Until that eventuality—which, quite understandably, they studiously avoided—these parasitic female insects, called lalitha, infiltrated humanity to live off the vital energies of (male) human hosts, whom they drove to sexual ecstasy and, by extension, to “war, liquor, depraved religious rites, falling birth rate, graft, corruption,” and ultimately extinction. Moreover, “being always very beautiful, they mated with the most powerful men—the leaders, the rich, the poets, the thinkers. They competed with women and beat them at their own game, hands down, because in the lalitha Nature wrought the complete female.” (59) In 1980, on the cover of a paperback reprint of a longer version of this narrative, Robert Bloch, an even more influential pulpster than Farmer, hailed The Lovers as “the book that turned science fiction around and headed it in the direction of a mature approach to sexual themes.”




To the young men whose minds were filled with fragments of the ideas Gourmont, Ward, Kenealy, and a host of others had constructed in response to the deliberately anthropomorphizing “discoveries” of the biologists, the links between insects, predatory animals, and humans had come to seem all too real. Standardized assumptions about sex as a form of cannibalism, which had been inspired by descriptions of the love life of a variety of predatory insects and animals, were everywhere. An endless procession of gigantic spiders, vampires, cats, tentacled monsters, snake-bedecked women, women with (or better yet, turning into) wolves, black panthers, gorillas, bats, cobras, and whatever other gaping-mouthed predators these youngish men could imagine, were thus to become the most lasting cultural heritage of turn-of-the-century biological “science.”




But most prevalent of all was the ultimate temptress, the bestially beautiful, primitive African queen, who made men lust after her against their better judgment. She held within herself the preevolutionary powers of all the mythical monsters and “lower races” combined, and hence rendered men virtually defenseless against her intemperate depredations. Novelists had come to take the public s awareness of the iconographic details of the evolutionary struggle for granted. They therefore began to produce elaborate “scientific” confrontations between the forces of evolution and degeneration in which they widely exploited the mesmerizing erotic attraction of the ultimate praying mantis, the woman with the African womb. Their narratives of civilization’s struggle against primitivism., of progress against feudalism, of man against woman in the dark continent of the Western racist imagination, virtually always featured at least one of these creatures born of the misalliance between entomology and eros.
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Cover of Amazing Stories, October 1949 The biology of female reversion revealed by the pulps.






Since the middle years of this century, however, cultural critics have progressively forgotten the self-consciously gender-ideological motivations underlying many of these narratives. This has made it possible to read them as exemplary expressions of “universal psychological truths.” A good case in point is Conrads Heart of Darkness. This work’s antifeminine content, so directly characterized by the description of Kurtz’s African demon-woman quoted at the beginning of this chapter, has been largely ignored in favor of “existentialist” interpretations. The narrative has also been cast as an exposé of the evils of colonialism and is widely taught in schools as a moral disquisition on the deformations of humanism by racism. But such messages can be extracted from the book only if we ignore its underlying scenario, which declares in no uncertain terms that the soul of Africa is the soul of woman.




Conrad’s story pits a properly evolved, properly gender-organized, modern, male-dominant civilization against a preevolutionary, femaledominant world of animal passions and brute nature. Kurtz’s overly celebrated last words, “The horror! The horror!” are today habitually read as a weighty reflection upon man’s existential fate. But Conrad meant them to represent no more than Kurtz’s recognition of the appalling depth of his own moral weakness and vice in giving in to the primitive sexual temptations of the Congo.




Conrad’s point of view, moreover, was not only antifeminine but also brutally racist. Speaking through his narrator, Marlow, the author portrayed Africa and the Africans as responsible for the colonialists’ violence toward them, for the land and its people evoked in the emissaries of civilization levels of aggression these highly evolved men thought they had transcended:






“The earth seemed unearthly. We are accustomed to look upon the shackled form of a conquered monster [i.e., a ‘Western’ world ‘tamed’ by evolutionary advance], but there [in Africa]— there you could look at a thing monstrous and free. It was unearthly, and the men were—No, they were not inhuman. Well, you know, that was the worst of it—this suspicion of their not being inhuman. It would come slowly to one. They howled and leaped, and spun, and made horrid faces; but what thrilled you was just the thought of their humanity—like yours—the thought of your remote kinship with this wild and passionate uproar. Ugly. Yes, it was ugly enough; but if you were man enough you would admit to yourself that there was in you just the faintest trace of a response to the terrible frankness of that noise, a dim suspicion of there being a meaning in it which you—you so remote from the night of first ages—could comprehend. And why not? The mind of man is capable of anything—because everything is in it, all the past as well as all the future.” (69)







Marlow here voices the turn-of-the-century evolutionists’ favorite credo: “ontogeny recapitulates phylogeny.” In the unrestrained passions of savages, modern man, though far removed from such bestial temptations, recognized the “primitive childhood” of civilization. But he also saw in their behavior the fearful potential in every person for “reversion” to, or “arrested development” at, this primitive stage. This theme was to be the source of a steady stream of tendentious twentiethcentury narratives featuring a “return to savagery”—works such as William Golding’s Lord of the Flies. Conrad’s story was, like these later narratives, an exposition of the primitivist potential still simmering in the breast of civilized man. It was not a critical exposé of colonialism. Marlow, Conrad’s voice in the narrative, is unabashedly racist in his observations about the “comic” attempts of Africans to adapt to a level of civilization that is far beyond them. About the fireman on his riverboat Marlow says: “to look at him was as edifying as seeing a dog in a parody of breeches and a feather hat, walking on his hind legs.” (70)




Marlow prefers an undiluted confrontation with precivilized “savages” who “still belonged to the beginnings of time—had no inherited experience to teach them, as it were.” (75) These quasi-prehistoric creatures force him to acknowledge the brutal origins of civilized humanity: that “bestial,” preevolutionary, prehuman physiological abandon—that “wild and passionate uproar”—that heart of darkness that, Marlow insists, is the heart of Africa itself.




Conrad established the disparity in evolutionary achievement between the British and the Africans by pointing out that “nineteen hundred years ago” Britain, too, had been a place of darkness. But the Romans, who brought the beginnings of civilization, had been “men enough to face the darkness ... the savagery, the utter savagery,” around them—“all that mysterious life of the wilderness that stirs in the forest, in the jungles, in the hearts of wild men.” (31) Thus nineteen hundred years of evolution, of growth into intellectual manhood, of the suppression of physiological self-indulgence, stood between the British and the Africans.




Conrad clearly saw Africa as the phylogenetic womb of humanity transported into the civilized present. Turn-of-the-century intellectuals took it for granted that the psychic childhood of mankind, while it was still ruled by its bisexual origins (the precivilized stage William Graham Sumner had designated as that of “woman-rule”), was, in genderideological terms, dominated by the body of woman. Woman, after all, was childlike and incapable of intellectual evolution. To Marlow, therefore, Africa was a woman. This womb of humanity was the heart of darkness, the source of blind lust, of the still masculine feminine, the phallic snake of unbridled feminine sexuality. Fliess reminded Freud at just about the same time that the latter had recognized primitive bisexuality in a “woman who had dreams of gigantic snakes. At the time you were quite impressed by the idea that undercurrents in a woman might stem from the masculine part of her psyche.” (465)




Africa, then, was the soul of woman, and the Congo River her snake, the primal phallus, “the masculine part” of the primitive feminine psyche. The river thus offers Marlow entry into the primal womb. Conrad reminded his readers that even as a child Marlow had been fascinated by water—the sea—symbol of the feminine, “the mistress of his existence,” (30) as well as by the Congo, phallus and uroboric vaginal entrance in one:






“a mighty big river, that you could see on the map, resembling an immense snake uncoiled, with its head in the sea, its body at rest curving afar over a vast country, and its tail lost in the depths of the land. And as I looked at the map of it in a shop-window, it fascinated me as a snake would a bird—a silly little bird.” (33)







Marlow’s journey on the river into the heart of darkness therefore becomes the male’s journey back to the origins of civilization, to the womb of lust. Symbolically Marlow rides the phallus of desire into the body of Africa, into the eternal feminine, poised to drag him back toward the phylogenetic childhood experiences buried within every male. But Marlow’s motive for his journey back was as honorable as such a motive could possibly be: no less than to shield modern, evolved, desexualized womanhood from the atavistic recurrence of its precivilized impulses. To succeed, Marlow must be man enough to face the darkness—more civilized than Kurtz, who failed miserably at that task.




Conrad intimated that Marlow was a soldier of evolutionary manhood recruited by modern femininity to keep the atavistic snake of primal feminine sexuality from escaping out of Africa and back into the civilized world. Even as an adult, Marlow is still hypnotized by the river (“fascinating—deadly—like a snake” [36]). He therefore tries to have himself appointed skipper of a steamboat navigating its serpentine realm. “The men said ‘My dear fellow,’ and did nothing. Then—would you believe it?—I tried the women. I, Charlie Marlow, set the women to work—to get a job” (34) In Brussels, at the company’s headquarters, he encounters two women, heavily symbolic guardians of “man’s fate.” The elder of the two seems to Marlow to know all about him: “An eerie feeling came over me. She seemed uncanny and fateful. Often far away there I thought of these two, guarding the door of Darkness.” (37)




The two women guarding the primal womb, classical fates appointed to scrutinize its entrants, are well aware of the darkness ahead. They are midwives to modern femininity as well as sacred prostitutes, emissaries of the feminine sexual past. But Marlow knows that most other modern women live in a Kenealy-style nursery of benevolent physical and intellectual incapacitation: “It’s queer how out of touch with truth women are. They live in a world of their own, and there had never been anything Eke it, and never can be. It is too beautiful altogether.” (39)




To protect this world of beauty brought into being by the wonders of dimorphic gender evolution, Marlow must risk his own soul. He forges into Africa, the symbolic body of the eternal feminine, characterized by imbalance, hysteria, and madness. It seems to him “as if Nature herself had tried to ward off intruders.” (41) The true mettle of civilization is to be tested in the figure of Marlow. The evolutionary advance must prove that it has better men to place against the temptation of primal sensuality than Kurtz, the near mythical station chief he sets out to rescue from the heart of darkness. Kurtz had ventured there before Marlow to serve as “an emissary of pity, and science, and progress.” As a colonial cynic remarks to Marlow: “You are of the new gang—the gang of virtue. The same people who sent him specially also recommended you.” (55) But as it turned out, Kurtz was a sensualist at heart, a weakling, a disappointment to the new order. Marlow must attempt to redeem the cause of contemplative, cerebral masculinity.




With “the smell of mud, primeval mud,” in his nostrils, “the high stillness of primeval forest” before his eyes, and illumined by the light of a moon that had “spread over everything a thin layer of silver,” (56) Marlow sets out to find Kurtz. “Going up that river was like travelling back to the earliest beginnings of the world,” he remarks. “Clinging to the skirts of the unknown”—a far too benign, maternal image of Africa, as we soon discover—are tiny outposts of civilization. Everywhere he finds “the stillness of an implacable force brooding over an inscrutable intention. It looked at you with a vengeful aspect.” Africa is the sphinx, half animal, half woman, always poised to lead the body’s revenge against man’s burgeoning intellect. “We were wanderers on prehistoric earth.... We could have fancied ourselves the first of men taking possession of an accursed inheritance, to be subdued at the cost of profound anguish and of excessive toil.” (66–8) Atavism once again poises itself to overwhelm the emissaries of evolution. In the case of Kurtz, atavism has already won.




And yet Kurtz had been regarded as among the best civilization had to offer. Conrad cast him as a heavily symbolic figure: “His mother was half-English, his father was half-French. All Europe contributed to the making of Kurtz.... The International Society for the Suppression of Savage Customs had entrusted him with the making of a report, for its future guidance.” (86) The author’s irony here becomes heavy: the do-good organizations of sheltered society don’t know what they are up against in their attempts to bring “culture” to the “lower orders.” But Kurtz’s civilized side is poised precariously over the primitive forces within him. He is all talk—his intellect is separated from his body—“he was very little more than a voice.” (85) Dissociated from his physical self, his intellect becomes incapable of ruling his passions.




For Kurtz “lacked restraint in the gratification of his various lusts, there was something wanting in him.” Indeed, as Marlow remarks sententiously: “he was hollow at the core.” (97) As a result, Africa the wilderness, the primal feminine, “had caressed him, and—lo!—he had withered; it had taken him, loved him, embraced him, got into his veins, consumed his flesh, and sealed his soul to its own by the inconceivable ceremonies of some devilish initiation.” (84)




But Conrad was not about to keep his delineation of the degenerative powers of the primal feminine purely in the always somewhat ambiguous realm of symbolism and metaphor. In the heart of darkest Africa, on the edge of the river basin of the primal womb of humanity, Marlow, therefore, Eke Kurtz before him, encounters, in the flesh, the African queen of aboriginal sin, that “wild and gorgeous apparition,” the unmistakable birth mother of Kenealy’s degenerative masculinized feminists, who stalked through the erotic dreams and the socioeconomic fears of so many early-twentieth-century males.




This African praying mantis, upon whom “the immense wilderness, the colossal body of the fecund and mysterious life seemed to look ... as though it had been looking at the image of its own tenebrous and passionate soul,” is, Conrad makes clear, solely responsible for Kurtz’s “exalted and incredible degradation.” It is she who has precipitated his descent into that






“heavy, mute spell of the wilderness—that seemed to draw him to its pitiless breast by the awakening of forgotten and brutal instincts, by the memory of gratified and monstrous passions. This alone, I was convinced, had driven him out to the edge of the forest, to the bush, towards the gleam of the fires, the throb of drums, the drone of weird incantations; this alone had beguiled his unlawful soul beyond the bounds of permitted aspirations.” (107)







Conrads primal woman, a nameless She/La, stands at the edge of the jungle, “looking at us without a stir, and like the wilderness itself, with an air of brooding over an inscrutable purpose.” The “formidable silence” of the world of visual seduction hangs over the scene. She is, Conrad makes clear, the ultimate primal spermatophage of reproductive sexuality, unevolved, masculine in her aggressive power, “savage and superb, wild-eyed and magnificent,” the eternal woman of death whose monstrous enticements are natures revenge upon evolutionary masculinity, upon that brave new world of the intellect that had dared to detach itself from the endlessly recurring cycles of destructive chaos and waste dominating the world of “woman-rule.”




Summoned one last time by She Who Must Be Obeyed, Kurtz now, quite literally, slips back down the evolutionary ladder. He escapes from the riverboat, and Marlow, suffering a “moral shock, altogether monstrous, intolerable to thought and odious to the soul” when he realizes the depth of Kurtz s enslavement to primal femininity, discovers the backslider “crawling on all-fours” back into the jungle, in an attempt to regain the paradise of unlawful physical abandon represented by the African woman. “Do you know what you are doing?” Marlow asks him. “Perfectly,” Kurtz answers, his voice echoing down the ages of evolutionary development, “far off and yet loud, like a hail through a speaking trumpet.”




As the riverboat steals away from the heart of darkness with Kurtz on board, the primal woman rushes out of the jungle and shouts something. “Do you understand this?” Marlow asks. Kurtz remains silent, “looking out past me with fiery; longing eyes, with a mingled expression of wistfulness and hate. He made no answer, but I saw a smile, a smile of indefinable meaning, appear on his colourless lips that a moment after twitched convulsively. ‘Do I not?’ he said slowly, gasping, as if the words had been torn out of him by a supernatural power.” As the riverboat withdraws from the primal womb, “the barbarous and superb” African woman, knowing that once more she has been denied, “stretched tragically her bare arms after us over the sombre and glittering river.”




Given Kurtz’s weakened and depleted condition—he has, after all, lost the bulk of his vital essence to the unspeakable temptations of primitive femininity—it is soon time for him to utter his famous last words: “The horror! The horror!” And while there will always remain in those words an element of the generalized existential pessimism the post-World War II critics came to read into them, Conrad’s main intention was to convey that, in extremis, Kurtz had finally recognized the abominable nature of his own degeneration into physical license. Marlow, indeed, says so quite specifically when, upon being notified of Kurtz’s death, he remarks that in those last words Kurtz “had pronounced a judgement upon the adventures of his soul on this earth.” (112) Indeed, as if in an attempt to forestall the existentialist readings to come, Marlow emphasizes that Kurtz’s recognition is a conventional moral one: “It was an affirmation, a moral victory, paid for by innumerable defeats, by abominable terrors, by abominable satisfactions.” (113)




Marlow himself, having completed his journey into the womb of the world without succumbing to the erotic temptation of degeneration, has come to understand the value of civilized self-control. Abstinence is not merely a personal goal, a private transcendence, but a prerequisite for the further evolution of mankind. The primitive lure the Congo river had over him as a child has been broken. He now understands that the imperial superiority of Britain is the result of nineteen hundred years of progress in the realm of seminal containment. After all, Marlow is a true Anglo-Saxon; Kurtz was merely vaguely Germanic—a generalized European.




Just as Marlow’s entry into the primal womb of darkness was facilitated and “guarded” by women, so Conrad’s final reckoning of his journey takes the form of a crucial confrontation with Kurtz’s “Intended” upon his return to Brussels. In a flash Marlow realizes that to keep civilization on its evolutionary course, he must protect the salutary, civilized, innocuous, fantasy world of the modern woman against the harsh realities of nature. Kurtz s Intended proves to be a prime example of Kenealy’s hyper-evolved, ultrapassive, altruistic mother-woman. She seemed, Marlow notes, to be “floating toward me.” When they meet, Kurtz has been dead for more than a year, but “she seemed as though she would remember and mourn forever.” She has, Marlow observes approvingly, “a mature capacity for fidelity, for belief, for suffering.” The room darkens around her “as if all the sad light of the cloudy evening had taken refuge on her forehead. This fair hair, this pale visage, this pure brow, seemed surrounded by an ashy halo.” Her eyes are “guileless, profound, confident, and trustful.” Marlow recognizes that she is “one of those creatures that are not the playthings of Time”; she is one of the household angels created by evolution, as close to actual disembodiment as she could possibly get: even in the gathering darkness “her forehead, smooth and white, remained illumined by the unextinguishable light of belief and love.” (118)




This is what civilization means, Marlow recognizes: the angel of altruism, the mother of the human soul, whose “fair hair seemed to catch all the remaining light in a glimmer of gold.” She is the counterforce man has created against the African devil-woman. The Intended is the virgin-mother of man’s disembodied future, and she must therefore be protected at all cost. To tell her about Kurtz s weakness would be to destroy her, would represent another step back. To protect the future of civilized society, Marlow lies to her, making it seem as if Kurtz died with her name on his lips:






“I said [it] with something Eke despair in my heart, but bowing my head before the faith that was in her, before that great and saving illusion that shone with an unearthly glow in the darkness, in the triumphant darkness from which I could not have defended her—from which I could not even defend myself.” (119)







Conrads main point in Heart of Darkness thus virtually coincided with the argument Kenealy developed in Feminism and Sex-Extinction. If today most critics still read the narrative as primarily a tale of imperialism, greed, and existential anguish, that is because we tend to overlook the gender-ideological fervor of turn-of-the-century evolutionary theory. Numerous other themes certainly remain structural elements of the story, but Conrad made it very clear that Kurtzs materialistic excesses, his hunger for gold, and his sadistic methods of gathering his wealth were factors secondary to his abject capitulation to Africa, to Woman, that eternal primitive prostitute enthralled by her predatory bisexual womb.




The daughters of Conrad’s African goddess of lust, and of such other primal temptresses as H. Rider Haggard’s Ayesha, “She Who Must Be Obeyed,” who only needed to glance at an Englishman to make him feel “utterly cowed, as if all the manhood had been taken out of him,” (234) proliferated throughout Western European and American culture during the first forty years of the twentieth century like bats out of the caves of Africa, digging their claws with special ferocity into the pages of the comics and pulp magazines of the Thirties, Forties, and Fifties. But there were also interesting new developments in the role of the woman with the African womb.




Conrad’s savage goddess had still been a creature to be avoided at all cost, no matter how outwardly attractive she might seem. Her seduction was the dance of feral eroticism, “the beat of the drum, regular and muffled like the beating of a heart—the heart of a conquering darkness.” Her very existence, Marlow had recognized when he was about to comfort Kurtz’s Intended in Brussels, “was a moment of triumph for the wilderness, an invading and vengeful rush which, it seemed to me, I would have to keep back alone for the salvation of another soul.” (116) Similarly, Haggard’s Ayesha, in the end, is consumed by the fires of the masculine intellect, a vampire who “opposed herself to the eternal law, and, strong though she was, by it was swept back into nothingness— swept back with shame and hideous mockery.” (309)




The African goddesses of the pulps of the early twentieth century, however, were beginning to behave far more like Kenealy’s “hoydensisters,” who were merely instinctual victims of the eternal feminine within them, and who only needed to be brought down a peg. More and more these young women learned that, no matter how seductive they might be to the average Joe, there were manly men out there able to withstand their every temptation. In the presence of such sterling specimens of manhood, these temptresses learned to give up their tomboy masculinity, the atavistic umbilical cord connecting them with the African womb, and to become decent, passive, Kenealyan housewives instead. Tarzan and his ilk fell into an extremely predictable habit of withstanding them, but always only after these heroes, and the readers who followed their exploits, had had ample opportunity to ogle the evil sisters at length. After numerous ferocious attempts at seducing the hero, the lustful but basically incompetent temptresses of pop culture almost invariably underwent a major motivational crisis, usually either ending up sacrificing themselves to save the masculine hero while shedding floods of Wagnerian tears, or otherwise becoming model Kenealyan Intendeds who settled down modestly while they waited for their neglectful heroes to return from their muscular adventures. These conflicted pulp temptresses became forerunners to the countless Hollywood tough girls of the Thirties and Forties, who always started Ufe as intrepid, “masculinized” reporters, sportswomen, gun molls, or gold diggers, only to be ratcheted into dutiful domesticity and impending motherhood by the last reel.




Toward the advent of World War II, the evolutionary male had become so thoroughly habituated to these brave renunciations that the “tomboy meets boy and settles into domestic bliss” solution of the movies was threatening to penetrate even the primal jungle. The vampire woman with the African womb was poised to meet up with Doris Day. She did so, in scandalous fashion, in Stuart Cloete’s Congo Song (1943), a self-conscious updating of Conrads Heart of Darkness. Congo Song, a huge best-seller when it was first published and continuously in print for almost two decades, selling millions of copies, was an extremely odd and repulsive, but for its time entirely characteristic, display of turn-of-the-century biological science presented as universal “existential truth.” The book demonstrated that in gender-ideological terms very little had changed since 1900.




Cloete, as the dust jacket announced in proud acknowledgment of the international stature of the author’s racist and misogynist credentials, “was born in Paris, was educated in England, served as an officer in the Coldstream Guards, and spent fifteen years farming in South Africa. Since coming to America he has lived in Florida, Wyoming, New York City, New Orleans and the Bahamas.” During these years of travel Cloete obviously spent most of his free time reading not just Conrad but a plethora of the early twentieth century’s leading biosexists and gender mythologists: Freud, Jung, Adler, and Frazer’s The Golden Bough formed Cloete’s acknowledged psychoanalytic sources. Remy de Gourmont and Otto Weininger were his unacknowledged, but often almost directly plagiarized, gurus in the field of gender ideology.




Though Congo Song is ostensibly a novel, it is primarily a disquisition on “the relations of the sexes,” the only subject Channel, the physician who functions as Cloete’s principal mouthpiece in the novel, appears to consider worth talking about. And talking about women and sex is the main theme of Congo Song. There is a desultory subplot about Nazi sabotage in Africa, but all Hitlerite rascals are summarily dispatched before they have a chance to interfere with the main focus of the author’s concerns. Their presence only served to demonstrate that during World War II it was just as easy to be anti-Nazi and antifeminine as to be pro-Nazi and antifeminine.




Congo Song centers on the multifarious sexual affairs of Olga le Blanc—Cloete’s version of Conrad’s personification of the African womb. Olga is a She/La of French-Polish extraction living in the Belgian Congo with her superannuated Swiss botanist husband. In addition to the German spy whom she beds, she is surrounded by Channel, who is French; Wilson, a British-American; Retief, a Belgian; and a handful of males of various other nationalities, all of whom become her mates pretty much indiscriminately whenever her womb calls for them. The arrangement loudly spells “microcosm,” as the author repeatedly emphasizes: “Scientist, painter, hunter, playboy, adulteress, and priest,” (392) the gang’s all here. Africa is “the dark forest of Freudian obsession,” (63) the “womb of the world ... her dark moist womb. This was a breeding place, a spawning place, lush, dark, hot, fetid.” (in) Here even the European men are “driven by atavistic desires” (65) that make them yearn for “sexual extinction.” (82) In Africa sex was a bestial act that was “atavistic, and must be atavistically performed without reservation.” (146)




Among all these men, “Olga was woman. So much so that she became representative, generic, symbolic, diffusing a sexual aura.” (11) Wilson, the British-American, recognizes right away that “Olga was all women.” (130) No wonder, then, that she is also a personification of the African womb: “This was a brutal subhuman place.... And Olga, the height of sophistication, was, by some reversal in time, by some completion of a psychological and biological combination, allied to this atavistic world.” (268) Cloete proclaims Olga’s status as the world’s womb over and over again:






She lay back in bed, lost in a geo-sexual dream. This was the centre of Africa: its tropical, equatorial heart... a primeval place: a hopeless place dark with age ... where the dark pulse of life beat out a rhythm of its own. A woman waiting. A centre, pulsating, coreless. The earth rich, waiting for the rain. The field, waiting for the random sower. What had the field to do with the ploughman, the sower or the reaper? The field went on forever. A hundred sowed, a hundred ploughed. They came and went. What was man to woman but this? His penetration of her secrets but the planting of a seed. Her desire for him but the call of the earth to the plough. (176)







Drunk with this realization, the sophisticated Olga, who is mother Africa herself, lets herself be plowed by just about every man who happens to come near her. It is all due to the fact that she can’t seem to separate “the masculine side to her character” (171) from her maternal drive. “No woman was entirely woman. No man entirely man. Together, added up in a hormonic sum, the couple totalled a complete man and woman,” (132—3) Cloete remarked, cribbing directly from Otto Weininger. The primitive man in Olga had made her into a “beautiful nymphomaniac.” (201) She was, however, a maternal nymphomaniac: for “woman was, by her nature, a mother: very near to the earth.... Mother coming out of mother, all beads of an endless umbilical cord that stretched back without a single break in the sequence to the infinite prehuman past.” Gourmont, too, is all over these passages: “What was the male but an incomplete female? What was he but a wanton fertilizer of the female soil?” (114)




Channel, an interminable talker, is the all-knowing sage of Cloete’s sexual universe: “Beautiful women are fools.... It is a provision of nature that they have no brains.” Consequently, “the abstract conception is only possible to woman in exact proportion to her lack of femininity. Mentally sterile and physically potent, she challenges man to fecundate her, intriguing his mind with the pseudo-activity of her intellect, yet fearing his mind, since by it he can negate her.” (223) Concluding this perusal of Weininger, Cloete’s physician-mouthpiece asserts: “Women are less civilized than men: interested only in the immediate, in the conservative, in the reproductive.” A man’s “sexual impulse is irregular” and “the result of a metabolistic glandular irritation, whereas a woman is continually sexual. She is sex, and on rare occasions she is beautiful.” The male was the evolutionary entity: “He may be motivated by sex, but he dissociates himself from it. That’s the big difference.” (183—4)




To complete his Weiningeresque characterization of Olga, of “Woman,” as the African womb, Cloete included a sensational missinglink relationship between his heroine and her “pet” gorilla, Congo, another entry in that long line of simian inamorati also including King Kong, who were expressive of pop culture’s conviction that apes and women belonged in the same erotic arena. Congo, whose name once again demonstrated Cloete’s admirable attention to the subtleties of symbolic representation, formed the bridge between animalism and woman’s “instinctive maternity.” He also served as a strict Freudian feral Oedipus ex machina whose thwarted fatal instincts were to bring his song to an improbably hopeful close. For Cloete wanted Congo also to be symbolic of “the bestial Nazi mentality,” and his destruction therefore achieves both the death of Africa in Olga and the promise of a new world order guided by American capitalism. On the back slipcover of Congo Song Cloete emphasized that his readers should buy war bonds as a vote of confidence “in our capacity to drive on, to break all opposition, and then to reconstruct upon a new, a better design, a world that will be different.”




But how did Olga, the woman who was all women, get hooked up with this jungle Nazi? Some years earlier she had given birth to a child who had died almost immediately from a tropical disease. At just that time a baby gorilla had been rescued from the womb of its dying mother. Olga’s indiscriminate maternal instinct had embraced the baby gorilla, and she had suckled it at her breast, letting it grow into young gorillahood as if it were her own child. Cloete’s readings of Freud, coupled with the “evolutionary leap” theories of Le Conte, determined the inevitable outcome of his tale of Oedipus in Africa: “Congo in his loves and hates was a primitive man; for if by heredity he was an anthropoid ape, by the environment Olga forced upon him he had made a jump from one geological era to another, and mentally must have corresponded to the Neanderthal man at least. And he was in love with Olga.” Beating his Freudian drum loudly, Cloete added: “Superficially his attitude towards Olga was that of an affectionate child. He clung to her hand, held her skirts. Putting his arms about her neck, he would kiss her Ups with his mouth. The rest was only to be seen in his eyes when he thought himself unobserved.” (219)




To make sure that those among his readers who had not yet seen any of the King Kong films would find it impossible to misread the portentous significance of this mother-son relationship, Cloete s characters repeatedly remind themselves “of the folklore of gorillas among the natives: tales of their raping the women.” Even though “none were substantiated, ... all seemed possible.” (270) Cloete therefore orchestrates a prurient air of anticipation: Will he or won’t he? In the end, of course, Congo does what every Freudian son is supposed to dream of doing: “The ape had run amok. The balance between Olga’s psychological power over Congo and Congo’s fury had reached the final crisis.” (361) Congo therefore kills his “father,” the professor, Olga’s titular husband (as well as Retief, another of her lovers), and is about to haul the lady off to Oedipal fulfillment when Channel, the philosophical physician, happens by and manages to kill the beast in the nick of time. “Congo threw his arms toward Olga and fell.” (361—3)




But in wartime even prurience needed a patriotic edge; Cloete therefore included a happy ending, which intimated that the economic war that had started between the Nazis and the “civilized” nations was bound to conclude in an entirely analogous manner. For even Olga, frightened for once by Congo’s uncontrolled sexual Nazism, at last comes to understand that she must abandon the precivilized, polyandrous stage of her ontogenetic development. She shows a new determination to grow up into acculturated adult femininity: “She saw the death of her gorilla as a turning point in her Efe. Her association with Congo had merely been the acceleration of a process begun in childhood and his going out of it had ended a phase of her life that had been purely physical.” (376) At last realizing that she loves only Wilson, the true leader of humanity, the British-American whose race is in evolutionary terms miles ahead of the homoerotic Nazis, Olga awakens to postsexual womanhood. World War II is about to begin. She will become the nurturer and muzzle her vagina dentata. She realizes that she must transcend Africa, for she is needed on the home front: “Man was plunging into the abyss. He would come out of it fully humanized or remain in it a beast.” He was “bursting out of bondage, out of the womb of a time that had been warm, darkened with false security. Now he must gamble all to gain all... or lose all.” (389)




Cloete s abyss-and-womb imagery, as always, made everything perfectly clear: woman was the key to both evolution and degeneration. The primitive masculine in woman, the African womb, the vampire, must be destroyed by the stake of monogamy. Man “seeks not quantity, not women; but quality, the woman. This selectivity is part of his humanity, part of the superiority that raises man above the beasts, differentiating him; it is therefore of the spirit and not of the body.” But man was also dependent on woman s choices, for “beyond the portal of her thighs he cannot go. Her thighs are of brass. To go there is the little death.” (159) Woman must therefore learn to curb her maternal nymphomania and settle down to a Efe of true motherhood and recessive domestic sexual modesty: “The woman was the stabilizing factor... ; world regeneration when it came—if it came—must come through woman, as life came through her. She was the source.” (138)




But even so, hidden inside each woman there remained the siren song of the Congo—of Africa, the “giantess, the dark, spawning womb where all men were Pigmies dwarfed by her immensity.” Hers was the song of the “throbbing drums, of the ripe fruits falling”; hers was “the song no white man would ever sing.” (398–9) At the conclusion of Congo Song, therefore, Olga, woman on the verge of acculturation, renounces her longing for the African gorilla. She puts a lock on the brass doors of her thighs. The next stage of mankind’s evolutionary advance beckons with its kitchens full of convenient appliances: “The moment had come. She was here. In his arms, close to him. Warm and soft against him, her Bps on his. ‘It has been a long time, Henry.’ ‘A long time,’ he said. ‘A very long time.’” (390)




It had been forty years since Conrad published his cautionary parable about the consequences, for civilized man, of entering the raging African womb. Now Cloete’s Wilson, his model Anglo-American male, had at long last succeeded in colonizing and subjecting that fearsome vampire queen. No longer would it be necessary to hide her from Kurtzs Intended. She had herself become the Intended, for she had freely given up her predatory will. For the good of mankind. For a Nazifree future. The Fifties were just ahead. Doris Day was waiting in the wings to sing Gus Kahns thoroughly modern Twenties lyrics with renewed fervor:



Love me or leave me, and let me be lonely,

For you won’t believe me and I love you only;

I’d rather be lonely than happy with somebody else ...

There’ll be no one unless that someone is you ...

For my love is your love, there’s no love for nobody else.
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Africa (“the giant Typhoeus”) surrounded by “the dark spawning womb” of universal feminine seminal vampirism






Congo Song shows how the sociobiology of the first few decades of the twentieth century precipitated into the popular culture of the Forties and Fifties, bifurcating into the contradictory moods of cynicism and maudlin sentimentality about gender relationships that characterized the period. Cloete’s Olga was only one of thousands of fictional white women who had to learn to attach civilization’s brass lock to their predatory loins before they could be allowed to sing along with Doris Day and Debbie Reynolds, sentimental serenaders who were ever glad to be unhappy while confessing their secret love for the boy next door, and who had learned to prefer singing in the rain or riding through the countryside by the light of the silvery moon over the wilding of their African wombs.




The gender attitudes that were to dominate our century were codified during years around 1900. Conrad’s disquisition on the horror of the African womb was repeated endlessly by many other, less talented writers, who often modified the theme to highlight the beneficial influence of the Imperial Anglo-Saxon males highly concentrated vital essence on the She/Las they encountered. But the scientists’ terrifying revelations about the fundamental parallels between insect amours and human sexuality almost always dominated the metaphoric structure of these narratives.




Elinor Glyn’s potboiler romance Three Weeks, for instance, caused an international scandal in 1907. It sold over two million copies in England and the United States alone. On the surface it might seem that Glyn’s melodramatic and shoddily symbolic representation of a primitive masculine/feminine seductress was sufficient reason for the book’s popularity. Glyn had an uncanny ability to capitalize on the intellectual fads of her time—a talent that was soon to land her a lucrative tenure as Hollywood’s first famous madam of gossip and media gimmickry. But Three Weeks is particularly interesting because Glyn proved to be a lot more tolerant of the sensuous vampire whose maternal depredations she outlined in the book than the male medical leadership of the time would have considered acceptable. Her narrative suggested that it was part of the Imperialist White Man’s Burden to gain carnal knowledge of such primitive queens, who, in turn, were driven to their seminal collection rituals only by an entirely honorable maternal desire to have their offspring benefit from the genetic superiority of Anglo-Aryan seed.




In Three Weeks events of momentous importance to the future of civilization motivated the sexual encounter of a Russian queen (Africans were a little too far down the evolutionary ladder for Glyn’s taste) and an upstanding, standard-issue scion of the British middle class. Glyn gained instant notoriety by combining her advocacy of human Mendelian hybridization with three parts run-of-the-mill romance writing and one part Prisoner of Zenda-like adventure and intrigue (the Eastern queen has an ogre of a husband). To make the mix seem particularly exotic, Glyn added a generous helping of self-consciously “Frenchified” symbolist imagery laced with erotic innuendo.




The Russian queen was an early incarnation of Cloete’s Olga. She has an African womb, but she is also a Kenealyan mother-woman. Her role in the narrative, moreover, is constructive rather than destructive. Glyn played both sides of the fence: she liberally used the popular imagery of the sexual woman as vampire, but hastened to reassure the British male that he was being pursued so doggedly only because his vital essence represented the cream of evolutionary promise. Even the queens of primitive societies longed for ordinary British men’s seed. Thus Glyn provided moral motives for enticingly immoral acts. No wonder Hollywood loved her.




Paul, the young, blond, innocent middle-class hero of Three Weeks, while on his first solo excursion to the Continent, encounters a striking older woman (“well over thirty”) with characteristic vampire features: a face “startlingly white, like a magnolia bloom,” and “a mouth worth looking at again. It was so red ... straight and chiselled and red, red, red.” (17) Her “heavy black hair” is remarkably “thick—enough to strangle one, if she twisted it round one’s throat.” (20) Any man of worldly experience, after a mental association of this sort, would have gone to the North Pole until this danger had passed, but Paul knows only acculturated, civilized women: sweet simpletons like his mother and the girl next door who is his “intended,” textbook examples of Conrad’s beautiful dreamers of genteel civilization.




Paul is hypnotized by this serpent of sex: “The woman and her sinuous, sensuous black shape filled the space of his mental vision.” (27) Inevitably, she maneuvers herself straight into the young man’s arms: “She leant back among the purple cushions, her figure so supple in its lines, it made him think of a snake. She half closed her eyes again.” (47—9) Those hypnotic eyes turn out to be almost chameleonic in their ability to match his own arousal: “She looked down straight into his face, as he gazed up at her, and to his intense surprise he could have sworn her eyes were green now! as green, as green as emeralds. And they held him and fascinated him and paralysed him, like those of a snake.” (67)




Soon Paul, “even though subjection was in no way part of his nature,” falls completely under the spell of “this strange foreign woman thing.” She “lay in his arms, and purred love-words to him, and nestled close like a child.” In her voice “now and then there was a savage echo which made him think of things barbaric.” (124—6) Nature soon takes its course, modestly left to its sinful ways unaided by any further authorial description. For three weeks, the fertile period of woman’s monthly and, Glyn insisted, moon-controlled reproductive cycle, the affair is to continue. “ ‘See, this is our moon,’ said the lady, ‘and as she waxes, so will our love wax.’ ” Later, in advance of a carnal embrace, she repeats: “We go on together, you and I and the moon.” Almost immediately “a madness of tender caressing seized her. She purred as a tiger might have done, while she undulated like a snake.” She plies Paul with “strange, subtle kisses, unlike the kisses of women. And often, between her purrings, she murmured love-words in some strange language of her own, brushing his ears and his eyes with her lips the while.” (134) This is evidently a moon lady in full reproductive heat.




Paul is rather bewildered by the whole affair—he knows he is having quite a wonderful time, but his moral and his physical strength are waning. At the same time his strange lover’s motives remain a mystery to him—he is, after all, young, innocent, and British. Much too dignified to spell out the doings of the birds and the bees directly, Glyn has her Russian queen speak to her young lover in transparent riddles: “Your very phrases are altered, Paul, and will alter more yet, while our moon waxes and our love grows.” Paul responds: “ ‘Yes, it can grow until it is my life—my very life.’ ‘Yes Paul,’ she said, ‘your life’—and her strange eyes narrowed again, the Sphinx’s inscrutable look of mystery in their chameleon depths.” (143) Glyn wants us to understand that this queen bee of an Eastern country, “half barbaric, half advanced,” (151) knows exactly what she’s after: Paul’s life—reproduced, in the form of a child—and she will stop at nothing to achieve her purpose. “The women of your country,” she says, “are sweet and soft, but they know not the passion I know, my Paul—the fierceness and madness of love.” (158)




The strange woman has chosen Paul because he is an unspoiled specimen of Anglo-Aryan manhood. “Life, for you,” she points out, “was just eating and sleeping and strengthening your muscles.” (143) Mens sana in corpore sano. As a bodybuilder, a man like Rodin’s muscular Thinker, Paul is fertile ground for a forward-looking Russian queen, unlike her husband, who is “a useless vicious weakling, too feeble to deserve a fine death—a rotting carrion spoiling God’s world and encumbering my path.” (156)




Glyn emphasizes that her Eastern queen’s motive for shunning her official mate is genetic, not “moral.” Such trifling shortcomings as inhumanity and sadism do not trouble her: Discriminating women, she teaches Paul, will accept anything in a man except seminal weakness. Since genetic superiority manifested itself in a man’s muscular endowment, the man should make his woman






feel that there is no use struggling because he is too strong to resist. A woman will stand almost anything from a passionate lover. He may beat her and pain her soft flesh; he may shut her up and deprive her of all other friends—while the motive is raging love and interest in herself on his part, it only makes her love him the more.







Glyn’s heroine was a tailor-made product of early-twentieth-century popular science. The author’s casual adoption of this point of view shows that the period’s “scientific” justification of women’s “natural” tendency toward masochism was developing into an intellectual, psychoanalytically sanctioned justification of sadistic violence toward women. A man’s physical strength was, after all, objective evidence of his self-control, of his ability to conserve his vital essence. Such a man would, therefore, force himself on a reluctant, acculturated woman only out of kindness. For it stood to reason that subconsciously she would want him to offer her proof of his exceptional talents as a supplier of the seminal fluids all women craved. Since a woman instinctively understood that violent and sadistic behavior in a man were manifestations of his sexual potency, she moreover often deliberately invited such displays of violence to test her partner’s manhood. Nature, the argument went, had implanted the masochistic tendency in woman’s sexual makeup to help her endure—and, indeed, to enjoy—such evidences of masculine potency. The many movie heroines for whom being beaten (“playfully spanked”) by Clark Gable, Cary Grant, or Gary Cooper proved to be a predictable prelude to wedding bells in scores of Hollywood comedies of the Thirties and Forties were direct descendants of Glyn’s joyfully masochistic Russian queen.




If this pop mythology of feminine masochism as an instinctual reflex in the service of natural selection had not become such a generally accepted feature of our “entertainment” industry, it might be easier to be amused by the numerous passages from Three Weeks that directly instruct Anglo-Saxon males to overcome their civilized “inhibitions” in the sexual arena. During the course of one of these, for instance, Paul learns that his lady’s response is to “love him the more” the more frequently he consents to “beat her and pain her soft flesh.” In the end he comes to recognize, although it goes against his grain as a British gentleman, “that he could always affect her when he pretended to dominate her by sheer brute force.” Such “scientific” expositions of patterns of sadistic and masochistic behavior as “instinctive” inevitably continue to have an almost incalculably tragic effect on gender relationships even today.




All along, Paul’s lady makes it quite clear that she has an immediate eugenicist motive for her depredations. She is horrified at the thought that the future of her people might continue to depend on a lurid degenerate such as her actual husband, who is clearly an Eastern European equivalent to the leper in Kipling’s “Mark of the Beast.” Paul must therefore take on his white man’s burden and bring true manhood to her primitive world: “I have a right to find an heir as I will, a splendid heir who shall redeem the land,” she exclaims. Her next speech must have made the heart of every good British imperialist beat faster: “ ‘I love the English,’ she whispered, £I have known the men of all nations—but I love the English best. They are straight and just—the fine ones at least. They are brave and fair—and fearless.’ ” (204–5) Here, for once, was one of the less evolved who actually wanted to lead her people out of that “dark Egyptian night.”




Glyn habitually compared her erotically “masculinized” (and, perhaps because of this, surprisingly articulate and intelligent) semidomesticated maternal vampire to a tiger, a snake, a cat, or a child. To drive home the difference between this imperfectly evolved creature and the civilized, unsexed, and hence highly evolved women of England, the author had her heroine lecture Paul on these two faces of Eve in evolution, until, incongruously, she began to sound as if she were Arabella Kenealy in disguise.




Evolved women were fortunate to have attained the role of glorified domestics, household nuns, breeders who conserved their energies strictly, in the service of the evolutionary advance. The ancient Greeks, precursors of Western civilization, had already understood as much: “They were perhaps too practical to have indulged in the mental emotions we weave into it now—but they were wise, they did not educate the wives and daughters, they realised that to perform well domestic duties, a woman’s mind should not be over-trained in learning.” (212)




Being only partially evolved, Glyn’s Eastern queen was still an efficient sexual vampire—but, given the period’s characteristic genetic-exchange theories, that also meant that she was more likely to produce a female child (she was, after all, by being sexual, holding on to the masculine essence she held “in trust” for her potential male offspring). As (unlike, for instance, Hemingway’s Harry Morgan) a truly continent Englishman Paul could be trusted to supply her with vital essence of such remarkable potency that it would overwhelm her propensity to produce females, and thus push her offspring into the male column.




Glyn’s maternal vampire was therefore, in contradistinction to the run-of-the-mill vampire-women of early-twentieth-century history, motivated not by vulgar sensual feminine egotism but, rather, by a rare desire to fulfill her evolutionary destiny—to produce, for her primitive nation, an heir who might bring her culture with one bound into the forefront of the evolutionary advance. Her fierce “masculine” sexuality—which was the source of all Glyn’s similes involving tigers and snakes—guaranteed that she had an especially impressive amount of “maleness” to transfer to her son-to-be. If she would only let go of the “male-traits” within her, this still semisavage woman could become mother to Superman himself, Glyn argued.




The author tried to make her description of this portentous evolutionary encounter between the emissaries of nature and culture as pregnant with significant symbolism as possible. The fateful consummation takes place during the time of the full moon. Paul’s lady senses instinctively that this is the high point of her monthly fertility curve, and she murmurs ecstatically in her lover’s ear:






“When a woman’s love for a man rises to the highest point there is in it always an element of the wife. However wayward and tigerish and undomestic she may be, she then desires to be the acknowledged possession and belonging of the man, even to her own dishonour. She desires to reproduce his likeness, she wants to compass his material good.”







To get Paul into the proper reproductive mood, “she undulated about, creeping as a serpent over her lover, and kissing his eyelids and hair.” Her body clearly yearns for his seed: “Oh! my beloved, to-night I shall feast you as never before. The night of our foil moon! Paul, I have ordered a bower of roses and music and song. I want you to remember it the whole of your life.” (208—12)




The moment is at hand. The primitive past and the civilized present are to be fused to create a harmonious future of fertile mother-women and intellectual supermales. Soon the Russian queen’s undulations begin to have their effect: “The exaltation of Paul’s spirit had reached its zenith.... And the moon flooded the loggia with her light, and the roses gave forth their scent.” Paul’s orgasm is clearly elemental, and the woman in his arms knows instantly that she need not tap her lover’s “spirit” any further: she has achieved what she set out to do. “This is our souls’ wedding,” she tells Paul. “In life and in death they can never part more.”




Now that she is with child—she does not doubt it for a moment— she understands, like any good early-twentieth-century mother-to-be, that her sexual pleasures must end forthwith. Her soon-to-be-motherly (if extramarital) duties require that she no longer squander her “maletraits” recklessly and that she concentrate them instead on the nurturing of her superchild. While Paul sleeps—“the languor of utter prostration was upon him”—his lady gazes “at him, an anguish too deep for tears in her eyes. For was not this the end—the very end. Fierce, dry sobs shook her. There was something terrible and tigerish in her grief. And yet her will made her not linger.” She writes her lover a note, indicating that henceforth her responsibility must be to the child he has brought her: “Now you are my life, and for this I must leave you, to save that life.” Urging him not to follow her, she fades into the morning.




At this point in her narrative Glyn efficiently conflated the traditional requirements of romance and those of evolutionary science. As soon as Paul, already seriously weakened by the depletion of a considerable portion of his generative energies, discovers that his Eastern queen has left him, he faints like a woman. His muscles have lost their strength. Soon he lies “’twixt life and death, madly raving with brain fever.” These three weeks of generative involvement with a maternal vampire have taken their toll: for weeks to come he will find himself to be “as weak as an infant. All his splendid youth and strength conquered by this raging blast.” His “enfeebled brain” is still enslaved to lust: “It was sad to have to listen to his ever-constant moan: ‘Darling, come back to me— darling, my Queen.’ ” Paul has clearly been “feminized” by his sexual spending.




Paul’s father, a worldly-wise man, rushes to his bedside. When he sees his son, he realizes instantly that he has become the victim of a vital-essence vampire. Indeed, the young man looks just like an actual vampire victim: he lies






nerveless and white, blue shadows on his once fresh skin. And most pitiful of all were his hands, now veined and transparent, falling idly upon the sheet. But at least the father realised it could have been no ordinary woman whose going caused the shock which—even after a life of three weeks’ continual emotion— could prostrate his young Hercules. She must have been worth something—this tiger Queen.







For a protracted period of convalescence, Paul is “effeminated” by his encounter: “Paul’s apathy seemed paralysing.” His days passed “in one unending languid quietude. He expressed interest in no single thing. He was polite, and indifferent, and numb.” He has become, in essence, an “invalid.” (226–36)




But when Paul at last receives word from his soulmate that she is to be a mother and that his sacrifice of vital essence has not been squandered, he begins to revive and rebuild his strength. Then comes a message: “Beloved, he is so strong and fair, thy son, born the 19th of February.” (263) England has triumphed once again: it has given of its best and brightest essence. Kicking and screaming, one more backward nation will be brought into the forefront of evolutionary civilization. Paul’s Eastern queen has also had to expend all her own “male-traits” in the process of birthing a son: her letters to him are written in a “feeble and shaky” hand, and Paul learns that for a while she “had indeed been very ill... at death’s door.” But in return, maternity has made her into a civilized, Kenealyan mother-woman, who has given her all to her child. Thanks to the combined physical sacrifices of the evolutionary couple, their love child is, she writes proudly, “thy image, my Paul! English and beautiful, as I said he would be—not black and white like me.”




For once a primitive country has been saved by judicious feminine self-sacrifice, by intuitive Mendelian genetic hybridization. For once a less evolved woman has understood that she must allow her body to be colonized and harvested by evolutionary necessity, that she must be plowed and seeded by the British Empire. Glyn’s Eastern queen has proven to be no silver leper, eager to bite the conquering soldiers of the evolutionary advance and transform them into backsliding werewolves of bestial passion. Instead, she has offered herself in maternal selfsacrifice to the inseminating imperialist, the selfless superman of species evolution. Glyn’s implication was quite clear: if the colonized people of the world would only act as wisely as Paul’s lady and allow themselves to be “mastered” into pregnant submission, the “white man’s burden” could be lightened immeasurably. The benighted colonized peoples of the world might then, in due course, join the New World Order, in which their children would be “not black and white,” not half civilized, like their mother, but “beautiful” like Paul himself, and ruled by “the inherent manly English spirit.” (305)




Glyn stressed that her heroine’s timely enslavement to her civilized reproductive purpose had served to avert her country’s return to the dark ages of primitive bestiality: “A most difficult political situation had been avoided by the birth of this child.” The resolution of Glyn’s imperialist theme is now at hand: in a jealous rage, the “evil-living King” runs a dagger through Paul’s lady’s heart, but the ogre is himself slain by one of the queen’s loyal servants. This useful plot device conveniently removes the last remnants of the country’s primitive nativism, thus preventing any future backsliding of the heroic maternal vampire into the direction of what Weininger and Lombroso would have called her “inherent tendency toward prostitution.” As Glyn gleefully emphasizes, “a fair, rosy-cheeked, golden-haired English child” can now become the “never-to-be-sufficiently-beloved baby King” of this Eastern country. A bright future is at hand, guided by England’s civilizing seed. As a stern English captain says to Paul’s proud English father: “We’re not here to judge the morals of the affair, Charles; you and I can only be thundering glad your grandson will sit on that throne all right.” (275)




Glyn thus showed her readers that the imperialists’ principal weapon in the battle for a New World Order was the womb of the colonized woman. After Three Weeks became a huge international best-seller, however, she was quite distressed to discover that her readers, in their enthusiasm for the lurid details of her story, had shown a tendency to overlook its sociopolitical moral. In the preface to a 1916 reprinting of her novel, she therefore complained “that a great number of people are so thrilled with the actual story of The Lady and Paul that they do not analyse the meaning of the end after her death, and so miss the whole intention of the work.”




In Three Weeks Glyn succeeded in domesticating the woman with the African womb who had still been the blackest enemy of civilization in Conrads Heart of Darkness. She had made her instead into a culturally ambiguous “black and white” figure who, though immoral, became a willing intermediary between the forces of darkness and light—a sexual woman, to be sure, but also a cultivated one, whose “masculinity” manifested itself in her worldly wisdom, learning, and ironic disdain for moral posturing. In that sense Cloete’s French-Polish Olga was a linear descendant of Glyn’s Russian queen. To her millions of female readers Glyn’s Eastern woman of mystery served to domesticate the early-twentieth-century male’s fearful, sterile, and deadly masculine-feminine predator into a creature they could understand much better: an intelligent, privileged woman who redeemed her admittedly retrograde impulses by turning them into a “constructive” desire for motherhood.




However, as Glyn made clear in delineating the fate of her brave evolutionary frontierswoman, even when she sought to redeem herself, the sexual woman must be prepared to “pay the price” (302) for being in the forefront of the evolutionary advance. In order to become a mother of “kings,” even a “vampire” woman must let her sexuality and her intellect be “vampirised” in turn by her offspring, either by virtuously turning herself into a doltish domestic or—if she was morally beyond all help—by exiting the stage altogether, like Paul’s lamented Eastern queen or, for that matter, Philip José Farmer’s outer-space beetles.




Glyn’s otherwise so seemingly “modern,” and decidedly prurient, handling of the depressing dualism of dead-end choices that were available to the intelligent young woman of her day thus ultimately only served to reinforce the perception that these were the only two choices available, two thoroughly distasteful alternatives: she could be a maternal vampire or a maternal virgin. Three Weeks told the millions of young women who read it that they could choose to be either “old-fashioned,” and become virtuous and sacrificially mindless mothers, or “modern and liberated,” and acknowledge their own sexuality at the risk of dooming their male children to debility. Thus, whether the evolutionary male’s sister chose to be evil or good, she was destined to remain colonized by her lord and master. She must either become the executioner’s masochistic assistant, begging for her masters attention by being maltreated, beaten, and used as a domestic slave, or she must remain shackled to the picture window of her suburban home. The only alternative to that fate, if one believed the intellectual trendsetters of the period, was to become a terrorist against the colonizer, to counter aggression with aggression, to stop being merely a minor link in the food chain of masculine ambition, and to adopt the men’s image of the primitive “bisexual” predator—in other words, to become a living counterpart to the regal She, the ruthless La, the lordly African woman, a cold and manipulative, sadistic-ingestive emissary of nature’s African womb, a maletrait-ridden, lust-driven prostitute, a sterile sexual vampire, a parasitic insect in the jungle of love.




No doubt there were quite a few real women who chose to explore that “third way” as a revenge against the dead-end street in which their environment had placed them. But their choice could also be attributed to the perverse appeal such women seemed to have among middle-class males. The baroque windings of early-twentieth-century masculine fears about the regressive effects of the feminists’ assault upon his world of domestic and economic privilege were starting to blend into a single weave of race, class, and gender prejudice. The eugenicists warned him that he must counter the depredations of the roaming hordes of degenerates who were knocking on the household nun’s walled garden of sexless virtue. Every sexual vampire’s lurid kiss further undermined civilization’s defenses against the emissaries of degeneration. The future of species survival itself threatened to fall victim to the mark of the beast. Worst of all, the physicians had discovered that even domestic relations made a man bleed.
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Sisters under the skin: Weininger’s revelations about Woman’s helpless enthrallment to the spider within, depicted by one of the favorite illustrators of Jugend—Germany’s leading avant-garde weekly of the early years of this century.






      

    

  
    
      

V. The Physiology of Vampirism: The Root of All Evil and the Womb of Production; Seminal Economics and Spermatophagy




The early twentieth century most commonly characterized sex as a communicable disease. In that spirit the Reverend F. B. Meyer strongly cautioned the public in 1920 against sexual intercourse during pregnancy He worried that pregnant women, whose “sexual sense” should normally “become quiescent” during this period, would, if aroused, transmit a depraved lust for animal pleasures to their unborn offspring. “The effect of sexual indulgence at that time is likely to develop abnormally the sexual instinct in the child,” he declared. Meyers caution was recorded in a fascinating collection of essays on the social and economic implications of birth control by some of Britain’s most “distinguished scientists, economists, and leaders of religious thought.” The collection, titled The Control of Parenthood, was published simultaneously in London and New York by G. P. Putnams.




Meyer was certain that in the prevalence of prenatal stimulation science would find “the key to much of the sexual precocity and depravity which curse humanity.” (144) Nature herself, he argued, abhorred this regressive subversion of the principles of dimorphic gender evolution: “To those who obey her, Nature distributes her rarest gifts with prodigal generosity, but she chastises with a whip of scorpions all who ruthlessly offend against her conventions.” (141) To awaken and energize the African womb even while it ought to be slumbering peacefully through its period of gestation was evidently to imprint the mark of the beast on the unborn. But at the same time psychoanalysis was beginning to posit a positive correlation between moderate sexual activity and mental health. The moralists were becoming confused.




Toward the end of the second decade of this century, therefore, the “maternal virgin or sexual vampire” dichotomy was reaching an ideological impasse. In his In Defense of Women (1918), H. L. Mencken, who, as the influential editor of the journal The Smart Set, had by this time already become one of the United States’ most important cultural critics, complained that this dichotomy had become a vulgar commonplace: “What emerged in the end was a sort of double doctrine, first that women were devils and secondly that they were angels.” This “preposterous dualism” had recently been turned “into a compromise dogma” that “held on the one hand, that women are unintelligent and immoral, and on the other hand, that they are free from all those weaknesses of the flesh which distinguish men. This, roughly speaking, is the notion of the average male numskull to-day.” (163)




Mencken was not about to be fooled by such shilly-shallying. He had no doubt that behind every feminine mask of innocence a sexual vampire was lying in wait: “What these virtuous beldames actually desire in their hearts is not that the male be reduced to chemical purity, but that the franchise of dalliance be extended to themselves. The most elementary acquaintance with Freudian psychology exposes their secret animus.” (141) The issue was simple. All women were sexual predators, and that was that. The “devil or angel” controversy had been concocted by warring factions of religious fanatics and masculinized feminists. The latter were, he contended, “simply women who, in their tastes and processes of mind, are two-thirds men.” (142) Mencken had read his Weininger carefully. Against this brood of vampires the American male had one powerful prophylactic: his common sense.




How a woman behaved in response to sexual stimulation (whether during pregnancy or before) was a clear indication of her status in the evolutionary realm. Enjoyment was a sign of the prowling animal womb, while resigned, passive toleration of “masculine admiration, however violently expressed,” as Mencken put it, was indicative of her successful acculturation to the requirements of dimorphic gender evolution. Mencken, however, doubted that any such acculturation was more than skin-deep: “No girl in her right senses has ever been actually seduced since the world began,” he asserted. Women recognized instinctively that “nine men out of ten” would be quite happy “if there were no women in the world, once they had grown accustomed to the quiet.” It was always the “women who seduce them from such celibate doings.” (134–5)




Like Kipling, Conrad, Glyn, and a host of other early-twentieth-century chroniclers of the battle of the sexes, Mencken advocated the immediate colonization of woman’s African womb. His heavily ironic “defense” concluded that women could not be blamed for being nature’s tool in the battle of the sexes. Men were dolts who allowed themselves to be led by the nose. Instead, they should treat women the way the Western nations treated their colonial empires. Women, after all, were not “romantic political and social invalids” but “free competitors in a harsh world” (199) who needed to be kept under authoritarian control. Woman’s main weakness was her addiction to sex and money. “It is always forgotten that this weakness is not confined to prostitutes, but runs through the whole female sex.” (192) Any woman, Mencken said, once provided with such basic necessities, longed to be dominated: “The woman of true discretion, I am convinced, would much rather marry a superior man, even on unfavourable terms, than make John Smith her husband, serf and prisoner at one stroke.” (202)




One of Herbert Spencer’s most influential contributions to social Darwinism had been his assertion that societies were organisms that moved from a simple structural homogeneity to complex heterogeneity. Quantity and quality moved in opposite directions. Quality, the natural realm of the “superior man,” was the evolutionary elite’s weapon in its efforts to transcend the inherent mediocrity of nature. In fact, Mencken suspected that “nature is secretly against the superman, and seeks to prevent his birth.” (106) In The Control of Parenthood, J. Arthur Thomson, one of the period’s most prominent genetic biologists, spelled out Spencer’s argument:






Genesis decreases as individuation increases, the two varying in inverse ratio. Individuation means complexity, integration, fullness, and freedom of Efe. The tapeworm with its degenerate body and drifting Efe of ease has its miUions of embryos; the Golden Eagle with its differentiated body and controlled Efe has two eaglets at a time. The less individuated organisms tend to the spawning solution; the more individuated to economised reproduction.







True to established practice, Thomson, in delineating his economics of reproduction, made liberal use of implied parallels between the sexual habits of humans and animals. His comparison established direct affinities between “better” humans and “good” animals, such as the “Golden Eagle,” and invidious homologies between “lesser” humans (the ones who “spawned” a lot) and tapeworms. To economize was essential to gaining individuation, while spending was the key to loss of selfhood. Thomson even insisted that “men of great ability, who illustrate inborn individuation, are often childless.” (9–10) Cogito ergo sum continens. Worldwide empire was to be the thinking man’s reward, but only if he found a way to keep the evolutionary elite from selfdestructing in the reproductive realm.




Thomson hastened to acknowledge that a “differential decline in fertility with increase of individuation is unproved.” (20) But he probably knew that such a caveat would have little effect on what the lay readership targeted by The Control of Parenthood would think he thought. He therefore provided this readership with an irresistible sample of his thinking by noting that he shared “the view of Mr. Havelock Ellis that birth-control within limits makes for progress and is likely to continue to do so, being not ‘race suicide’ but race-saving.” (25)




This comment referred to a dilemma widely perceived as pressing by those who considered themselves part of the Anglo-Saxon or Aryan evolutionary elite. For if indiscriminate spawning brought out the tapeworm in a man, its civilizing alternative, continence, must be considered a potential source of “race suicide.” The “inferior races” were spawning all around, and the evolutionary elite must therefore pay close attention to the productive efficiency of its seminal expenditure to maintain its position of economic leadership and avoid being overrun by hordes of erotic degenerates.




The biologist Leonard Hill, whose remarks followed Thomson’s contribution to the collection, weighed in with an impassioned attack on contraception. Rounding up the usual suspects from the insect world, Hill sketched a natural environment of sexual warfare replete with incidents of masculine humiliation in the woman-dominant world of spiders, where “the male is so small that he has to warily approach the gross-bellied female or he is caught and eaten for his awkward gallantry.” Hill stressed that in nature “the acme of life is reached when breeding takes place, and many insects after fertilisation and egg-laying die.” Noting that among insects “the drive of the sexual instinct may lead to death in the very act of fertilisation,” he sketched for his readers the tragic plight of the drone (the ultimate “socialist” worker of the insect world), “whose sexual organs are torn from him when he mates with the queen bee at the zenith of the nuptial flight into the azure of the sky, and dies as the reward of winning the race.” (34—6)




Hill wanted his readers to remember that the human male had escaped the murderous cycles of reproductive femininity only by learning to survive the rigors of sexual intercourse. Today, therefore, as a reward for the male’s achievements in continence, “the sexual glands modify the growth and development of the whole body and character.” The continuation of evolutionary development depended on that process. The British Empire required men with well-protected testicles. Therefore man must always keep woman in subjection or be content to return to being no more than a meal in the world of woman-rule. The evolutionary male animal must be “of an active, fighting nature, so that the best stock should win the female and propagate the race.” (34—6)




The key to Anglo-Aryan world domination was therefore a regime of 5eZ/-control interspersed with brief episodes of sexual conquest, not birth control: “The boy who aims at excelling at athletics and at work, who has his energy fully taken up and recognises the need of keeping perfectly fit, is not troubled with overpowering desire. Overfeeding and laziness are great incentives to sexual immorality.” Hill’s implication was that the “steeled” young man, who could keep woman in her place, was also the soldier who could keep Britain on top in the economic struggle for life among nations. Adolf Hitler was to pay very close attention to such admonitions. Five years later, in Mein Kampf, he closely echoed Hill’s remarks: “The neglect of physical training,” Hitler worried, favored “in much too early youth the formation of sexual conceptions. The boy who, by sports and gymnastics, is brought to an ironlike inurement succumbs less to the need of sensual gratification than the stay-at-home who is fed exclusively on intellectual food.” (346)




Hill contended that love was war in the evolutionary realm, and that therefore the soldiers of empire need not pity women for the harsh part nature had given them in the logistics of nation building: “If woman had been evolved as an egg-laying animal like a bird, how easy and simple the control of population, and what a different world—women free from menstruation, pregnancy, and the pangs of birth, the eggs selected and hatched in incubators!” (46—8) To encourage quality over quantity, nature had instead deliberately made human reproduction more painful and more costly in physiological terms. But that challenge had also produced the phenomenon of the unnatural woman who shied away from the rigors of reproduction. This had imposed a new “white man’s burden” on the male. It was his duty not to let any woman slip by unfertilized, for “in consequence of the non-fulfillment of desire and the physiological functions of the sexual organs the sexual processes become deranged in many, and painful menstruation occurs, the breasts atrophy, the beauty is lost. In the case of the unmarried, the rose blushing uncared for fades away.” Thus the circle of predatory gender relationships once more closed in upon itself, setting off a cycle of devolutionary masculinization among otherwise civilized women. For these atrophied females had a tendency to “become factory hands, approximating to the sterile workers of the bee community. Some few become sexual perverts and feminists, and like the worker bees come to hate the drones.” (33)




The complexities of male dominance in the age of empire thus required steel-plated self-control. This, combined with a carefully monitored but authoritative program focused on the insemination of reluctant females, would lead to a new imperialist utopia: “There are vast tracts of the British Empire waiting to be populated by the British race. Let the youth of the overcrowded cities then emigrate and secure room for a healthy, natural sexual life, a more virile character, and far greater happiness.” (52)




The contributors to The Control of Parenthood thus gave very serious thought to the “Imperial and Racial Aspects” of modern life, as one of the subsections of the book was titled. Harold Cox, editor of the Edinburgh Review, pointed out what many feared: “that if we reduce our population, there is a danger of our being overwhelmed by more prolific races.” Cox considered this argument “superficially plausible but effectively valueless as a plea for an increased birth-rate” and trotted out the quality-over-quantity argument once again: “If the birth-rate were the test of racial strength the peoples of China and India would long since have overrun the world.” The ease with which Britain had conquered India was a case in point: “The higher type of manhood that is developed by control of the birth-rate will always be able to take care of itself against the lower types produced by unlimited procreation.” (78—80)




However, Mary Scharlieb, a prominent physician, worried that birth control would bring the ascendancy of unbridled “sensuous gratification.” She was certain that “countries which practiced such self-abuse would rapidly degenerate, and would show a lack of physical vigour and of moral greatness.” (95–6) She, too, saw the solution as residing in “athleticism and self-control.” (118) These qualities would lead to a society governed by “eugenics, patriotism, and enlightened self-interest.” (113) Nature, however, must be given its tithe: Every woman of childbearing age should “have a child about once in two years.” This production schedule would lead to families blessed with five or six children. “A family of this size would be none too big for the necessities of the Empire.” Parts of that empire, she feared, were “so sparsely populated that they offer almost overwhelming temptations to their neighbors.” (124–5)




H. Rider Haggard, in reward for the massive popularity of She and other such epics chronicling a British imperialism beset by feminine wiles, had been made a Knight of the British Empire by this time. In The Control of Parenthood he therefore spoke with new authority when he alerted his readers to the dangers of genetic subversion. He insisted that birth control would force the “White Mans Countries” to “import such foreigners as they could get, until finally the original blood was watered away and they were overtaken by whatever destiny might be appointed to them.” He did not need to spell out the nature of that destiny, for every reader could be expected to understand that the words “watery blood” were synonymous with “effeminacy” and “degeneration.” (172) On recent visits to South Africa Haggard had been horrified by “the number of persons of mixed origin whom I saw walking about the streets of the cities.” He considered “this miscegenation” an entirely new form of “racial suicide.”




To reverse this pattern, “the refreshment of the Dominions with British blood” was absolutely essential. “Should the British Empire begin to decline, it will be a terrible event, since its ultimate fall would mean the greatest loss that the known history of the world records—a truth that even our rivals, yes, and our enemies, will, I believe, admit.” But “the white races are, in the slang phrase, not the only pebbles on the beach. There remains the East. On the fringe of the East, also, there remains Russia, herself half Oriental.” Most threatening of all, however, was the Far East, “animated by morals, rules, and standards utterly different from our own. The East is polygamous and in it there are, I believe, few unmarried women.”




It was thus a world of unbridled eroticism and therefore dangerous. For






while all these dim Eastern myriads were unarmed and helpless, they did not greatly matter to the arrogant white races. But as Japan has taught us within our own generation, they are no longer unarmed or helpless, and what Japan has become today the peoples of China and of other places may, and probably will, become tomorrow.







The werewolf was at the white mans door. These undifferentiated masses were about to fan out over the world to attack the Empire s colonial holdings and “exterminate or subdue the handful” of brave Aryans who, though dramatically outnumbered, were bound to defend such territories. “Well do I remember,” Haggard mused, “that wise and prescient man, my late friend, ex-President Roosevelt, discussing this matter with me.” The two of them had tried to determine which of the Western world s colonial holdings would be the first to be overrun, for they had agreed that a global race war was inevitable. (179—87)




The imperialist rhetoric of blood, war, and depredation, of racial purity and degeneration, was thus the central theme of The Control of Parenthood. By 1920, that theme had become one of the dominant obsessions of Western culture. Even the issue of birth control was not cast in the “pro-choice/pro-life” dichotomy we have since become used to. The individual person s duty was first and foremost to country (duty to God ran a distant second). Haggard summarized the issue succinctly: “The best thing that we can do is to appeal to the women of the Empire to save the Empire, and to impress upon them the fact that great nations are not destroyed: they commit suicide.” (188) The collection was deliberately designed to reflect the opinions of the widest possible spectrum of authorities. Rider Haggard was a celebrity, a religious authority, the bishop of Birmingham, wrote the introduction, and Marie Stopes, who had the last word, was as prominent as Margaret Sanger in the field of birth control.




If a popular book on birth control could approach its subject as a matter of international imperialist policy, involving issues of “race suicide” and “racial vampirism,” it should come as no surprise that the well-to-do in the business community, the middle-class “aristocracy” of money, who had been anointed as the evolutionary elite by Sumner and his cohorts, were beginning to see sex as a racial battleground and the family as an outpost of the empire of economic mastery. This was, of course, also the issue that most fascinated the huge readership of Thomas Dixon s 1905 best-selling novel of racist diatribe, The Clansman, and the even larger audiences for the equally racist film by D. W. Griffith it inspired, The Birth of a Nation (1915).




Dixon’s novel delineated the world of race wars Teddy Roosevelt and H. Rider Haggard imagined to be just around the corner. Instead of being ruled by muscular, godlike, blond, middle-class supermen, as it should have been, Dixon’s mythical post-Civil War agrarian South had been overrun by an ungodly alliance of miscegenating, effeminate Northern aristocrats and half-breed women with “catlike eyes” and “full lips.” This reign of horror had unleashed a “vulture army of the base, venal, unpatriotic, and corrupt,” which had swept down Eke “a black cloud” over the Aryan South. The leader of this vermin was Stoneman, a decadent old Northern radical with “ape-like” arms and an “eagle-beaked nose breathing rapacity, sensuality throbbing in his massive jaws, and despotism frowning from his heavy brows.” (99) Lombroso had, of course, already alerted Dixon’s readers to the fact that a man with such features could not help but be a born criminal. This stone-hearted degenerate was, in turn, led by his—from a phrenologist’s point of view, tellingly Semitic—nose by a monstrously miscegenated woman, an American version of Conrad’s African queen:






No more curious or sinister figure ever cast a shadow across the history of a great nation than did this mulatto woman in the most corrupt hour of American life. The grim old man who looked into her sleek tawny face and followed her catlike eyes was steadily gripping the Nation by the throat. Did he aim to make this woman the arbiter of its social life, and her ethics the limit of its moral laws? (94)







Of course he did. What else could be expected of Jews and of halfbreeds who were, Dixon made clear, like the Africans who had spawned them, creatures “half-child, half-animal”? (292)




Dixon wanted to show that Stoneman and his effeminate Northern cultural elite had rigged the vote in Congress to ensure that post—Civil War Reconstruction would be a dance of degenerates. The Aryan South’s lofty Christian principles were about to be betrayed and overrun by opportunists who would set themselves up as “absolute monarchs” by forging an alliance with the “scum of the earth.” The “half-animal” woman with the African womb triumphed: “In the moment of ominous silence which followed” the vote, Dixon writes, “a yellow woman of sleek animal beauty leaned far over the gallery rail and laughed aloud.” (145) Porter Emerson Browne’s Vampire and Dixon’s mulatto were clearly two of a kind: sexual women who had slithered out from among the lowest dregs of the lowest orders of humanity to infect the Aryan world with their lusts. The “yellow woman” laughs so loudly because she knows that now “ape-like black beasts” will be given free rein to range through the South and rape its highly evolved white women at will. Were this to happen, Dixon’s implication was, hordes of other degenerate yellow women, the tainted fruit of these lustful encounters, could be expected to fan out over the North American continent and depredate the surviving middle-class Aryan males. Species evolution would grind to a halt.




What Dixons villainous contaminator of white blood has not counted on, however, is the Southern white woman’s iron will to purity and her virtuous submission to Anglo-American manhood. Dixon makes it abundantly clear that these meek women, elected of God to be the cradle of mankind’s evolutionary advance, would rather kill themselves than allow their genetic contamination by the blood of degenerates. Dixon’s miscreant has also erroneously discounted the evolutionary fervor of Southern white men. These rise up as one against the bestial hordes invading their earthly paradise, organize the Ku Klux Klan, “God’s Army,” and wreak swift and deadly vengeance upon the brutal but cowardly Africans. Even Stoneman, the lust-deformed leader of the effeminate Northern cultural elite, dying, finally sees the light: “When I first fell a victim to the wiles of the yellow vampire who kept my house, I dreamed of lifting her to my level.” But instead she has dragged him down: “I felt myself sinking into the black abyss of animalism, I, whose soul had learned the pathway of the stars and held high converse with the great spirits of the ages .” (371) Stoneman wisely expires in the midst of this realization. Had the phrase not already been claimed by Conrad’s Kurtz, Stoneman at this point might well have exclaimed: “The horror! The horror!”




The Clansman—like Marlow always a man of moderation and moral restraint—has the last word. In the novel’s concluding chapter, triumphantly and biblically titled “Vengeance Is Mine,” he is able to declare, hot on the heels of Stoneman’s demise, that “Civilization has been saved, and the South redeemed from shame.” The racially miscegenated sexual-woman/female-man/Jew-monster that was destined to stalk through the twentieth century in a virtually endless series of incarnations had encountered its first phalanx of fearless vampire killers: as Dixon promised in his introduction, “one of the most dramatic chapters in the history of the Aryan race” had come to a happy ending amid the light of flaming crosses and the smell of burning flesh.




Dixon’s inspiration, like Porter Emerson Browne’s for X Fool There Was, had been Kipling. His subtitle to The Leopard’s Spots (1902), the first volume of his racist/sexist “Trilogy of Reconstruction,” which continued with The Clansman and concluded with The Traitor (1907), was “A Romance of the White Man’s Burden.” Dixon was convinced that imperialism was the South’s Manifest Destiny. The Ku Klux Klan was the military arm of “the Invisible Empire” of white supremacy. In The Clansman, a Dr. Barnes, portrayed by Dixon as a knowledgeable moderate and an “objective” scientist, anticipated Harold Cox’s argument in The Control of Parenthood: “The breed to which the Southern white man belongs has conquered every foot of soil on this earth their feet have pressed for a thousand years. A handful of them hold in subjection three hundred million in India. Place a dozen of them in the heart of Africa, and they will rule the continent.” (186) Clearly only the bloodwatering, muscle-weakening genetic poison of the “yellow vampire” of miscegenation could keep the Aryans from remaining the masters of the universe.




Compared with Dixon’s vicious racist hatemongering, soon to be replicated faithfully in D. W Griffith’s much overcelebrated Birth of a Nation, the “racial” impheations of the theme of the vampire were a good deal more subdued in Browne’s A Fool There Was, which was staged and novelized a mere two years after Dixon had concluded his trilogy of race, sex, and class parallelism, but Browne’s intentions were clearly the same. Dixon’s scope was meant to be “epic,” whereas Browne’s melodrama was “domestic.” Browne’s generic Woman, as Vampire, was white, but she was born into a “filthy” French peasant environment as the miscegenated daughter of the European version of the African womb: the effeminate remnants of the feudal aristocracy of the “dark ages” who had, by this time in history, become the swishy, licentious Draculas of middle-class economic pornography. Browne’s “Woman” and Dixon’s equally generic, miscegenated “Yellow Vampire” were therefore both presented as proof of the sexual woman’s genetic ties with the “lower orders”—all those creatures “half devil and half child” whose reluctance to enter the brave new world of virtuous subjection to their Aryan masters expressed their perverse lack of appreciation for the white man’s burden of evolutionary capital development.




Browne had set out to demonstrate that the destructive incursions of the sexual vampire and the colonized masses’ resistance to progress were parallel facets of the tapeworm mentality—the effeminate collectivist “spawning” impulse that was a manifestation of species degeneration. But he could not portray “the Vampire” of his novel simply as a daughter of the “lower classes,” for most bourgeois readers would have found it hard to believe that such a creature could have had the grace and beauty necessary to make her into a truly fatal woman. It was a given of early-twentieth-century melodrama that such a woman must be a racial “defective”—a woman of mixed heritage. In Three Weeks, in her most positive incarnation, she had been an Eastern aristocrat with “modern” ambitions; this had made it possible for Elinor Glyn to portray her not only as physically refined and desirable but even as admirable, a woman with “positive” instincts. Still, the information that this queen was of Eastern origin was perfectly sufficient to make Glyn’s readers accept the notion that this elegant lady could be capable of “immorality” and “animal lust.” Such a woman, in turn, could be killed off with little fanfare.




Dixon’s “yellow woman” similarly owed her “catlike” physical erotic power to the “tragedy of miscegenation,” which had given her the outward beauty of the white race. But behind this facade of beauty, “the beast” of degeneration lay hidden. “The Woman” in Browne’s novel completed the triad of mixes habitually used by early-twentieth-century authors to alert their readers to the appearance of a fatal woman. As the spawn of a liaison between the old European aristocracy and the barely evolved “lower orders” of Western civilization—bestial farmers and barely human laborers—she was truly one of Dracula’s daughters.




In 1925, in Mein Kampf, Adolf Hitler spelled out the mathematics of miscegenation: “Any crossing between two beings of not quite the same high standard produces a medium between the standards of the parents. That means: the young one will probably be on a higher level than the racially lower parent, but not as high as the higher one.” Hitler had understood perfectly the point Dixon, Browne, and Griffith were trying to make: “The stronger is to rule and he is not to amalgamate with the weaker one, that he may not sacrifice his own greatness.” The weakling must be sacrificed to the strong: “If this law were not dominating, all conceivable development toward a higher level, on the part of all organically living beings, would be unthinkable for man.” (390) The step from “excluding” the weakling (bred “in the swamp of a generally spreading softening and effeminacy” [386]) to exterminating him is small—and organic.




Browne’s “Woman,” then, was, like those of Dixon, Conrad, and many other novelists of this period, a sociopolitical construction intended to demonstrate the disastrous but, in a woman, not immediately recognizable effects of miscegenation. An ocean full of social and economic implications churned ominously beneath the vampire s kiss. No wonder Theda Bara s phrase “Kiss me, My Fool!” made a whole generation of men want to run for the exits. The periods reigning platitude was that loss of money and loss of vital essence were more than merely metaphoric consequences of the sexual vampire s incursions. They were the source of species degeneration itself. A man s loss of vital essence directly caused the loss of his money, but the erotic depredations of the African womb did more: they weakened a man s intellect. His weakened intellect made him lose his capacity to conserve capital, and this in turn undermined his capacity to make money. Thus, in the end, any Aryan s seminal profligacy undermined the economic strength of the Aryan nations, and hence their ability to triumph in the coming race wars.




The social Darwinist teachings of Spencer and Sumner, the colonialist mythology of the empire builders, and the prejudicial dimorphic gender evolutionism of the biologists, physicians, and theologians had thus, by 1915, become a single issue in the minds of most educated males. With the economic boom of the Twenties, their fears of seminal depletion were gradually to be overtaken by financial euphoria. The evolutionary ideology that had posited the genetic primacy of a capitalist meritocracy and, in the process, developed the image of the sexual woman as vampire, thus also encouraged the development of a viciously antihumane racist “patriotism,” which took its cue from the rhetoric of masculinity and effeminacy already developed within the context of “the battle of the sexes.” Now, slowly, the horrid usurpative ambitions of the “lower orders”—the “black mob,” the “yellow peril,” and the “red hordes”—began to take center stage. Soon the sexual woman would no longer be seen as the primary cause of economic and species degeneration. Instead, she would gradually become merely a “natural” ally to the “lower orders,” one more weapon in natures war on the lordly Aryan.




Easy money at the same time exerted a relaxing effect on sexual mores. During the Twenties and Thirties the “real” vampire of the earlier decades underwent a parthenogenetic evolution. Her primitive, bestial half seamlessly shifted its shape into the pervasive erotic temptress, the “Mata Hari” figure impersonated in Theda Bara s wake by actresses such as Nita Naldi, Pola Negri, Garbo, and Dietrich. These ruthless seductresses were to blame for a staggeringly high death rate among their suitors. The once secondary financial appetite of the earlier vampire, meanwhile, spawned the gold digger—who was almost always an irresistibly attractive working-class woman whose ambitions were more economic than amorous. But such modern, spunky (preferably blonde) bedroom capitalists soon came to exhibit an endearing tendency to fall in love against their better judgment and to renounce their ticker tapes for aprons. The daughters of such marriages made on Wall Street were to become the tomboys next door of the Fifties, whose only direct genetic connection with their vampire grandmothers consisted of gravitydefying breasts emblematic of their twin-set erotic pliability and maternal amplitude.




The demise of the “real” vampire of the early decades, however, also required the development of a new, this time far more metaphoric, vampire brood. In the cinematic revival of the vampire beginning with Tod Browning’s Dracula of 1931, we therefore see the scientific “reality” of the 19ios transforming itself into the social mythology of today. That symbolic metamorphosis also transmuted the portentous socioeconomic meaning of the sexual woman’s command to man: “Kiss me, My Fool!” The “kiss” out of wedlock that had once represented the “real” vampire’s ruthless, degenerative appropriation of the lifeblood of the Aryan nation thus, under the influence of psychoanalysis, gradually took on the bland sociosymbolic “universality” of its current cultural function as an only vaguely predatory act of erotic convergence.




But before the political specificity of the vampire’s kiss began to fade, it had succeeded in establishing a wide range of metaphoric equations that still dominate our erotic imagination. Popular culture today perhaps more than ever encourages acceptance of the Freudian dictum that love and death are two sides of the same coin. However, when Freud posited a “death instinct” that drives people “beyond the pleasure principle” in search of a dimly remembered prenatal condition of “inanimate stasis,” and when he, in consequence, accepted the notion that “the aim of all life is death,” he was merely being a man of his time, a man brought up in an environment in which all sexual encounters were seen as sadomasochistic depredations, and where, by the highest scientific authority, each instance of ejaculation had been declared to be indeed that infamous “little death” of French folklore, a chemical and economic disaster contributory to each man’s progressive loss of self.




As long as psychoanalytic assumptions of this sort, whose perceived validity is intimately linked to specific historical conditions, continue to be taken seriously, there is little reason to assume that we have rid ourselves of the social influence of the early twentieth century’s moral economy of sexual depletion. Culture and entertainment could not exist in their present form without the assumption that love and death are coextensive. In a Hollywood movie, to make love to an openly sexual woman is still a misstep virtually guaranteed to result in death, unless, like Michael Douglas—the reigning role model for all recuperating tempted men—the sinner can square his jaw against temptation and kill the offending woman instead.




The persistence of such fears can be attributed at least in part to what was certainly the oddest among the discoveries of turn-of-the-century medicine in the field of human sexuality. Researchers convinced of the miraculous properties of properly retained “testicular matter” argued that there must be a specific organic cause for the sexual woman s perverse descent into nomeproductive seminal theft. Certainly there was no mystery about the cause of a mans depletion. The loss of his vital essence was explanation enough. But why, conversely, should the woman thrive? That too, they decided, must have to do with the generous infusions of the masculine essence she received from her sexual partners. The male’s “catabolic,” creative drive clearly fell victim to the “anabolic,” recessive needs of the woman.




One pseudoscientific assumption usually invites another, and the image of the sexual woman as a vampire who deprived the male of his vital essence inevitably helped scientists to conclude that the male’s precious seminal fluid must literally have a role in “feeding” a womans body. Women, the argument went, needed the male seminal extracts even for purposes quite apart from the process of impregnation. By the early 1920s this idea had become so widely current that Marie Stopes, in her book Contraception (1923), claimed (quite inaccurately) that the medical profession should have credited her for having discovered this earthshaking theorem. She insisted that in her book Wise Parenthood (1918) she had been first to have “explicitly enunciated” the “very important consideration” of “the beneficial Absorption by the vagina from the ejaculatory fluid” as a determining factor of the physical well-being of women. Since then she had “watched opinion about it pass the stages from hostile criticism to the adoption of my facts.”




As is typical of so many of the quarrels about “being first” in the world of science, Stopes had merely enunciated an idea that was already widely in the air since at least the early 1890s. She was, however, correct in asserting that by 1923 the notion had become a medical commonplace. Moreover, Stopes was certainly one of the most committed and insistent advocates of this idea, which held that “women absorb from the seminal fluid of the man some substance, ‘hormone,’ ‘vitamine,’ or stimulant which affects their internal economy in such a way as to benefit and nourish their whole systems.” (81) The British birth control advocate s many books on sex, marriage, and contraception were hugely influential during the Twenties and Thirties. Though antiabortion groups and the followers of antipornography campaigner Anthony Comstock managed to keep most of them from being published in the United States until the late Twenties, they sold millions of copies in Europe. Many of these were smuggled into the United States with even more zeal than copies of Ulysses. Her book Married Love (1918) became a true publishing phenomenon.




The idea itself, however, had been floating around the edges of the medical establishment since at least the eighteenth century, and, as Havelock Ellis and other sexual anthropologists were fond of emphasizing, claims about the restorative qualities of various seminal and testicular extracts had been part of folk medicine for thousands of years. But during the first twenty years of this century, probably as a logical outgrowth of the renewed widespread popularity of the vital-essence theory, the medical establishment was all abuzz over a variety of recent discoveries that had lent an aura of scientific legitimacy to earlier speculations about the nutritive potency of the life-energy contained in a mans vital fluids. After all, if these fluids were responsible for the size and intellectual potency of his brain (that “great clot of genital fluid” of Ezra Pound) and were transported to that location through the blood (or the spinal marrow, as some suggested), a direct infusion of the fluid was likely to have a dramatic impact on the physiological constitution of women—who were, after all, poorly supplied with gray matter from the start. Researchers suggested that any evidence of particularly vigorous health among the grateful female recipients of the male s seminal fluid should be attributed directly to its nutritional properties.




In 1869, at the height of the medical revival of interest in the vital-essence theory, Charles-Edouard Brown-Sequard had begun to explore the rejuvenation potential of genital extracts. Brown-Sequard (1817–1894) was a truly international pioneer in the field of neurophysiology and endocrinology. Born on Mauritius of an Irish-American father and a French-African mother, he had a British passport and spent most of his life moving restlessly from place to place, an early example of the gypsy medical researcher in pursuit of funding. He had worked with Charcot and was a close ffiend of Paul Broca, the famous French surgeon who was a moving force in the development of craniology and modern brain research. He had been brought to the United States by Louis Agassiz, the famous Swiss-American Harvard geologist whose study of fossilized human skulls had led him to posit a theory of the polygenesis of human races—a simple way to legitimize the argument that there were dramatic inequahties of evolutionary development among the various branches of the species.




Paris, Philadelphia, London, New York, Cambridge (Harvard), and Geneva were some of the locations where Brown-Séquard pursued his research on the localization of fùnction in the brain. Convinced, like most of his contemporaries, that there was a direct Enk between the reabsorption of testicular secretions and physical health (not to mention cranial potency), he spent the summer of 1875 in the laboratory of Agassiz’s summer home near Boston, transplanting the testes of young guinea pigs into guinea pigs that were at the end of their life cycle to see if this would produce significant improvement in their vitality. Brown-Séquard had been made much aware of human mortality around this time. His second wife had died in 1874; Agassiz a few months earlier, in December 1873; and his first wife just seven years before that. In 1869, during a stopover at the Faculty of Medicine of the Sorbonne, he had proposed, as J. M. D. Olmsted reported in a 1946 biography, “that if semen were injected into the blood of old men, they would probably show signs of renewed vigor.”




Though his 1875 experiments with guinea pigs had seemed promising, he appears to have abandoned them at this time. A third marriage, in 1877, may have diverted his attention. But late in Efe, when he had gained phenomenal fame in medical circles and had been appointed professor at the CoUège de France, his own infirmities caused him to return to his earEer experiments. In his early seventies, plagued by illness, he became, in Olmsteds words, determined to “prove correct this idea of the possibility of restoring the powers of the aged by injection of testicular extracts.” (138)




In 1889 Brown-Séquard gave himself “six subcutaneous injections of small quantities of a water extract of ground-up testicles of dogs or guinea pigs.” He reported that for many years he had been “so tired” after a few hours in the laboratory “that I had to go to bed almost as soon as I had taken a hasty meal.” But after the injections all that “changed and I have regained at least all the force which I possessed a number of years ago.” His capacity “to run up stairs, to stand for hours in the lab, to Eft heavy objects,” had all improved miraculously. (206—7)




Unfortunately, the vital essence of assorted animals proved insufficient to keep this pioneer of seminal tonics alive. Even the force of auto-suggestion did not prevent him from falling into a series of progressively more debilitating illnesses. Still, Olmsted reported,






from the moment of his announcement of the effects of his extracts on himself, the medical world was in furor. His tremendous reputation, recognized all over the civilized world, was a guarantee of good faith, and the wonder-working extract was tried out for almost every debility known to man. From outposts like Bucharest and St. Petersburg enthusiastic reports began to come in; the extract hastened transmission of sensory impulses; an overwhelming number of locomotive ataxia victims were helped; there was immunization against tuberculosis, augmentation in the vigor of the foetus of a syphilitic mother, and twenty-one cases of cancer had been ameliorated. Before the end of the year more than twelve thousand physicians were administering the extract to their patients. (209)







During the early 1890s various “elixirs” and “salts of spermine” were brought onto the market “and thus became the first endocrine product to be commercialized.” Sales of such products “soon reached even the outposts of the British Empire, and a doctor in South Africa is reported to have laid down in his cellar barrels of the stuff which were never opened.” (214–5) In ^93, the year before he died, Brown-Séquard, a true believer still, delineated “the physiological and therapeutic effects of a liquid extract of the male sex glands” in the house organ of the Académie des Sciences. This report became the basis for numerous subsequent investigations and experiments by others.




Though the brain researchers seminal extracts failed to rejuvenate the blood of aging human spermatophores, the furor over the restorative potential of vital essence did not die down with his death. Debates for and against his findings proliferated in medical circles, and among those able to retain and recycle the bulk of their semen, the invocation of his name called up dreams of perpetual youth. But often the lure of woman loomed even larger. The mere thought of her could lead to a reckless expulsion of the precious fluids of rejuvenation. No wonder that images of spermatophagous insects began to gnaw at these mens brains.




Marie Stopes s cheerful descriptions of blissful young women growing into strapping young mothers on a diet of their husbands’ endocrine secretions did not help to allay men’s fears. Many, convinced that they were sliding further into cranial and physical infirmity each time they attended to their wives’ reproductive needs, must have begun to draw direct analogies between their spouses and the female vampires rampant in fiction, who had taken to consuming Brown-Sequard’s testicular extract in its undistilled form—as blood—rather than following approved medical procedure by letting themselves be injected with it “subcutaneously.”




Though there were storms of controversy about the matter in the medical establishment, nearly everyone had become convinced that semen was a substance with potent nutritive qualities entirely separate from its reproductive function. These were directly related to the lifegiving qualities of blood—of which semen, after all, was “the most rarified distillate.” After rounding up the evidence supplied by a wide variety of folkloric and primitive medical practices, and highlighting the alimentary customs of the infamous spermatophages of the insect world, these men of science pronounced seminal fluid to be an effective tonic against numerous forms of female “hysteria”—particularly cases of adolescent anorexia.




In 1905 Havelock Ellis gave wide publicity as well as his unqualified stamp of approval to such findings in the fifth volume of his Studies in the Psychology of Sex (republished over and over again without the slightest modification in numerous subsequent editions well into the Fifties). Ellis’s easily accessible summary of the medical literature on the subject helped it gain wide currency among the intellectuals of the period. He asserted that though semen had already been credited with being something of a magic potion by “the highest medical authorities in Greece,” as well as by those “in India and Persia,” scientific proof of the wholesome, invigorating qualities of this masculine brain food had been uncovered only very recently: “The positive action of semen, or rather of the testicular products, has been much investigated during recent years, and appears on the whole to be demonstrated.” He stressed that an entirely new field of therapeutics had been opened up after “the notable discovery by Brown-Sequard, a quarter of a century ago, that the ingestion of the testicular juices in states of debility and senility acted as a beneficial stimulant and tonic.” Investigators all over the world had found






that testicular extracts, and more especially the spermin as studied by Poehl, and by him regarded as a positive katalysator or accelerator of metabolic processes, exert a real influence in giving tone to the heart and other muscles, and in improving the metabolism of the tissues even when all influences of mental suggestion have been excluded. (178—9)







Ellis discussed the key findings of the seminal nutrition theorists at some length. He stressed the traditional nature of the belief “that semen might, when ingested, possess valuable stimulant qualities, a discovery which has been made by various savages, notably by the Australian aborigines, who, in many parts of Australia, administer a potion of semen to dying or feeble members of the tribe.” Noteworthy was “that in Central Africa the testes of the goat are consumed as an aphrodisiac.” Ellis then gave a thumbnail sketch of the matter’s “scientific” history:






In eighteenth century Europe, Schurig, in his Spermatologia, still found it necessary to discuss at considerable length the possible medical properties of human semen, giving many prescriptions which contained it. The stimulation produced by ingestion of semen would appear to form in some cases a part of the attraction exerted by fellatio; De Sade emphasized this point; and in a case recorded by Howard semen appears to have acted as a stimulant for which the craving was as irresistible as is that for alcohol in dipsomania. (172)







Ellis also brought renewed attention to the eighteenth-century physiologist John Hunter’s remark (first published posthumously in 1861, in his Essays and Observations on Natural History, Anatomy, Physiology, Psychology and Geology) that “when held some time in the mouth,” semen “produces a warmth similar to spices, which lasts some time.” Together with Ellis’s suggestion that fellatio could become a physical addiction analogous to “dipsomania,” this quote clearly caught his colleagues’ attention with particular force. It was repeated over and over again by others as proof that seminal fluid had special properties as a stimulant. Theodore Besterman judged it so significant that he inserted it in his 1927 “enlarged” edition of Ernest Crawley’s influential anthropological study The Mystic Rose. Marie Stopes, of course, used it as conclusive proof of her “original” theorem (making certain to quote from the 1920 edition of Ellis’s remarks, not from the first edition of 1905). But inevitably the dissemination of these suggestive bits of medical and anthropological lore did not succeed in making men feel more wanted. The “man’s blood as semen is food for woman” medical theory merely added yet another mixed signal of fear and arousal to the average early-twentieth-century male’s sexual paranoia. Moreover, Ellis’s suggestion of a link between the “stimulant” qualities of semen when ingested and the potentially addictive properties of fellatio gave a particularly erotic new specificity to the image of woman as vampire.




The American physician O. A. Wall, in his monumental 1918 treatise Sex and Sex Worship (Phallic Worship), summed up the current thinking. He followed the period’s standard practice of shoring up a paucity of medical proof with the liberal usage of “scientifically obtained” folkloric antecedents. The vampire of folklore who sapped the strength of its victims, he said, could be interpreted as a symbolic thief of sperm. “By ‘strength’ sometimes is meant semen; the vampires are also nocturnal demons who sucked the strength from the penises of their victims.” Wall emphasized the ritual significance of fellatio in “primitive times,” identifying it with a search for “strength”: “In modern times Brown-Séquard’s elixir was made from the testicles of slaughtered animals, and a proprietary medicine made from testicles is also on the market.” He noted that “sucking the fresh semen is sometimes now considered a sovereign remedy for wasting disease, or, as in the houses of prostitution, an unfailing cosmetic remedy to produce a fine complexion,” and he concluded that “fresh (vital) semen” had long been “considered a wonderful remedy for ‘loss of vitality,’ and sucking it from the penises of men has been a practice of both men and women for ages, antedating Brown-Séquard’s theories for many centuries.” (363—4)




By the early 1920s a whole new industry had developed, which had as its goal the “replenishing” of men’s beleaguered vital essence by means of glandular infusions of all sorts, mostly of animal origin. In a 1922 issue of The New Republic, Nicholas and Lillian Kopeloff warned that “the term gland, in its magical omnipotence, is the fairy wand of today. Age fades at its touch. No longer would Ponce de Leon need to breast the stormy wave—a little ether, a little technique, a monkey’s gland—and the Elixir of Life could be any home brew.” The Kopeloffs were referring specifically to experiments staged by the French surgeon Serge Voronoff in the wake of Brown-Séquard’s disclosures. This inventor of the “orchitic elixir” had been one of Voronoff’s predecessors at the Collège de France. By 1919 Voronoff had begun to experiment with the transplantation of monkey testes to human subjects. As the Kopeloffs’ remark indicates, the public was fascinated more by the suggestive implications of the experiments themselves than by their disastrous results.




In a preface to Voronoff’s The Conquest of Life (1928), the books translator, Georges Gibier Rambaud, “former director of the New York Pasteur Institute,” gave a useful chronology of Voronoff’s rejuvenation experiments:






The first announcement of that discovery was made by its author on October 18th, 1919, in the great amphitheater of the Paris Medical Faculty, before the 28th French Surgical Congress. It could be resumed in a few words: I have found a remedy for old age. I have already rejuvenated a number of animals.







Three years later Voronoff presented his first “rejuvenated” human patient “before a large audience gathered at the Laboratory of Experimental Physiology of the Collège de France.” Rambaud noted that “the press of the whole world published echoes of that communication and a flood of comments was set loose.” (9—10)




Voronoff’s rejuvenation procedure was intended to “correct” a negative feature of dimorphic gender evolution in humans: “Many of the lower animals have retained the faculty of rejuvenating themselves, of entire rebirth from any part whatever of the body.” But the positive value of primitive parthenogenesis had been lost to man. As we “follow the evolution of beings towards more and more perfected forms, we shall see that the cells of the body definitely lose this power to regenerate the whole organism.” (21)




Even so, the human male’s reproductive organs, as a source of the most advanced developments in species evolution, were the crown of creation. “These glands,” said Voronoff, “transmit to the species the creative energy held by the individual. At the same time, however, they secrete a liquid which, passing direct into the blood, carries to all the tissues the stimulus and the energy necessary to the individual himself.” Thus “in a single organ Nature has united the source of the life of the individual and that of the species.” (44)




Unfortunately, these magically productive glands were also “the first to weaken and become atrophied” in time. Experiments had shown conclusively that “the removal of these glands reacts as much on the brain as on the heart, the muscles, the bones and all the other organs. The moral and physical energies both diminish, the peculiarly masculine qualities fade out of existence, youth disappears.” Voronoff shared his contemporaries’ conviction that like stallions he had observed a man “in losing his genital glands... loses at the same time much of his intelligence.” Signs of feminization were everywhere in castrated animals: “All the bones are slimmer. The cranial cavity is diminished, the face narrower, the chest contracted, while the legs are thinner and longer than those of normal animals. The muscles are less developed. Fat invades the body.” Human brains, after castration, became effeminate pap: Frenchmen who had been “surgically deprived of their genital glands” had soon “noticed that they were suffering from defective memory, difficulty in concentrating their thoughts and in pursuing intellectual effort over a certain period.” In prohibiting emasculated men from becoming priests, the Roman Catholic Church had long ago recognized “that a man who has been deprived of his genital glands loses not only his faculties for reproducing his species, which it is not the duty of a priest to exercise, but also some part of his intellectual faculties, which on the contrary, are very necessary to the pursuit of the sacerdotal office.” (46–9)




Therefore, Voronoff concluded, the orchitic glands “certainly act as a general stimulant of our physical and intellectual energy.” (51) And though women’s ovaries had a roughly analogue function, they were, from a productive point of view, clearly inferior. The physical resemblance between a castrated male and the normal female made that very clear. Man’s deathless future lay in the realization that “all human progress is due to the triumph of Man over Nature. Thus Man demonstrates his superiority over the rest of creation, and it is thanks to this superiority that he has arrived at his present stage of evolution.” Immortality was the ultimate reward: “We aspire to bring Life itself under the domination of our will.” (64)




Voronoff paid tribute to his predecessor Brown-Sequard as an “inspired savant” but pointed out that his researches had been hampered by nineteenth-century dogma. As a result, “the universal application of the Brown-Sequard method did not result in the success expected from it and is now almost completely abandoned.” This was due, however, not to a faulty principle but to a faulty product. Orchitic extracts of the Brown-Sequard variety had to be “injected in small doses, several times a day, throughout the rest of life.” (71—2) Voronoff felt he could build a better mousetrap. His own method would permit men to remain young to the age of 150. He suggested gland grafting: the substitution of new glands for old. This would guarantee a continuous intravenous flow of seminal nutrition. He proudly indicated that the worlds governments had become very interested in the commercial and military implications of his method—and with good reason, for Voronoff sketched a generalized future of organ transplantation that has since indeed come to pass.






Special hospitals should be created in the large towns, where fatal accidents are so numerous and so varied, in which people, to whom the grafting of a new gland or of an organ could ensure the restoration of strength or the re-establishment of a function, might be assembled. Any man who had died by accidental means, would also be immediately transported to this hospital, where his organs, after careful examination, would be removed for grafting purposes. (128)







But Voronoff’s heart did not belong to organ transplantation; he had given it to monkey glands. Endocrinologically speaking, he considered these a close match to the human male’s. Hence “monkeys, being precious beings from which we can borrow fresh supplies of vital energy when it becomes necessary,” should be bred the way we breed sheep, goats, bullocks, and horses. Monkey farms would permit all humanity to benefit from the remarkable seminal productivity of these primitive humanoids’ hyperactive testes. Still, Voronoff cautioned, it should be understood that genital grafting






in no way is an aphrodisiac remedy, but acts on the whole organism by stimulating its activity. When the secretion from a youthful grafted gland gets into an aged man’s blood, all the cells feel its effect, but those which react first are the most refined, the most delicate, the most sensitive, in other words: the brain cells. (150)







Much of the endocrinologist’s book was devoted to case studies, complete with before and after photographs of newly brain-active males who had been “cured” of seminal malnutrition by means of monkeygland grafts. Voronoff’s glandular ambition knew no bounds. The ascendancy of the master race was at hand: “Why should we not also go so far as to graft intelligent and really gifted children, in order to intensify the qualities of their organisms?” (178)




And what about women? Voronoff had anticipated the question. There was good reason for sexual dimorphism, and he did not recommend that women try “the grafting of a man’s interstitial gland. This would probably endow them with fresh vigor, but what they would gain in strength they would lose in gracefulness and in feminine sentimentality.” In animals such grafts had produced “a sort of perversion of the maternal instinct; that is to say, an alteration in their psychic condition, in their sentiments of affection.”




Thus what was brain food for the male was a masculinizing aphrodisiac for women. Voronoff believed that seminal irrigation would give a woman much more masculine “strength” than would be good for her. The orchitic infusion theory thus provided an “organic” explanation for “nymphomania.” Ordinarily a civilized woman should promptly ovulate and become pregnant in response to what Ezra Pound had termed man’s “alluvial Nile-flood.” However, women who diverted man’s brain food to nonreproductive uses—women with a masculinized tendency toward primitive bisexuality—would, with each potent seminal infusion, become less motherly and more sexual. This clearly was the sliding scale between the virgin mother and the whore that science had been looking for: excessive appropriation of the masculine orchitic elixir would tip the balance toward a “perversion of the maternal instinct.” No wonder the fatal women of Hollywood’s early days were always deep-voiced heavy smokers with tiger’s eyes. Voronoff believed that to keep women from becoming masculinized, ovarian grafts were clearly the ticket: “Monkeys again furnish the grafting material, but, in this case, I borrow the youthful ovaries from the female chimpanzee.” (185)




The line between legitimate pharmacology and quackery is usually razor thin. In the field of medicine in particular, a promising theorem is often rapidly transformed into a wonder cure. Voronoff’s findings were highly controversial, but this counts less in historical terms than that he became a prominent public figure. Testicular grafts and seminal potions were on everyone’s mind (though few were so uncouth as to discuss the issue directly). In their New Republic article of 1922, Nicholas and Lillian Kopeloff called for moderation and quoted the cautionary words of R. G. Hoskins, editor of the respected journal Endocrinology:






Only one group stands to gain in any case, namely the vendors of the endocrine preparations. The mere fact that hundreds of physicians and thousands of patients have testified to having profited by the use of this or that endocrine preparation carries no conviction of its actual value to one who reflects that the pharmacopeias are filled with useless medicaments of which the same can be said. (211)







The researches of Voronoff and the many other scientists who were experimenting with the “elixir of life” did immeasurable harm to thousands before they were finally abandoned. Even Hoskins had initially been an enthusiastic supporter of experiments such as those performed by L. L. Stanley at San Quentin, in which the testes of younger prisoners who had just been executed were transplanted into older, living inmates. David Hamilton, in his account of the work of Serge Voronoff, The Monkey Gland Affair, notes that “in the 1920s the San Quentin prison administration were proud of Stanley’s achievement, and for some years after, press releases described this work, including the creditable performance of the transplanted patients at the annual prison sports.” (26) Hamilton also points out that testicle transplantations became the order of the day during the early Twenties:






In February 1921 a Chicago chef, Otto Trobach, issued a plea to be considered for a testis transplant operation. Both his testicles had been destroyed in a car accident, and he appealed to the prison authorities in Cook County to provide the glands of the next criminal to be executed in their institution. Another news story told of a thirty-nine-year-old physically frail American, George Hauser, who received a gland graft from an executed criminal in 1920. An author, Irvin R. Bacon, had a similar transplant carried out in the Majestic Hotel, New York, the cost of which was paid by the New York American newspaper. (43)







Throughout the Twenties Voronoff’s revelations about the miraculous rejuvenating effects of monkey testes kept the rumor mills of the intellectual world abuzz—and most, as Voronoff himself readily admitted in The Conquest of Life, misunderstood the high moral intentions of the experimenter: “My method of regenerating failing organisms by the grafting of simian glands proved to be good material for the authors of theatrical yearly ‘Revues’ and for the song-writers of Montmartre.” Voronoff deplored the humorous tone of such productions, and their implication that “the object and result of my grafting is to reawaken the amorous ardor that has been abolished by age.” The cocktail-party circuit had clearly reduced the importance of his work to jokes about sexual potency: “There are many people who go into peals of laughter at the mention of the word ‘grafting’, and who immediately begin to tell you some story regarding the remarkable feats of prowess of certain rejuvenated old men.” (149)




With the therapeutic and aphrodisiac qualities of semen a major topic of sotto voce small talk among the well-informed during the first twenty or thirty years of this century, a dramatic change took place in these men’s subjective understanding of the nature of their relationship to the women in their lives. The portentous and flattering importance of their role as providers of “orchitic nutrients” clashed with their fears that too liberal a transfer of this magic potion would leave them braindead and effeminate, while the object of their affections would grow stronger, healthier, wealthier, and wiser in “a masculine fashion.” No wonder the image of the sexual woman as vampire became a cultural norm around this time.




Once again Havelock Ellis had been among the first to draw a direct analogy between the restorative effects attributed to Brown-Sequard’s potions of testicular extracts and the likely benefits to women of more traditional infusions of this manly tonic. He wrote (again in the fifth volume of his Studies in the Psychology of Sex): “If semen is a stimulant when ingested, it is easy to suppose that it may exert a similar action on the woman who receives it into the vagina in normal sexual congress.” He pointed to medical evidence that “the vagina possesses considerable absorptive power” and concluded that






if the vagina absorbs drugs it probably absorbs semen. Toff, of Braila (Roumania), who attaches much importance to such absorption, considers that it must be analogous to the ingestion of organic extractives. It is due to this influence, he believes, that weak and anemic girls so often become full-blooded and robust after marriage, and lose their nervous tendencies and shyness. (177–8)







Bernard Talmey, who was undoubtedly among the most influential American gynecologists of the first twenty years of this century, echoed EUis directly in his highly technical book Love: A Treatise on the Science of Sex-Attraction (1915). Copulation, he wrote,






involves the transmission into the female organism of certain fluids from the man, which have a beneficial effect upon the woman. This is often demonstrated by the helpful effect marriage has upon weak and anaemic girls. A happy union is the charm with which to banish chlorosis and many other female ailments and irregularities.







But he insisted that “the influence of the seminal excitation is quite different from the copulative excitation. If the latter is induced while the former does not follow, the practice will cause in the woman debility and sometimes even nervous prostration.” Therefore Talmey opposed any form of birth control: “Any device to prevent the entrance of the sperm into the vagina or uterus, such as condoms, cervical obturators or sponges, for the same reason, ha[s] an injurious effect upon the woman’s general health.” (362–3)




The period’s odd discovery of the male’s wet-nursing responsibility toward his wife did not fail to produce appropriate analogues between the male and female mothering functions. Havelock EUis, indeed, went so far as to compare the man’s role in the care and feeding of his wife directly to that of a mother feeding her child:






The mother is indebted to the child for the pleasurable relief of her distended breasts; and, while in civilization more subtle pleasures and inteUigent reflection render this massive physical satisfaction comparatively unessential to the act of suckling, in more primitive conditions and among animals the need of this pleasurable physical satisfaction is a real bond between the mother and her offspring. The analogy is indeed very close: the erectile nipple corresponds to the erectile penis, the eager watery mouth of the infant to the moist and throbbing vagina, the vitally albuminous milk to the vitally albuminous semen.







In a lengthy footnote EUis belabored this analogy further. He quoted “Rafael SaliUas, the Spanish sociologist,” who had shown “that the analogy has been detected by the popular mind.” SaliUas maintained, EUis wrote, that






“a significant anatomico-physiological concordance supposes a resemblance between the mouth and the sexual organs of a woman, between coitus and the ingestion of food, and between foods which do not require mastication and the spermatic ejaculation; these representations find expression in the popular name papo given to women’s genital organs. Papo is the crop of birds, and is derived from papar (Latin, papare), to eat soft food such as we call pap. With this representation of infantile food is connected the term leche [milk] as applied to the ejaculated genital fluid.” (vol. I, part II, 1913, 18–19)







“Dispassionate” and “scientific” observations of this order must have had a remarkable effect on the imaginations of the thousands of intellectuals who studiously perused each of Ellis’s books. An interesting example of their impact can be found among the manuscript diary notes of the physician-poet William Carlos WiUiams, preserved at the State University of New York at Buffalo, in which, at one point, he compares the nipple of a woman’s breast to a little penis.




Marie Stopes, in the revised American edition of her Married Love (1931), also cited the sources Ellis had used to arrive at her conclusion that “it can confidently be stated that women do absorb and benefit from some ingredients of the masculine ejaculate.” (56) In her book Enduring Passion (1928), she had already translated the fragmented suppositions underlying Ellis’s assertions into an ironclad law of nature: “A woman’s need and hunger for nourishment in sex union,” she insisted, “is a true physiological hunger to be satisfied only by the supplying of the actual molecular substances lacked by her system.” To maintain their physical and mental health, women should not attempt to deprive themselves of “the seminal and prostatic secretions which they ought to have, and crave for unconsciously.” She reported that she had thoroughly researched the effect of such deprivation and had concluded that “the chemical and complex molecular substances found in the accessory glands of the male” could be harvested and “supplied to women who unconsciously feel their need and show it in the apparently irrelevant but really quite direct way of inviting sex union in what appears excessive amounts from their mates. Or, sometimes, from lovers in addition to their husbands.” In this manner nymphomania could be nipped in the bud.




Stopes’s motives were compassionate and progressive:






Such women are constantly sneered at or laughed at or made the butts of ignorant and vulgar jokes—but who has studied and helped them? Just a few medical men have “cured” a few of them as private patients by giving them certain glandular extracts. I know of no fair and kindly and open consideration of their needs. I think a frank and fundamental statement of the facts will do something to alter public opinion and clean up the foetid atmosphere round the whole subject.







She hoped that, to help such seminally deficient women, a “molecular compound” of these “glandular extracts” could be developed “and presented in such a way that they can be swallowed by the mouth in ordinary gelatine capsules.”




Stopes cautioned that “we cannot by any human process exactly simulate the way these glandular extracts naturally enter the blood and lymph streams by infinitesimal amounts continuously. The best we can do,” she suggested, was “to swallow a capsule three times daily, and carry this on for several months.” Stopes let it be known that she was not talking about a treatment analogous to the controversial monkey-gland experiments of Voronoff and Steinach, which had caused such “vague and hysterical talk,” but that she was advocating oral ingestion of capsules of the real thing, to counter an organic deficiency in certain women. She regarded her program as analogous to a vitamin treatment:






The sex-starved woman, in my opinion, is one whose system is not supplied with the necessary amount of certain complex chemical molecules produced in the prostatic glands. If then she will swallow the properly prepared extracts of these glands in suitable quantities for her own requirements, she should, by nourishing her system properly as it demands, not only enhance its general physiological condition, but mitigate the distressing social symptoms involved.







Different women had different needs:






For some sex-starved women the prostatic extract alone is very effective, sometimes prostatic and orchic extract should be mixed. For others, those for instance with a markedly “run down” condition, the addition of chemical compounds of glycero-phosphates of calcium and other elements are useful. (42–8)







It should be emphasized that the principal intention of Stopes’s writings was always to defend female sexuality as natural and beautiful, whether or not it involved procreation. Her writings were controversial not as a result of her ideas about the nutritive value of semen, but because she defended birth control as a contribution to women’s mental health. Her advocacy of the seminal-nutrition theorem allowed her to dramatize the psychological and physiological benefits to women of sexual intercourse, which, in contradistinction to most medical authorities, she saw as “the most magical key to peace,joy and strength.” In her advocacy of sexual pleasure as a woman’s right she clearly set out to countermand the prevalent notion that the sexual woman was “diseased.” But she also had a direct, far less liberal gender-political ulterior motive for her insistence that women must have semen to stay healthy. She wanted to steer her readers away from the “disastrous homosexual entanglements” she had observed among wives whose husbands failed to provide them with the level of physical stimulation they needed. Her detailed exposition of women’s physiological need for the infusions of prostatic fluid they received in heterosexual intercourse clearly proved, she insisted, “that women can only play with each other and cannot in the very nature of things have natural union or supply each other with the seminal and prostatic secretions which they ought to have, and crave for unconsciously.” Therefore, “homosexual excitement does not really meet their need.”




She put the blame for women’s lesbian “aberrations” squarely on the shoulders of the many males who, misguided by generations of misogynistic, ascetic idealists, had become incapable of abandoning themselves to the pleasures of the body for fear of losing an essential part of their “vitality.” The typical male still believed that sexual intercourse, although it was “a natural physiological demand of his body, necessitates an expenditure rather than a gaining of energy on the part of the man, and has left him with his forces temporarily reduced.” (4)




These men’s consequent reluctance to share their precious vitality had made their women more inclined to satisfy their bodies’ hunger in encounters with their female friends. But, said Stopes,






lesbian love, as the alternative is NOT a real equivalent and merely soothes perhaps and satisfies no more than the surface nervous excitement. It does not, and by its nature it can never supply the actual physiological nourishment, the chemical molecules produced by the accessory glandular systems of the male. These are supplied to the woman’s system when the normal act of union is experienced, and the man’s secretions are deposited in her body together with the semen. (43)







In her otherwise remarkably progressive campaign to legitimize women’s enjoyment of sexual intercourse as a necessary element of their psychological and physiological health, Stopes thus chose to overlook the extremely coercive and manipulative implications male researchers had built into the seminal-nourishment theory. Judging from her contribution to the debate concerning the effects of birth control on the functioning of the British Empire, Stopes s censure of same-sex relationships may have been inspired, at least in part, by an economically motivated concern that such relationships would undermine the “productive” role of the nuclear family. Fewer children would mean healthier and better empire builders, she had argued. The empire did not need quantity but quality. Her position was that, though “normal” women must, by nature, want to have offspring, they should at least have the right to enjoy sexual intercourse to the fullest by being able to decide when to get pregnant. If they spent their time in the pleasurable accumulation of the male’s nutritive fluids, their bodies would grow ever more healthy, and this, in turn, would improve the genetic configuration of their offspring. In pursuit of that ideal Stopes turned her male colleagues’ reasoning back upon itself. How can you insist, she argued, that a woman who enjoys sex thereby proves herself to be “abnormal,” “sinful,” and “primitive” if you also show that nature requires her to nourish her body with a man’s semen to remain healthy?




But it was precisely this unresolved paradox that created more worry than relief among Stopes’s millions of readers of both sexes, as well as among the male lay public—far and away the largest percentage of the readership of authorities such as Havelock Ellis. Indeed, Ellis’s lofty reputation guaranteed that the seminal-nourishment theory would gain a special aura of legitimacy. His advocacy of a rigorously guarded expenditure of the precious substance certainly puts an entirely new spin on anthropologist Bronislaw Malinowski’s assertion, in 1931, that “Havelock Ellis has been a personal experience to most thinking men and women of our age—a personal experience which lasts.” (Sex, Culture, and Myth, 129) As Stopes had pointed out, most men still believed that they were gifted by nature with only a very finite measure of this vital essence. The discovery that they had an actual physiological responsibility to share their allotment with their wives was tantamount to an admission that even the most “normal” woman was as much a “real” vampire as the vampires of myth.




The analogue between the girl next door and the vampires who were, as Wall stressed, held to account in folklore for “wasting diseases, as tuberculosis, etc.” (362) became frighteningly direct if a man’s stock of vitality must diminish in proportion to the manner in which, as Ellis put it, “weak and anemic girls” became “full-blooded and robust after marriage.” Clearly the continuous depletion of that tonic that made the girl next door into a strapping physical specimen must have just the opposite effect on the donor and was bound to turn him, like the vampire victim in days of yore, into a tubercular wreck.




Stopes was not much help to these men by extolling the spermal “nuclear plasm” in Married Love as “the most highly specialized and richest substance in our bodies.” If only in deference to their wives’ needs, men must not be profligate with it. Therefore, masturbation was still a no-no. “A strong will” to keep from “wasting the semen in an ejaculation” was needed by those so tempted. (43–6) Havelock Ellis’s position also did little to reassure a generation of men who had grown up believing that “self-abuse” led to “headache, dyspepsia, costiveness, spinal disease, epilepsy, impaired eyesight, palpitations of the heart, pain in the side, incontinence of urine, hysteria, paralysis, involuntary seminal emissions, impotency, consumption, insanity, etc.” (Cowan, 354) A man’s “testicular products,” EUis asserted, should not be released to the throngs of stih-anemic young women out there without serious reflection:






If these glandular secretions are so valuable when administered as drugs to other persons, must they not be of far greater value when naturally secreted and poured out into the circulation in the living body? It is now generally believed, on the basis of a large and various body of evidence, that this is undoubtedly so. (if 179–80)







For most reasonably informed males the whole matter of sexual contact was thus becoming fraught with responsibilities of an astonishingly complex nature. No wonder that this was a period in which male postcoital depression was considered direct evidence of the physiological cost of the male’s compliance with nature’s reproductive arrangements. Marie Stopes, in pursuit of her own agenda, tried hard to ridicule men who felt that, in sexual congress, “the woman had robbed them of something.” She boldly attacked the notion that post coitum omne triste—the universally quoted old saw suggesting that loss of his precious vital essence made every man feel a letdown after ejaculation:






I challenge, not that it is generally considered to be a fact: that is obvious! I challenge the very existence of the fact itself. I deny that it is a fact in a scientific sense. It is a phenomenon based on ignorance and folly and the hypnotism of custom. It is not an inherent physiological and inevitable result of the unions of an enlightened and instructed race of lovers. (Enduring Passion, 7–8)







The “post-coital happiness” of a couple of long standing, she insisted, could only increase with the knowledge that each properly absorbed ejaculation would cause husband and wife to become, quite literally, more “at one.” But Stopes s positive outlook on the “absorption theory” (which had also caused her to advocate the exclusive use of cervical caps as a method of birth control) did little to make her male contemporaries more cheerful about their role in sexual encounters with women.




The world-renowned Dutch gynecologist Th. H. van de Velde, who wrote some of the most widely influential sex manuals of the Twenties and Thirties, also weighed in on the issue of women s seminal-energy vampirism. Van de Velde was, particularly in the United States, regarded as a progressive force in sexology until well into the Fifties. His Ideal Marriage (1926) was the sort of book enlightened parents gave to their children to prepare them for their wedding day. In his 1928 follow-up, Sex Hostility in Marriage: Its Origin, Prevention and Treatment, published in an American edition in 1931, he had the following to say about the issue:






Owing to the seminal absorption, the womans whole body is penetrated by the masculine materials, while, as far as the man is concerned, no such process occurs. In every union that takes its natural course, the woman experiences a sensation that may be compared, in many ways, to the effect on the body of the injection of a small quantity of serum. The duration of this effect cannot be estimated, but we know that it cannot be short.







This said, van de Velde, whose books were first published in Germany, touched upon a hotly debated issue that was soon to become a cornerstone of the miscegenation policies of Nazism. Was it possible, he asked, that this “serum injection” of the male s vital essence could have such a direct physiological influence upon the beneficiary and be “so powerful that it is capable of influencing a child born subsequently through coitus with another man?” Van de Velde wisely decided to stay out of the fray: “I can come to no definite opinion on this point.” (106)




In fact, many proponents of the seminal-absorption theory argued that if the woman’s body was actually being nourished by her partner’s semen, that must, following the “you are what you eat” principle, also mean that each woman must retain a lifelong “imprint” of every man with whom she has had sexual intercourse. Long-term marital relations with one man would therefore make a woman quite literally more “at one” with him, as Marie Stopes had already emphasized. This principle was even used to explain the popular observation that a husband and wife began to resemble each other physically during the course of a long life together. Science, it appeared, had at last been able to validate the centuries-old conception that a man and his wife together were one entity in the eyes of God and therefore shared a single soul.




Consequently the racial eugenicists of the early twentieth century used the seminal-absorption theory to terrorize Aryan women into refraining from any form of physical contact with genetically “inferior” males. Taking their cue once again from the meager “scientific experiments” Ellis had cited, they declared that a man’s blood, converted into semen and introduced into the woman’s body, was there reconverted into blood and in this manner directly absorbed into her bloodstream. Thus the male’s seminal injection was in essence a “blood transfusion,” and each woman with whom he had sexual intercourse in this manner became “blood of his blood.” Stoker’s Van Helsing had evidently been medically correct when he had remarked that the blood transfusions Lucy Westenra received from four different men had made her into a “polyandrist.” (Dracula, 182) During the later 1910s and throughout the Twenties, therefore, in perfect synchrony with the heyday of the sexual vampire in the movies, sexologists used this concept of the literal—and “specific”—transfer of the male’s vital essence into the bloodstream of the woman as justification for a wide range of “eugenicist,” antifeminine, and viciously racist prejudices.




In 1902 Ernest Crawley, in The Mystic Rose, had already noted the popularity of this belief among his contemporaries: “In ordinary human thought the seed is the strength, as much as the blood is the life.” (226) No doubt this principle was also the inspiration for E Marion Crawford’s vampire tale of 1905. The more a woman engaged in sexual intercourse with a particular man, the more of that man’s “blood” she could be said to draw into her own veins. It stood to reason, then, that by thus absorbing the man himself with his seminal matter, a woman was liable to become more like the donor with each transfusion.




Conversely, the man, who, after all, “lost strength” with each ejaculation, became a little “less” each time. Losing “manhood,” he, though in a different sense, also came to resemble his woman, by becoming more “effeminate”—particularly if he attended too assiduously to her needs. But since the woman was the beneficiary of the man’s seminal munificence, only she was “genetically” affected by promiscuous behavior. Masculine promiscuity was certainly not to be recommended, for its effects were wasteful depletion, dissipation, and “feminization.” But a promiscuous woman was another matter altogether. A wide range of sexual partners would make her blood reflect a cauldron of “mongrel” genetic influences. The woman certainly gained “masculine strength” in promiscuity, but that strength, mixed with her feminine reproductive impulse, made her ever more “sexual” and lustful, and hence also more primitive in her desires.




It was widely thought that whenever a woman’s inclination to promiscuity became so strong as to include a willingness to absorb the “blood-traits” of racial inferiors, she was likely to take on the physiological markers of the “mongrels” whose degenerate vital essence she had accepted. Arabella Kenealy, a true believer in this principle, declared that “sex-promiscuity” created a direct “adulteration of personality,” producing in such a woman “eventually that which has been styled a ‘composite face’—the face resulting when a number of portraits of different persons are printed one over another on the same photographic plate.” (178)




Bernard Talmey also used this reasoning to make a case for the “natural origins” of the double standard of marital fidelity for men and women. In Love, he cited recent physiological studies by the biologists Waldstein and Ekler (who had gained their wisdom from experiments with rabbits) in support of his eugenicist point of view The crux of the matter was that a woman’s physiology was affected by “every copulation, no matter whether fertilization has taken place or not. Thus a part of the male circulates within the blood of the female, even after copulation without fertilization,” and this left an indelible “blood imprint” on the woman. She was consequently forever changed, in a quite literal, physical sense, by each of her sexual partners. “Through her veins circulate material parts of her lover.” When, therefore, at some later date, another man impregnates her, she still maintains “a perennial impression left by her former mate. This is the reason why aesthetic and fastidious men refrain from marrying a widow or a divorced woman.” Indeed, Talmey added, the woman’s “permanent” absorption of her former partners’ blood “accounts for the observation not seldom made in the cases of widows that the children of the second husband bear a certain resemblance with the first dead one.” (160)




Arabella Kenealy characteristically reduced the principle to its lowest common denominator. She saw “odious and startling evidence” that woman’s “nature retains ineffaceable vestiges of all that has happened to her” in the sexual realm. Indeed, “a woman’s children by a second husband may resemble her first husband far more than they resemble their father.” This produced






a significant and repulsive adulteration of type, and one so intrinsic that a woman who had been previously wife to a negro or a Chinaman will present her second husband, typically European, with offspring of negroid or of Mongolian type. That husbands and wives come to resemble one another in physiognomy and characteristics, is further indication of the subtle and potent temperamental fusion and implications of the mysterious sex-union. (173)







Obviously, “scientific” findings of such a provocative nature could not fail to fascinate the public. The notion that their semen made an indelible “imprint” on the bodies of women endowed men with a new sense of power and proprietorship over the women they had slept with, since it had now been proven that a woman could never overcome the residues of her involvement with her former lovers. The men in her bed had quite literally become flesh of her flesh. At the same time those men became thereby perpetual competitors with the woman’s subsequent lovers in not only a psychological but also a direct physiological sense. This gave the issue of a woman’s previous sexual experiences—and particularly that of her “racial” orthodoxy in choosing her partners—a dramatic new importance to the Aryan elite. It enormously expanded the woman’s responsibility, and hence her potential for failure, in the realm of eugenics. She could now be held solely accountable for any deficiencies in evolutionary excellence her children might exhibit. The theorem thus played directly into the hands of racist-evolutionist ideologues, and simultaneously opened up a monstrous new range of motives for the browbeating and abuse of wives “imprinted” with other men’s sperm.




Thus the seminal-absorption theory provided conclusive proof that a strict and exclusive form of monogamy was the evolutionary bourgeoisie’s only defense against the “mongrelization” of the superior Aryan gene pool. Marriage between “racial equals” became a primary responsibility of the evolved human couple. But in a world that threatened to be overrun by degenerates and barbarians it was not merely the Aryan’s responsibility to marry an uncontaminated Aryan woman; he must also recognize his duty to the race by liberally sharing with his wife “the profound effects of physiological copulation,” (156) as C. W. Malchow, M.D., put it in his book The Sexual Life (1907).




Malchow, whose book had reached its twentieth printing by 1923, was, like the contributors to The Control of Parenthood, worried about the falling birthrate among the “evolved” segment of society. He, too, blamed his male contemporaries’ fear of spending. Excessive moderation was causing a deterioration in the Aryan woman’s capacity to produce a strapping future crop of racial superiors. Signs of this tendency had become “so plainly evident that the guardians of the nation are forced to confront them, and the question of ‘race suicide’ has agitated the minds of the thoughtful.” Among these latter not the least was H. Rider Haggard’s good friend, president Theodore Roosevelt, whom Malchow quoted as having remarked to “a committee of the interchurch conference on marriage and divorce,” that “for the race as for the individual no material prosperity, no business growth, no artistic or scientific development, will count, if the race commits suicide.” Roosevelt gave as his main proof of the Aryan nation’s burgeoning death wish, “the diminishing birth rate and the loosening of the marital ties among the old native American families.” (151–2)




No wonder, then, that Ezra Pound and the men of his generation should have come to regard the brain, that “great clot of genital fluid,” as something on the order of a limited checking account in nature’s great energy savings bank. Sexual vampires were women who insisted that they should be permitted to make substantial withdrawals at will. Such women were economic vampires as well, indiscriminate “socialist” mongrels. To give of yourself liberally in marriage was one thing (you were, after all, morally obliged to take care of the physiological needs of your reproductive companion), but to allow your vital essence to be drained by semen-hungry sexual women outside of wedlock was clearly both racial and economic suicide.




Such women were real-life vampires, plain and simple. Science had shown that they were indeed spermatophages, just like their insect sisters. The entomologists’ anthropomorphizing descriptions of the love affairs of praying mantises and black widow spiders had proved to be directly analogous to the effects of the sexual woman’s depredations in the human environment. No wonder the visual arts and popular culture spawned hordes of these sexual gourmands who were part insect, part woman. Their predatory mastications have had an indelible influence on our perception of the feminine.
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In the Twenties this focus on the entomological prehistory of the human female culminated in the work of the German physician Bernhard Bauer, whose weighty, two-volume study Woman and Love was published in the United States in 1927 by Horace Liveright, the foremost American publisher of such gynentomological literature of that decade, and hence not surprisingly also the producer of a stage version of Dracula that opened on Broadway the same year. This production, liberally decorated with spider webs (so no one would forget the link between the spider and the vampire), became the first step toward the quintessential 1931 Tod Browning movie (in which the principals were also forever wading through webbing) and hundreds of subsequent vampire melodramas.




Bauer’s study of the female psyche opened, appropriately, with an encomium to Remy de Gourmont and an updated restatement of the theory of dimorphic gender evolution. Though Bauer acknowledged in passing that “the love-life of other animals is very different from that of men and women,” (I, 12) he immediately moved to a direct appropriation of Gourmont’s most lurid descriptions of female “sexual cannibalism” in the insect world, starring, once again, the spider and the praying mantis. Bauer’s argument, too, was essentially that of Gourmont: “the purpose of life is the perpetuation of life.” (I, 1) What we might regard as “apparent cruelty” in the animal world “fulfills a natural demand. We must suppose that the female does not only need the spermatozoa of the male, that will fertilise her ova; she also requires the whole body of her spouse to provide nutriment for the offspring that is about to develop, and that is why she eats him up.” Clearly such imagery had, toward the end of the Twenties, with the widespread acceptance of the seminalabsorption theory, acquired a truly mordant significance, deftly calibrated to fan the fires of misogyny. At every turn Bauer reiterated that “the amatory life of mankind cannot be understood, cannot even be properly described, without a knowledge of similar processes in the lower animals. This applies to the love-life of mankind in general; but it applies, above all, to the love-life of women.” (I, 16)




In the course of an eight-hundred-page perambulation of the early twentieth century’s favorite clichés about the bestial sources of human sexuality, Bauer, predictably, ended up exactly where he began: in the realm of “brute nature,” “animal instinct,” and, of course, the world of “the garden spider and the praying mantis.” But Bauer’s book reached its true climax in his identification of the Satanic horde that had so terrorized the endless parade of biologists, anthropologists, psychologists, and sexologists of the first twenty years of this century: the Aryan male’s evil sisters.
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The sexual woman (every woman, Bauer had shown) had at last been revealed once and for all as the vampire, the spider, the praying mantis of nature. “The unsatisfied woman,” Bauer stressed, “is bad-tempered and virulent, always ready to vent her dissatisfaction in every possible way, and in the same way we find that in the animal kingdom lack of sexual satisfaction causes the female to manifest a generally hostile temper toward her environment.” But if the unsatisfied woman was a danger, the self-consciously sexual woman, the “insatiable woman,” was the ultimate vampire, an evil sister grown to spidery proportions, who meant death itself to her mate. Praying mantises and spider-women ate their mates to absorb their strength:






The female is not satisfied with one germ-cell from the male, but takes all the cells within her body in order to ensure the perpetuation of the species. Thus we have cannibalism among animals, with the female as the active party. We often hear similar expressions among human beings. For instance, some one will describe an insatiable woman as “sucking the life out of the man.” Even though the phrase “sucking out” is not intended literally, it means that the insatiable woman who Eves only for sex, can wreck not only one man, but many. Physically, mentally and morally, but especially morally This vampirism among human beings is very serious, because it may destroy not only one man, but the happiness of whole families or even whole peoples. Honour, reputation, wife, family, parents—all will be sacrificed by a man mad with desire, when he is in the clutches of such a vampire, who is sucking the life out of him. (II, 311—12)







Bauer s rhapsodic masochism thus succinctly indicated how, toward the second half of the Twenties, the alimentary, economic, and racial implications of Western culture’s obsession with the sexual woman as vampire had reached their inevitable metaphoric nexus.




The sexual woman was a predator, that was clear. William J. Robinson, M.D., chief of the Department of Genito-Urinary Diseases at the Bronx Hospital, former president of the Berlin Anglo-American Medical Society, author of more than two dozen widely read books on human sexuality, and friend and supporter of Margaret Sanger, had already been adamant in his condemnation of the “hypersensual woman,” the woman who put an undue strain on her husbands rational faculties. In Woman: Her Sex and Love Life (1917) he had warned that to such a woman “the name vampire can be applied in its literal sense. Just as the vampire sucks the blood of its victims in their sleep while they are alive, so does the woman vampire suck the life and exhaust the vitality of her male partner—or victim.” Robinson warned that “no age is exempt, sexual vampires may be found among girls of twenty as well as among women of sixty and over.” (178—80)




But what galled many of the men of the period most was that the sexual woman, the vampire of seminal essence, sought to deplete the male not only in the purely physical realm but also in that special male sphere: the world of the intellect and of capital gain. Women who attempted to enter these fields of manly achievement were shirking their duty in the dimorphic realm of the evolutionary advance. They were appropriating the “lifeblood” of the male, not only in their nonreproductive, and hence “race-suicidal,” seminal depredations, but also in their attempts to usurp the “creative” world of business, finance, and material production. Many feared that once women gained a foothold there, men might as well pack their bags and permanently move to Mars.




It became thus progressively less difficult to believe that these “unnatural” women had forged a perverse alliance with the “lower races” and with the primitive, anti-individualistic working-class upstarts who had inexplicably begun to insist on a bigger piece of the economic pie—on precisely that piece that was continuing to elude the middleclass male. These women, then, were allied with the great antievolutionary conspiracy of the colonized races and the degenerate erotomaniacs who called themselves socialists and communists. These were clearly all charter members of a political conspiracy concocted by effeminate Jews. The Aryan races were in danger of being overrun by swarms of subhuman monsters. The silver leper of racism and the predatory vampire of female sexuality were about to be wedded in the devouring fires of hate.
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IV. And Fools They Were: The Biology of Racism and the Iron Law of the Jungle; Love Rituals of the Socialist Vampire




Whenever the sexual vampire of early-twentieth-century culture sank her teeth into still another backsliding businessman, the evolutionary dreams of an entire generation lost more of their bite. The attack of the saber-toothed woman metaphorized and personalized—turned into a “woman problem”—the economic worldview historian Brooks Adams had succinctly identified in McClure’s Magazine in 1899 as “the new struggle for life among nations.” Biology, sociology, anthropology, speculative medicine, physiology, and psychology all joined in to help construct a coherent new mythology °f gender directly in tune with the profitable economics of racial inequality. Virtually all aspects of human behavior and motivation came to be explained as forever determined by the categorical imperatives of the Western male s genetic election to superman status. The Aryan was “Gods man,” and all others were the Devils disciples. Sanctimonious prattle by scientists about the “inalterable” processes of “evolution,” “dimorphism,” and “sexual selection” gave social acts of brutality an aura of inevitability, and even made them seem charitable. Plunder and mass murder were justified as a form of euthanasia. Otherness became evidence of “degeneration.” Racial and sexual “deviance” became proof of atavistic recurrence of the beast in man. Archaeologists, sociologists, anthropologists, and sexologists found binding “patterns of culture,” “symbols of transformation,” and “archetypal structures of human behavior” everywhere.




In 1949 the eminent Harvard anthropologist Clyde Kluckhohn stressed in his collection of essays Mirror for Man that “after the end of World War I, pseudo-scientific racism was systematically used for political demagoguery.” (136) The underlying motives for this development were clearly economic. The imperialist politicians of Western Europe and the United States, whose expansionism had been sanctioned by the predatory theories of social Darwinism and evolutionary racism, had run out of new territories worth colonizing by the 1910s. The “laws of nature” now required that the strong take from the weaker. World War I had been fought as a first skirmish in the industrialized nations’ biological war to maintain the existing economic hierarchies. Politicians forcefully argued the social significance of genetic pride of place. The struggle for existence required the Tarzans of evolution to defend each triumph of natural selection against the forces of degeneration.




Like sex, racial “inferiority” came to be seen as an infectious disease, a contaminant affecting one’s capacity to thrive in the economic arena. As Thorstein Veblen observed in his Theory of the Leisure Class (1899):






It is a matter of common notoriety that when individuals, or even considerable groups of men, are segregated from a higher industrial culture and exposed to a lower cultural environment, or to an economic situation of a more primitive character, they quickly show evidence of reversion toward the spiritual features which characterize the predatory type. (136)







Early-twentieth-century sociobiology habitually pitted orthogenesis (linear evolutionary development) against the reversive (atavistic) pollutants racially “inferior” admixtures would bring into a nation’s gene pool.




The equation of wealth and virtue, identified by Veblen as a system of “invidious comparison” that required the moral “valuation of persons in respect of worth,” also created a “race for reputability” in which “no approach to a definitive attainment is possible.” This in turn produced an ever deepening sense of personal frustration among the vast majority of those who found themselves on the wrong side of an “invidious pecuniary comparison with other men.” (39—40)




The “racial inferiors” whose erotic “effeminacy” threatened to contaminate the Western male’s high economic seriousness with frivolous suggestions of nonproductive pleasure were obviously to blame for the humiliation the average middle-class male had to suffer in these ever recurring invidious comparisons. As Kluckhohn pointed out, “Aversion is not very active unless there is a real or imagined conflict of interests.” As long as things go our way we tend to be magnanimous, but “when the security of individuals or the cohesion of a group is threatened, scapegoats are almost always sought and found.” Evolutionary biology, anthropology, and sexology provided answers no one wanted to find in the economic realm. Failure was due to the reversive influence of degenerates, the lower orders, and the sexual women who drained the striving male of his vitality and thus caused him to miss out on the evolutionary advance of civilization.




In the United States in particular, Kluckhohn pointed out, “where great emphasis is placed upon success, but where many individuals fail to achieve it, the temptation to blame an ‘out-group’ for one’s own failure ‘to measure up’ is especially strong.” (136–7) During the first two decades of the twentieth century, the Anglo-Aryan core of the American ruling class responded in precisely this manner to the waves of immigration from Eastern Europe and Italy, which reached their peak between 1910 and 1913 with the arrival of more than ten million. In 1914, in his book The Old World in the New, Edward Alsworth Ross, then professor of sociology at the University of Wisconsin, noted with approval the increase in anti-Semitism in New York: “The Une is drawn against the Jews in hotels, resorts, clubs, and private schools, and constantly this Une hardens and extends.” His explanation was that “the Gentile resents being obliged to engage in a humiliating and undignified scramble in order to keep his trade or his clients against the Jewish invader.” (164)




The period’s men of science were frequently inordinately proud of their own evident superiority. Their genetic excellence had already been proved, and that permitted them to sit in judgment over the rest of humanity. As Kluckhohn pointed out, the discoveries of Darwin, Mendel, and a, host of other advocates of “invidious comparison” in the realm of genetics had “put everything on a new footing. From the popular point of view, laws had been evolved that stated immutable and watertight connections between biological processes and all sorts of other phenomena. A magic key had been created which unlocked all previous perplexities about human behavior.” (106)




The scientists’ sense of their own worth was palpable. In Idiot Man, an arrogant collection of essays on the inferiority of most humans, the winner of the 1913 Nobel Prize for physiology, Charles Richet, professor at the Faculté de Médecine of the University of Paris, jeered: “For about thirty thousand years the Black races have dwelt in Africa, and during these thirty thousand years they have done nothing to raise themselves above the level of the monkeys.” Richet emphasized their regressive “non-adaptability”: “Even amongst white men they continue to live a vegetable existence, producing nothing except carbonic acid and urea.” (9) The Chinese Richet considered “small and ugly” and “unable to emerge from the semi-barbarous state which they achieved ages ago.” (14)




Richet bewailed the fact that the stupidity of mankind had led it to accept the leadership of “idiot” rulers over that of truly great men such as Galileo, Leibnitz, Kant, or—it was easy to infer—the Nobel Prize—winning author himself, who quickly revealed himself to be a true believer in Sumner’s economic plutocracy: “Nothing is more lawful than acquired wealth; nothing is more iniquitous than hereditary wealth.” Socialism was “a strange idea of progress which crushes out all intellectual superiority.” Darwin had proved once and for all that “absolute equality is so gross an error that it has only been able to sprout in the befogged brains of theorists.” The Darwinian logic for the coming race wars was perfectly obvious to Richet:






Those who succumb deserve to go under because they have less powerful weapons. Their inferiority explains and justifies their ruin. In the same way in our human societies, the most intelligent, the strongest and the bravest deserve to triumph over the soft, the effeminate and the slow witted. (46–9)







The concept of war itself, on the other hand, was an atavistic holdover of the most ignorant and imbecilic stage of humanity’s evolution—a holdover of the spirit of woman-rule, and therefore best personified as a woman: “a dirty old hag, abject, blear-eyed, a walking skeleton.... She is violent, full of lies and fury, given to fits of frenzied rage; she foams and bites. She roars instead of speaking. Even from afar she stinks. She is War.” (77) Richet, who wrote his diatribe in the wake of World War I, here fell directly in line with a practice that had taken hold among editorial cartoonists and “socially concerned” artists during that war, to personify destruction as primitive femininity personified. By 1938 this imagery had even reached the cover of one of the popular new picture magazines, Look. An otherwise sober account of the continuing buildup of belligerence across the world during the twenty years since the end of World War I was advertised with an eye-catching color plate of a full-breasted blonde woman, an obvious sexual temptress, who was smoking a cigarette labeled YOUTH and whose head was a grinning skull.




The period s intellectuals had decided that these forces of reversion had to be confronted on their own turf and that a “race war” against “the soft, the effeminate and the slow witted” was therefore just around the corner. In Pure Sociology (1903) Lester Ward considered it “a waste of breath to urge peace, justice, humanity.” Instead, he insisted, war would rightly continue until “the highest type of man shall gain dominion over all the lower types of man.” There was little doubt in his mind who belonged to this elite: “The inhabitants of southern, central and western Europe, call them Aryan, Indo-Germanic, or anything you please,” he said, are “the repository of the highest culture.”
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Ward conveniently provided a thumbnail sketch of the “modern” achievements of the Aryan master race, which, he pointed out, had just about completed






the work of extending its dominion over other parts of the earth. It has already spread over the whole of South and North America, over Australia, and over Southern Africa. It has gained a firm foothold on Northern Africa, Southern and Eastern Asia, and most of the larger islands and archipelagos of the sea.







But Ward stressed that the final triumph of the Aryan was dependent upon the ascendancy of the manly values of this master race over the mental effeminacy that had taken hold of many otherwise civilized societies. This was a condition characterized by “maudlin sentimentality and inconsistent sympathy, thinking on problems of the world without discrimination or perspective, incapacity to scent the drift of events or weigh the relative gravity of heterogeneous and unequal facts.” (238–40)




The scientific community’s sudden enthusiastic legitimation, beginning in 1900, of Mendel’s hybridization experiments dating back to 1865 showed that the new century was eager to tackle the social implication of the Austrian monk’s discoveries. Genetics thus became almost immediately a political science. Many were convinced that new, universal laws of social stratification had been discovered. Equality as a political issue was dead, they argued. Socialism was a concept spawned by degenerate minds. Social compassion was a manifestation of effeminacy




Even so, there remained some who opposed these Sumnerite rationalizations of the ascendancy of “power elites” at the expense of the less fortunate in society. Most of the opposition, inevitably, came from scientists who leaned toward socialism or Marxism. Paul Kammerer, a researcher at Vienna’s Institute for Experimental Biology, for instance, was a Mendelian geneticist who supported a minority viewpoint championing Lamarck in his book The Inheritance of Acquired Characteristics (1924). Kammerer lectured in the United States in 1923 and 1924, denouncing the right-wing political use made of Mendel. As he wrote:






The race theory boasts of the rigid unchangeability of national character, but nevertheless professes to be convinced of the theory of evolution. Abusing the name of Darwin, the race theorists claim that the pitiless struggle for existence is their only guide, but at the same time they coquette with an international religion of love. The race theorists claim to shun the mixing of politics and science, but they creep around the throne and altar, and even sometimes “color” the truth for partisan advantage. (267)







Kammerer, a Jew, was responding to the increase of virulent antiSemitism in the world around him, which had been so sudden and dramatic that he (obviously mistakenly) believed it to be a result of the recent global hostilities: “Only the World War achieved the sad distinction of creating anti-semitism” in the United States, he insisted. That Kammerer could think so is itself a striking indication of the sudden exponential increase in racial antagonism in the wake of the marriage between imperialist economics and evolutionary biology. He was, moreover, certainly correct in noting the increased exploitation of “anti-semitism, panslavism, jugoslavism, pangermanism, and other ‘isms,’ as a platform of independent and influential political parties.” (281)




Unlike most of his colleagues, Kammerer insisted that there was as much historical evidence for the existence of a human tendency toward peaceful coexistence as there was for one of mutual depredation:






This social stimulus—or to express it practically the same—this ethical will adds to individual regeneration, regeneration in general. The individual will to help gradually develops into the general will to help. Symbiosis, or the organization for mutual aid between individuals, develops into pansymbiosis; i.e., an organization for mutual aid en masse. (285)







The various races all had superb, if sometimes divergent, sets of acquired characteristics, which, when united, would create a new transracial humanity far better than that produced by the principles of “racial purity.” “Unadulterated Darwinism,” he said, “teaches of the transmutation of the species, the metamorphosis and intermingling of races and classes.” In its pure form Darwinism was “a doctrine of natural, worldembracing humaneness.” (265)




But the prevailing political mood of the Twenties was fiercely antiMarxist, and most biologists extended that hostility directly to Kammerer’s politically incorrect take on the evolutionary future. He was subjected to a relentless series of’ attacks, spearheaded by the prominent Cambridge University Mendelian William Bateson. Soon Kammerer’s colleagues proved to their own satisfaction that he had faked the appearance of an acquired physical characteristic on a midwife toad. Though he insisted that his specimen had been tampered with, he was discredited and declared a scientific fraud. Devastated by these developments, Kammerer committed suicide on September 23, 1926. In a note found on his body he offered his remains to science, remarking with bitter irony: “Perhaps my worthy academic colleagues will discover in my brain a trace of the qualities they found absent from the manifestations of my mental activities while I was alive.”




In his book The Case of the Midwife Toad (1971), Arthur Koestler paid tribute to Kammerer, whom he described as “one of the most brilliant and unorthodox biologists of his time.” (2) He delineated the vicious and quite unscientific political rancor of a scientific community unwilling to countenance any divergence from its narrow, politicized Darwinist orthodoxies. Kammerer’s undoing was his revolutionary antiracist opposition to the Mendelians’ theories concerning “race hygiene”— not the dubious validity of his experiments, for if rigorous scientific accuracy were to have been his colleagues’ principal criterion, the ranks of celebrated early-twentieth-century scientists would have diminished precipitously overnight. Kammerer’s fate demonstrates chillingly what happens to those who attempt to alter the conditions of the narrow symbiosis between science and the propaganda needs of the politicians.




Kammerer’s scornful delineation of the forces of racial antagonism aligned against his own position is, in fact, prophetic in light of what was in store for Western civilization. In the debate on race, he pointed out, most of his colleagues considered “all measures for human welfare, such as medicine and hygiene,” to be “obstacles to progress.” Many deemed it “naive optimism to expect favorable effects, in future generations, of such measures as the protection of the laborer, the shortening of working hours, the betterment of the economic situation, and the bodily, mental and cultural training of the young.” Others saw “tuberculosis, venereal diseases, alcohol, and war” as “ ‘friends of the race’ because they make for a weeding-out process.” (261—2)




But though Kammerer was remarkably enlightened in the field of race theory, not even he could avoid the siren song of semen. “The capacity of our brain,” he argued, “is limited.” There was therefore an ever expanding need for gray matter: “Consciousness is unable to absorb again and again all the traditions of posterity and to add to it, if the organic foundation is not correspondingly enlarged.” Eugen Steinach, one of his colleagues in Vienna and, with Voronoff, a reigning champion of rejuvenation research, had invented a method that would send the beneficial nutritive qualities of semen straight to the brain. As Kammerer delineated the process, the lucky men involved were given a “ligation (vasoligature), followed by a severing (vasectomy) of the spermatic duct.” This caused a “readjustment between generative and interstitial tissue.” The resulting “incretion” of “hormones” could subsequently “mix uninterruptedly with the blood circulation.” Sweeping undiluted through the body in this fashion, the seminal fluids would provide “a strong chemical influence not only in the development of sex differentiations, but also in the preservation of general vitality.” To ensure that human reproduction would not come to a screeching halt in man’s rush to perpetual youth, Kammerer suggested the “ligation of only one spermatic duct.”




The natural inheritance of acquired characteristics, Kammerer argued, would see to it that “males (young as well as old) whose youth and general vitality were intensified by a unilateral vasoligature” produced “a progeny strengthened in the same way right from the start.” (321—7) But such a transmission of inherited characteristics would not automatically produce a new species of geniuses. Kammerer was that rarest of phenomena among biologists: a left-wing eugenicist. He argued that, though genius was undoubtedly an acquired characteristic, a combination of genetic and environmental conditions needed to be in place to allow the brain to flower. Not least among the impediments to the development of a race of supermen, moreover, was the genius’s unfortunate habit of mating with women of substantially inferior intellectual endowment—itself an organic condition of the feminine that was as much a given to Kammerer as it was to his more conservative colleagues.




He complained that by using the term “negative eugenics” to designate “the weeding out of detrimental characteristics,” he had come to be portrayed as “criticizing and condemning eugenics as it stands today.” But nothing was further from the truth. He merely hoped to combine this practice with “productive eugenics,” the active encouragement (through surgery, if necessary) of the genius traits in man. He wanted to combine the practice of “negative” and “productive” eugenics, and this caused him to give enthusiastic support to the practice, spreading like wildfire through the United States at this time, of “the sterilization of inferior individuals.”




It should be obvious that there was nothing wrong with this procedure, he reasoned, for “very often this sterilization has a curative effect on the individual in question, changing him into a useful member of society, even though he is robbed of his propagative powers.” Through the beneficial “incretion” effected by the vasoligature, “the ductless gland system arrives at a new dynamical equilibrium, with the result that the individual in question recuperates both psychically and physically.” (352)




The faddish seminal-nutrition theories of the 1910s and Twenties thus played directly into the hands of the “negative eugenicists,” who came to dominate biology and the medical profession throughout Western Europe and the United States in the years leading up to World War II. These scientists, who instigated a wide range of brutal experiments on “mental and racial inferiors” during this period, were the true intellectual architects of Germany’s genocidal policies. Demagogues like Hitler could not have developed their race-cleansing policies with impunity if it had not been for the enthusiastic “scientific” legitimation of such practices by the large international tribe of geneticist millenarians. But today we tend to dismiss those experiments as merely a minor aberration of scientific judgment, an overzealous application of the legitimate premises of genetic research. Politics and science still share the same narrow bed.




“Scientific” racism had already become the dominant thread in such alarmist treatises as Max Nordau’s enormously influential Degeneration (1893, translated from the German in 1895); Houston Stewart Chamberlain’s The Origins of the Nineteenth Century (1899)—which became the historical bible of the Nazis; and Gustave Le Bon’s The Psychological Laws of the Evolution of Peoples (1894), based on the categorical racism of Gobineau’s The Inequality of Human Races—the latter a watershed book in the history of prejudice, which, though first published in France in 1854, was conveniently reprinted in a (much shortened) American edition in 1915, just a few months after the release of D. W. Griffith’s The Birth of a Nation.




The effectiveness of these writers’ tracts against effeminates, hysterics, and craniologically deprived racial degenerates depended on their readers’ ability to imagine a future in which such horrid creatures might come to rule Western culture and drag it back into the Stone Age. They pictured a society in which such “vitally incapacitated” defectives would lord it over the superior Aryan, and they hinted at monstrous futures whose horrors clearly demanded fictional elaboration. As Nordau insisted: “We stand now in the midst of a severe mental epidemic; of a sort of black death of degeneration and hysteria, and it is natural that we should ask anxiously on all sides: ‘What is to come next?’ ” (Degeneraron, 537) This dark imagery of a world at the mercy of roaming bands of lascivious degenerates eager to rape and kill the scattered remnants of a more civilized society was, of course, soon to become the stock-intrade of speculative fiction, from Ignatius Donnelly’s Caesar’s Column (1891) and H. G. Wells’s The Time Machine (1895) through countless “lost world” tales in the pulp magazines of the Twenties and Thirties, as well as numerous post—atomic war melodramas of the Fifties, right up to the Star Wars series and the recent Hollywood fad for the dystopic futures of films such as Blade Runner, Road Warrior, and Waterworld.




Nordau’s militant language about the need for civilization to “eradicate” degeneracy was characteristic of the fashion for “tough thought.” This aggressive rhetoric would soon inspire Thomas Dixon and D. W Griffith, as well as a horde of other early-twentieth-century advocates of racial purity. “The normal man, with his clear mind, logical thought, sound judgment, and strong will, sees, where the degenerate only gropes,” Nordau wrote. This was why “degenerates must succumb.” Only the strong survived. The weak “can neither adapt themselves to the conditions of Nature and civilization, nor maintain themselves in the struggle for existence against the healthy.” (541) Nordau knew for certain that sexuality was a major factor in the creation of degenerates: “He who places pleasure above discipline, and impulse above selfrestraint, wishes not for progress, but for retrogression to the most primitive animality.” (554)




Progressives, socialists, and other such political radicals were degenerates deliberately scheming to undermine civilization: “Retrogression, relapse—this is in general the idea of this band who dare to speak of liberty and progress.” But what they were really advocating was a return to “the most forgotten, faraway past.” They wanted to “confound all the arts and lead them back to the primitive forms they had before evolution differentiated them.” This cultural socialism was a clear sign of an “atavistic” yearning for collectivist homogeneity, and everyone knew that “atavism is one of the most constant marks of degeneracy.”




Nordau had dedicated his book to Cesare Lombroso, who had “developed with so much genius” the “notion of degeneracy first introduced into science by Morel” (a French “alienist” of the midnineteenth century, who had delineated the “reversions” in human evolution Darwin was soon to identify as the distaff side of species development in The Descent of Man). Lombroso had shown, Nordau said, that the ontogenetic evolution of certain individuals in a civilized society was aborted before they could reach the appointed heights the phylogenetic trajectory of their race required them to scale: “The disease of degeneracy consists precisely in the fact that the degenerate organism has not the power to mount to the height of evolution already attained by the species, but stops on the way at an earlier or later point. The relapse of the degenerate may reach to the most stupendous depth.” Indeed, in devolutionary terms such a failure of evolutionary stamina manifested itself not infrequently in the “atavistic recurrence” of feminized behavior. The degenerate, said Nordau, in a passage that may well have set Philip José Farmer s creative juices flowing in The Lovers, could easily sink “somatically to the level of fishes, nay to that of the arthropoda, or, even further, to that of rhizopods not yet sexually differentiated.” Nordau directly identified the “effeminate male”—the ephebe—and the “masculinized female”—the gynander—of fin de siècle symbolist art as genetic defectives: “They are not the future, but an immeasurably remote past. They are not progress, but the most appalling reaction.” Such creatures were manifestations of “the most exhausted senility, the starless winter night, the grave and corruption.” (555—6)




This last sentence clearly identifies the intellectual lineage of Bram Stoker s Dracula, the original turn-of-the-century vampire of degeneration. Nordau’s diatribe may indeed even have given Stoker the idea for his novel, for the latter had clearly read Degeneration with bated breath before embarking on the composition of Dracula. To solidify his claim to scientific expertise in the delineation of his predator, he had Van Helsing, who is the Dutch-Aryan composite stand-in for Stoker s scientific mentors, remark that “the Count is a criminal and of criminal type. Nordau and Lombroso would classify him, and qua criminal he is of imperfectly formed mind.” (346)




Dracula and his minions—the mentally inferior peasants and the working classes, the insane (Renfield), the “lower races,” the primitive “bi-sexual” masculinized women (Lucy Westenra), the socialists and egalitarians—were, Stoker wanted to show in emulation of Nordau and Lombroso, poised to overrun the world, eager to infect the evolving Anglo-Aryan with the dread blood disease of lust. Nordau had pointed out that it was “the sacred duty of all healthy and moral men” to exterminate these vampires and rescue “those who are not already too deeply diseased.” He had described degeneration as an “invading mental malady” and had called upon the Jonathan Harkers and Minas of Western culture, and in particular upon the Van Helsings of evolutionary biology and medicine, to destroy the invader by any means necessary: “Whoever looks upon civilization as a good,” Nordau exclaimed, “must mercilessly crush under his thumb the anti-social vermin.” (556–7)




Pronouncements such as this called in no uncertain terms for the reign of the Iron Heel. Ironically, Nordau, arch-hunter of degenerates, like Lombroso, ruthless cataloguer of the phrenological traits of “moral inferiors,” and Weininger, scourge of “semitic effeminates,” was a Jew. Theorists can never control how politicians will exploit their theorems. Doctrines that advocate “final solutions,” as Franz Kafka would demonstrate brilliantly in his 1914 story “In the Penal Colony,” have no respect for their designers. Even so, it would be absurd to suggest that Jewish intellectuals such as Nordau, Lombroso and Weininger created genocidal racism. They merely collaborated in the general movement toward antihumane “tough thought” dominant among the majority of “Aryan” scientists and intellectuals.




Gobineau had already defined “the word degenerate, when applied to a people,” as applying to any race that had been vampirized by aliens: “continual adulterations having gradually affected the quality of [their] blood.” (25) And years before Darwin’s theories opened the door to the theory of dimorphic gender evolution, Gobineau had determined that the struggle between evolution and degeneration was gender-specific:






Every human activity, moral or intellectual, has its original source in one or other of these two currents, “male” or “female”; and only the races which have one of these elements in abundance (without, of course, being quite destitute of the other) can reach in their social Efe, a satisfactory stage of culture, and so attain to civilization. (88)







Equilibrium between the male and female currents represented stasis to Gobineau. Thus he gave the apostles of progress their reason to hate “primitive bisexuality” even before this concept had been articulated.




Gobineau, however, was an aristocrat not yet fully in tune with the gender-specific division of mind and body already developed by bourgeois culture. He failed to establish a clearly defined “invidious comparison” between masculinity and femininity. He even committed the ideological faux pas of identifying the intellectual element in culture as feminine and the material element as masculine. But Gobineau had otherwise, de facto, invented the science of race inequality, and he could therefore be forgiven for this biological misunderstanding. His followers quickly corrected his error (which Gobineau, after all, had incurred by borrowing his categories from the inferior Hindus). Soon, in accord with the correct principles of dimorphic gender evolution, the races that had followed the “feminine” path were identified as the inferior ones. Those whose inspiration had been “masculine” were the cradle of the evolutionary elite.




The “universal truths” of our culture are often built on the skimpiest of scientific platforms. Gustave Le Bon showed how easy it was to construct such a platform. Pointing to what he saw as the vast differences in mental capacity between superior and inferior races, he remarked that one need not do a lot of traveling to come to that conclusion, since racial differences were exactly analogous to the mental differences between “the civilized man and woman even when the latter is highly educated. The man and the woman may have common interests and sentiments, but never like chains of thought.” (36) Le Bon proved the truth of this contention by quoting from his own “scientific” speculations in the field of craniology. Scholars such as Emile Durkheim and Lester Ward cited this very passage to establish the legitimacy of the concept of the master race.




Le Bon contended that in comparing the skulls of






the various human races, belonging to the past and the present, it is found that the races in which the volume of the skull presents the greatest individual variations are the most highly civilized races; that in proportion as a race grows civilized, the skulls of the individuals composing it become more and more differentiated.







This was obviously a clear example of Spencer’s “progressive heterogeneity” in action. Thus, by discovering exactly what ideology had taught him to look for, Le Bon was able to conclude that civilization tended “not to intellectual equality, but to an inequality that is always growing more and more pronounced. Anatomical and physiological equality only exist in the case of individuals of quite inferior races.”




Le Bon then used this scientific “evidence” to “prove” the existence as well as the need for dimorphic gender evolution: “Among inferior peoples or the inferior classes of superior peoples the man and the woman are intellectually on much the same level. On the other hand, in proportion as peoples grow civilized, the difference between the sexes is accentuated.” Again his craniological research had proved all this beyond doubt.






The volume of the male and female skull, even when the subjects compared, as in my investigations, are strictly of the same age, height, and weight, presents differences that increase rapidly with the degree of civilization. Very slight in the case of the inferior races, these differences become immense in the case of the superior races. In these superior races the feminine skulls are often scarcely more developed than those of the women of very inferior races. (48—9)







On the basis of such “facts” Le Bon established a parallelism of motives between the feminine principle in nature and the “antiindividualism” of the socialists. If the higher masculine civilization wished to survive, the collectivist impulse (Sumners “woman-rule”) must be eradicated like an infectious disease, for “when Socialism shall have become master in Europe, its only chance of enduring will be to exterminate all the individuals without exception endowed with a superiority capable of raising them, however slightly, above the most humble level.” (44)




D. W. Griffith was heavily influenced by the warnings of masterrace theorists such as Le Bon. The Birth of a Nation (1915) was his contribution to the further dissemination of their ideas. He was particularly impressed by Nordau’s call to the supermen of Western civilization to crush the anti-social vermin of social and erotic degeneracy. The vampire brood that was threatening the future of the Aryan by swarming out over the globe must be destroyed. This suggestion—not the subsequently much touted technical innovations of The Birth of a Nation— galvanized the films audiences and made it into the most successful cinematic spectacle yet created. Griffith’s tendentious portrayal of pure and virtuous white womanhood beset by ignorant, rampaging “African savages” intent upon sowing “miscegenation” wherever they ruled had tapped directly into the favorite obsession of most early-twentieth-century race theorists.




Film historians have generally whitewashed the viciously racist and sexist nature of Griffith’s film by stressing the importance of its contribution to the technical development of the cinema. But whether those contributions were as significant as they have been made out to be is highly debatable. Most of the film’s innovations were mechanical rather than structural, and often closely echoed what other filmmakers were doing already. In terms of narrative sophistication there is, for example, little difference between A Fool There Was and The Birth of a Nation. But the metaphoric contexts of the “battle of the sexes” inevitably change far more rapidly than those that focus on “the struggle for life among races.” The issue of “technique” became a decorous veil used by critics to obscure the negative historical importance of the ideological content of Griffith’s scurrilous diatribe. In the real world of politics and propaganda, of ideology and the manipulation of consciousness, aesthetic arguments that glorify form over content are an indelible part of the processes of control, a convenient way to avoid having to acknowledge the propaganda function of cultural artifacts.




In fact, The Birth of a Nation constitutes probably the most relentless and vicious conflation of fashionably “evolutionist” rhetoric about the evils of “miscegenation” before the advent of Nazi Germany. The very first caption of the movie said it all: “The bringing of the African to America planted the first seed of disunion.” Griffith’s formulation was inspired by race theorists such as Edward Alsworth Ross, who had, the year before, in The Old World in the New, railed against the discordant influence of “the Jewish invader.”




The imagery with which Griffith followed his declaration was a direct visual evocation of Max Nordau’s catalogue of degenerates: social radicals, hysterics, half-breeds, masculinized women, and the ultimate beneficiaries of the evil deeds of all evolutionary backsliders: childish, half-witted Africans. Griffith’s film pictured the ideological principles of Dixon’s The Clansman in excruciating detail. The end of the Civil War, Dixon had argued, had also threatened to bring an end to the march of Western civilization:






No sculptor ever dreamed a more sinister emblem of the corruption of a race of empire-builders than this group. Its black figures, wrapped in the night of four thousand years of barbarism, squatted there the “equal” of their master, grinning at his forms of Justice, the evolution of forty centuries of Aryan genius. (171)







But though Dixon’s incendiary rhetoric was the immediate inspiration for Griffith’s visual assault on all Americans of African heritage who were not content to bow and scrape before their Aryan “masters,” the racism of The Birth of a Nation was even more manipulative and destructive than that of its source text. For while a reader’s personal lifeexperiences and accumulated knowledge generally serve as a moderating influence and interfere with any writer’s ability to make fiction be accepted as reality, film—particularly during the 1910s, when it was still a novelty—traded on the viewers’ assumption that what they were seeing was “real.” In the cinema the book reader’s temporary “suspension of disbelief” was supplanted by the viewer’s unshakable faith in the veracity of the seen.




Even Griffith’s use of white actors to portray the worst of the Africans—presumably because he refused to allow his white actors to be “contaminated” by real African-Americans—must have been calculated for effect. For in several “mass” sequences he did use African-American extras. But his systematic use of whites in blackface in all but the most marginal of personal confrontations actually helped strengthen the alarmist, genocidal message of his film. By having his viewers register the evil (and even the few cringingly subservient “good”) Africans of his tale as swarthy, rough-featured, charcoal-smudged, scumble-faced, and hence clearly, in Lombroso’s terms, “phrenologically degenerate” whites, he indirectly reinforced the visual “truth” of his “evolutionist” thesis. The implication was that to mingle with Africans was to be contaminated with inferior genetic matter, with “the disease of degeneracy.” The blackfaced whites were easily recognizable to the audience as having horrid, “lower,” “diseased,” “sullied,” versions of the Aryan master’s superior features. The issue here was not even that blacks should be regarded as “separate but equal” or that they were “different” and hence to be feared. Instead, the blacks of Griffith’s film presented the “criminally diseased” future of the white race if it were to give in to the forces of degeneracy by being content, as Nordau had said, to “live, like parasites, on labour which past generations have accumulated for them.” (540) Griffith’s blacks were thus degenerate whites slowly devolving in a fog of effeminate sensualist dissipation.




Progress was “the effect of an ever more rigorous subjugation of the beast in man,” (560) Nordau had contended. Progress must therefore also depend on the proper subjugation of man’s lust for woman. In all his films Griffith made it clear that because animalism was always hovering below the surface of a woman’s life (given the constitutional “primitivism” of her reproductive nature), death was her only avenue of escape if she wanted to avoid the mark of the beast, the bite of the vampire in heat. In The Birth of a Nation the potential for a “black death of degeneration and hysteria” (Nordau, Degeneration, 537) among women is sparked by the Northern anti-individualist socialist radicals’ insane belief that bestial African men would be able to maintain their feeble near-humanity within the proximity of white women. The Clansman had sketched what must happen under such circumstances. Dixon showed his virtuous white heroine Marion being accosted by Gus, a black man whose bulging “bead eyes” begin to gleam “ape-like” the moment he sees her. The man’s degenerate loss of self-control is virtually instantaneous: “A single tiger-spring, and the black claws of the beast sank into the soft white throat and she was still.” (304)




Griffith’s adaptation of this scene proved him to be a sufficiently orthodox gender ideologue to bypass its obvious prurient cinematic potential in favor of a treatment that foregrounded his sacrificial heroine’s awareness of her responsibility to the future of the white race. If woman brought out the beast in primitive man, that was obviously because “the beast” prowled restlessly just underneath her alluring skin. The Griffith heroine (most often Lillian Gish), heedful of that consideration, was always a creature whose physical near-invisibility would preclude the arousal of the beast in the white men around her. Instead, she inspired paternalistic condescension and dreams of virgin-motherhood. But Griffith was also convinced that in male “degenerates” the beast of sexual primitivism lurked even closer to the surface than in women. No amount of feminine self-effacement could keep the beast from stirring in such inherently animalistic males. A good woman’s only defense against such degenerates was the protective vigilance of the Aryan males around her. It was their responsibility to prevent any contact between the lower orders and white womanhood.




But since drooling liberal Northern politicians had prevented the sturdy Aryan representatives of Southern manhood from exercising this protective role in Griffith’s fictional take on history, a good woman’s only escape from the mark of the beast was to efface herself in earnest by committing suicide before any degenerate could touch her. In The Birth of a Nation this self-sacrificial ardor of white Southern womanhood is sufficient to spark a rebirth of the Aryan’s evolutionary fervor.




Griffith was clearly convinced that racial equality would forever destroy civilized society’s greatest creation: the asexual woman. To force this point upon his audiences, Griffith showed them that any liberalization of the African’s slave status would lead to the wholesale molestation of white womanhood by leering black animals. He tried to emphasize the inevitability of such a fate in a vicious parody of a civil rights demonstration, in which, for once, he quite deliberately used not whites in blackface but a group of actual African-Americans, on whom the camera lingers to “force” the audience to confront these “nearanimals’ ” terrifying “degeneracy.” He made them carry signs prominently displaying the slogan: equality, equal rights, equal politics, EQUAL MARRIAGE. The last word was, of course, the rabble-rousing kicker. Griffith wanted his audiences’ reaction to be: “Good God, not my daughter! Over my dead body! Where is my shotgun?” Griffith’s incitement to violence was deliberate and deadly. Nothing in the infamous Nazi propaganda films of Leni Riefenstahl was ever quite this blatant, simplistic, and vicious.




The film’s genocidal scenario now moves to its inevitable conclusion. Flora, a true flower of white Southern womanhood and little sister to Ben Cameron, the man who has just created the Ku Klux Klan, must be sacrificed to awaken Aryan manhood to its cleansing task. We therefore follow Ben’s angelic, floral sister as she goes “alone to the spring” to fetch a pail of water. The sexual symbolism of this scene could have escaped no educated viewer familiar with the prurient symbolic representation of woman in late-nineteenth-century academic painting as la source, the wellspring of life, or with the closely related imagery of The Broken Pitcher, signifying the loss of virginity.




She is, of course, accosted almost instantly by the luridly blackfaced renegade Gus. All he has to do is mutter: “You see I’m a captain now and I want to marry ...” and our courageous calyx of white womanhood instantly knows what to do. Without even a hint of hesitation she dashes off to a nearby cliff. Griffith made certain to prolong her desperate run for maximum effect, so that when, at last, Flora jumped, every Aryan heart in the audience could fill with genocidal fervor. Brother Ben arrives just in time to have her expire in his arms. He vows eternal revenge on the forces of degeneration. For intellectually impaired Aryans a moralizing caption helped make Griffith’s intention explicit: “For her who had learned the stern lesson of honor we should not grieve that she found sweeter the opal gates of death.”




A miscegenated sexual awakening was tantamount to a life of progressive degeneracy, and hence worse than death. Griffith’s moral was: Don’t let our women go to the spring unprotected, or they will perish in the coming race wars. In The Clansman this realization had still come to the woman only after she had been “defiled.” Therefore, instead of showing white womanhood executing a preventative strike against the monster of sexuality, Dixon had presented his readers with a cleansing ritual: the double suicide of mother and daughter. Bathed in typical turn-of-the-century gender symbolism, this scene showed dawn, the morning star (evolving masculinity), revitalized by the death of night (the moon, the “Woman-spirit”):






They stood for a moment, as if listening to the music of the falls, looking out over the valley faintly outlining itself in the dawn. The first far-away streaks of blue light on the mountain ranges, defining distance, slowly appeared. A fresh motionless day brooded over the world as the amorous stir of the spirit of morning rose from the moist earth of the fields below




A bright star still shone in the sky, and the face of the mother gazed at it intently. Did the Woman-spirit, the burning focus of the fiercest desire to live and will, catch in this supreme moment the stars Divine speech before which all human passions sink into silence? Perhaps, for she smiled. The daughter answered with a smile; and then, hand in hand, they stepped from the cliff into the mists and on through the opal gates of Death. (307–8)







Thus Dixon showed acculturated Aryan womanhood dutifully sacrificing itself to the higher eugenicist requirements of the godly star of masculine transcendence.




The Clansman and The Birth of a Nation were instrumental in the rebirth of the Ku Klux Klan. The imagery of these two works gave the arguments of the new gender-based evolutionary racist ideologues a very precise frame of reference: protection of the principles of dimorphic gender evolution through the extermination of the vampire of sexuality wherever she might rear her predatory head. The early-twentieth-century racist agenda, by taking its justification from the rhetoric of the battle of the sexes, established a particularly volatile and potentially murderous emotional environment. Griffith helped establish the century’s racist image of the African-American male as a polysexual animal forever intent upon reawakening the slumbering African womb in Aryan womanhood. The African-American male thus became, in many white men’s fantasies, the masculine counterpart to Conrad’s archetypal African woman, who had inspired Kurtz’s exclamation “The horror! The horror!” because she carried within herself the mark of the beast that would drag the evolutionary male back into the heart of darkness. In The Birth of a Nation Griffith set out to show that only the Ku Klux Klan, the avenging spirit of the Aryan nation, could ward off this bestial creature of reversion. He made his heroes adopt the instruments Bram Stoker had already designated as the only weapons strong enough to subdue Lucy, the monster of reawakened female sexuality: the burning cross, the stake, decapitation, and immolation. These now became the weapons of choice of the genocidal lynch mobs of Aryan racism.




Griffith’s gender-ideological framework is apparent everywhere in The Birth of a Nation. Blacks are invariably portrayed within the context of Nordau’s definition of degenerate effeminacy: “All persons of unbalanced minds—the neurasthenic, the hysteric, the degenerate, the insane—have the keenest scent for perversions of a sexual kind, and perceive them under all disguises.” (Degeneration, 451) Griffith used this formulation to heighten his audience’s fear of the “prowling African.” Gus is by no means the only offender in this respect. The “mulatto” Lynch (who gratuitously strangles dogs with his bare hands when they get in his way) is also given a central role in Griffith’s portrayal of the sadistic degeneracy of the African. In his The Psychological Laws of the Evolution of Peoples, Gustave Le Bon had helped formulate the prevailing Aryan opinion about such miscegenated creatures: “All the countries inhabited by too large a proportion of half-breeds are, solely for this reason, given over to perpetual anarchy, unless they are ruled by an iron hand.” Le Bon supported this viewpoint by citing Louis Agassiz, who had maintained that such “cross-breeding” produced “an indescribable type whose physical and mental energy suffers.” (53)




Griffith’s Klansmen, in contrast, are superior along standard eugenicist Unes. Nordau anticipated the characteristics of the filmmaker’s heroic whites perfectly: “The normal man, with his clear mind, logical thought, sound judgment, and strong will, sees, where the degenerate only gropes; he plans and acts where the latter dozes and dreams.” The manly man could not be expected to share the same ground with woozy effeminates: “In possession of all the good things of this earth, he leaves to the impotent degenerate at most the shelter of the hospital, lunatic asylum, and prison, in contemptuous pity.” (541) Once again this was to be the exact scenario of The Birth of a Nation. As soon as Aryan manhood, provoked beyond further tolerance by the black man’s constitutional degeneracy, takes up arms to drive the demon out, its impotent opposition scatters. Griffith shows his Klansmen riding rigidly upright and manly through the South, sternly exterminating the cringing interlopers wherever they go.




Gustave Le Bon had repeatedly urged white Americans to reassert their manliness in “the land of liberty,” which, for that very reason, could never be the land of equality nor of fraternity, those two Latin chimeras which the laws of progress do not recognize. In no country on the globe has natural selection made its iron arm more rudely felt. It is unpitying; but it is precisely because it ignores pity that the race it has contributed to form retains its power and energy. There is no room for the weak, the mediocre, the incapable on the soil of the United States. By the mere fact that they are inferior, isolated individuals or entire races are destined to perish.




He commended the American white male for having taught the rest of the world the practical uses of mass murder: “The Redskin Indians, because useless, have been shot down, or condemned to die of hunger. The Chinese workmen, whose labor constitutes a vexatious source of competition, will soon undergo a similar fate.” As for the blacks: “They are almost tolerated because they fill none but subordinate positions which no American citizen would consent to accept. Theoretically they have rights; practically they are treated Eke semi-useful animals, who are got rid of as soon as they become dangerous.” (146–8)




Griffith agreed wholeheartedly with Le Bon. The American Aryan s “brilliant” genocidal actions against the effeminate principles of “European Socialism” must be celebrated, and the Aryans must form a unified national front against the agents of miscegenation. The requisite happy ending of The Birth of a Nation therefore takes the form of a ritual of national unification after the benighted Northerners have come to see the light of reason and freely join the heroic Southerners in their program of ethnic cleansing. A cross-matched, heaven-blessed, double marriage of purebred Northern and Southern Aryan males and females served to send Griffiths audiences contentedly into the streets to seek out African-Americans to exterminate in emulation of these cinematic models of manly behavior.




Thus Griffith s message prefigured the one Alfred Rosenberg, Adolf Hitlers favorite genocidal philosopher, directed toward the United States in his National Socialist manifesto of 1930, The Myth of the Twentieth Century: “An America true to its Northern-European heritage, cleansed of Black, Yellow and Jewish contaminants, would be a thousand times more powerful than one that remains weakened by such infusions of alien blood.” (671) In the writings of such racial theorists as Rosenberg, there was also never any doubt that the main conductor of both good and bad blood must always be woman. She was the key, both to the glory of the evolutionary elite and to its potential downfall. In his delineation of “good” and “bad” women, Griffith held steadfastly to the principles of Blut und Ehre (blood and honor—words that would become the title of a 1936 Rosenberg book). Rosenberg had begun to articulate these principles by 1919 in direct emulation of the same turn-of-the-century evolutionary theorists of race and gender whose notions had inspired the hatemongering productions of Dixon and Griffith.




Like most of his contemporaries, Griffith did not separate the issues of gender and race. To him they were interlocking elements of the great struggle between human evolution and bestial degeneracy. Moreover, The Birth of a Nation was by no means an isolated instance of racist sermonizing in his career as a filmmaker. It was merely the central statement of a proto-fascist racial and gynephobic ideology that pervaded every aspect of his work. Most of his contemporaries saw nothing unusual or reprehensible in his beliefs. Indeed, the popularity of The Birth of a Nation is a clear indication that Griffith’s ideas were the norm rather than the exception among white Americans. His phenomenal influence on the narrative practices of subsequent filmmakers is therefore by no means a good reason to celebrate his work. We do not excuse Hitler for being a genocidal demogogue because he was also an artful orator. Neither should Griffith be held any less responsible for his views because he made cleverly constructed films.




In fact, such permissive modernist attitudes toward the radical separation of form and content came into vogue only after Griffith’s heyday. Specialization was still a new concept during the early years of this century. Few thought it necessary or feasible to segregate economic, social, ethical, sexual, and even physiological concepts into separate fields of study. As a result, the misconceptions and prejudices developed in one branch of science were unhesitatingly used to prove the validity of prejudicial assumptions in other fields. The reigning myths of gender, class, and race had invaded virtually every field of research, sometimes directly, but often in the form of tendentious metaphors. Serge Voronoff’s deEneation of dimorphic gender evolution as the element in species development that, though absolutely necessary, had, in effect, brought death into the world was a case in point.




Voronoff, following the precepts of Freudian psychology, had used a set of metaphors that evoked images of death as the primal form of woman. Starting from this premise, he subsequently sketched a biophysical world of internecine struggle in which an elemental evolutionary social contract (freedom, masculinity) was perpetually threatened by the feminine (an onslaught of Bolshevik protozoan reversion cells).




The individual human being, Voronoff maintained, was a community of cells whose life “is ensured only by the mutual help of all the others in the organism. They form a society, a state, in which each one fills a special role destined to ensure the life of the whole.” The more evolved cells exhibited a Spencerian heterogeneity: “the more perfected” they were, “the further they diverge from the primitive type and the more they depend on the work of the less delicate cells of other organs.” This was clearly the proper model for a highly developed human society as well, but as in the larger world, the body’s lower orders were always seeking to infiltrate the body politic: “These cells, which are little differentiated, are the connective tissue cells. They creep in everywhere, and are ... the plebeians, a hardy and vigorous race which reproduce themselves with great facility.” Physically stronger than the more highly evolved cells, these worker-cells “continually encroach upon the places occupied by the noble cells.” Autopsies of the bodies of old people invariably revealed “the disappearance, the atrophy, of the differentiated and specialized cells, which are replaced by conjunctive cells.”
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“They have killed my friend”: drawing, dated October 12, 1914, made by an unidentified French soldier in the trenches during World War I. Death as the triumph of the feminine in the fears of early-twentieth-century males






Death was a result, Voronoff maintained, of the brain’s invasion by these conjunctive cells, which gradually usurped the place of the “cerebral cells” and in this manner deprived the human body of the guidance it needed to survive. Voronoff had clearly set up a dramatic metaphoric “battle of the sexes” in which the masculine, individualistic, semen-fed brain cells were progressively destroyed—their life-force “atrophied”— by invasive, plebeian, primitively bisexual (though predominantly female) cells. Thus death was the triumph of the feminine, a yearning of the organism to return to its inorganic origins, a factor of the primitive collectivist principles of nature: “namely, the predominance of conjunctive cells replacing highly differentiated cells—a veritable triumph of anarchy, an ephemeral reign of inferior elements—from which results the disorganization of all the functions and the final death of the organism.” (23–7)




Such a melodramatic portrayal of “the struggle for life among cell structures,” no doubt strongly influenced by concepts such as Freud’s “death instinct,” could not help but reinforce the period’s suspicions that there existed a primitive alliance between the lower orders and the feminine. Ideas of this nature were certainly on Djuna Barnes’s mind when, in her novel Nightwood (1936), she characterized her bisexual (and hence “masculinized”) heroine, Robin Vote, as “a woman who is beast turning human” and remarked that “such a woman is the infected carrier of the past: before her the structure of our head and jaws ache—we feel that we could eat her, she who is death returning, for only then do we put our face close to the blood on the lips of our forefathers.” (37)




To fall into the clutches of such a woman, particularly one who had emanated from the “lower classes”—not to speak of the unspeakable twice-doomed women of the ‘dower races”—was to condemn oneself to an early death. No man of any sense would knowingly let himself be invaded by such a plague of death-dealing “conjunctive cells.” But where the brain alone could easily have combated the incursion of these deadly cells with its superior capacity for intellection, the seductions of the eye were man’s main portal to the collectivist cell structure of primitive nature, to the plebeian world of feminine lust.




To look upon the sexual woman, the visible woman, was to look upon the Medusa and to be turned to stone by the birth mother of man’s mortality. To see her was to drown in the deadly night of the senses—to be forced to face an otherness that could never be subsumed by forcible incorporation. The sexual woman could be paid, but she could not be owned. Her self-possession challenged the immortality promised by the cash nexus, and her pursuit of pleasure turned the bitter sadomasochistic dirge of masculine spending into a siren song of unrepro ductive joy. Sex for the sake of pleasure undercut the laws of creation. It revealed that pleasure was beauty and beauty truth. True pleasure made any other truths purposeless. To look upon the sexual woman was therefore to abandon the organized promises of immortality for the fragmentary orgasms of a fleeting life—and to celebrate life was to look into the eyes of death.
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August Bromse, “Fleeting Life,” etching, ca. 1910
The fantasies of the surrealists lose much of their apparent “originality” when placed in the context of early-twentieth-century science, and the symbolic imagery it spawned.






By the mid-1920s Carl Gustav Jung had effectively codified these perceptions into an archetype of masculine psychology. In his contribution to The Book of Marriage (1926), Hermann Keyserling’s star-studded symposium on the future of this institution, Jung remarked that






every man bears in his heart the image of woman, not the image of this particular woman, but of one particular woman. This image is in reality an unconscious primeval inheritance, engraved on the living system, a “type” (archetype) of every ancestral experience of woman, the residue of all impressions left by women, a hereditary psychic system of adaptation. If there were no women, this unconscious image would make it possible to describe what a woman spiritually should be.







The “image of woman” Jung found in the soul of man was, of course, the anima. But even if we ignore Jung’s schoolboylike cribbing of the Platonic “Idea” to develop his theory of the existence of universal psychological states, it becomes clear that his anima archetype was anything but an “eternal” construct. She was a perfectly average figment of early-twentieth-century male social psychology, a femme moyenne fatale. Jung’s mind was filled with the images of nineteenth-century art:






There are types of women whom Nature seems to have fashioned purposely for the reception of the projection of the anima. One might even speak of one certain type. The so-called “sphinx” nature belongs to it most indispensably: a certain ambiguous and equivocal character, not a vagueness into which nothing can be put, but a vagueness full of promise, with the speaking silence of the Mona Lisa; a being both old and young, mother and daughter, of a questionable purity; childish, yet with a naive wisdom, disarming to men. (358—9)







Jung’s anima figure was the ideal bourgeois wife with a touch of the vampire thrown in to lend her an air of mystery. She was a product, not of a “universally inherent archetypal memory” in the male psyche, but of a century of socioeconomic indoctrination: a cultural construct, not a “psychic necessity.” But that is precisely why she became such an oppressive reality in everyday life. Jung’s anima was both “the” woman: the early-twentieth-century male’s submissive, infinitely malleable wife, and “this” woman: the sexual vampire, the woman as colonized other, demanding her share of reality, demanding her reality—the collectivist invader: one of Voronoff’s “conjunctive cells” lying in wait to gobble up the male’s cerebral tissue. But she was “this” woman made tolerable to the period’s culturally deformed erotic sensibility. No wonder, then, that Jung’s dream woman still haunts our culture. She is the “Cosmo Girl” of today—the word made flesh of masculine erotic economics: virgin and whore, mother and child, goddess and slave, wisdom’s daughter and nature’s idiot, a fusion of the pleasure principle and the death instinct.




The Jungian anima figure is, as Jung himself pointed out, She Who Must Be Obeyed, the sadomasochistic fantasy construction of H. Rider Haggard’s imperialist mind, a purportedly timeless creature who spawned a million pulp-fiction and comic-book imitations throughout the twentieth century. As the dead-end product of this closed system of the bourgeois imagination, the Cosmo Girl of today is perhaps twice as invisible as she was at the beginning of the century, for then she had at least attained a certain amount of negative visibility as the dangerous vampire of men’s existential fears. Today she has become merely a chameleonic plaything of a thousand uses, ever compliant in her attempts to adapt herself to the latest fashions of the male imagination: a junior executive in a Wonderbra.




From the vantage point of many of today’s twice-marginalized women, the sexual woman of the early years of this century becomes a particularly appealing figure, whose emotional independence from men, sexual confidence, pleasure in the seductive authority of her body, and “masculine” economic depredations gave her a centrality in that period’s cultural imagination of which today’s manufactured “sex symbols” can only dream. The early twentieth century’s sexual woman had at least gained “invidious” visibility: from the vantage point of those made twice invisible, her ability to destroy the men around her makes her seem strong. To those living in the Cosmo Girl’s world of enforced economic nonentity, she may indeed seem to be a veritable demon of “empowerment.” But in fact she was, even then, the negative, mirror image of the dreams of mastery of the imperialist male. She was the nightmare inversion of his social sense of self, and though she appeared other, she remained, and still remains, a construct of the male imagination, the “anima” of the imperial male’s inability to live up to his evolutionary dreams.




Those among today’s theorists of “feminine identity” who are trying to reanimate her as a “positive” force are likely to find themselves ultimately also retracing the social trajectory of the sexual vampire of the early years of this century This may lead to sadomasochistic fantasies of power, but it cannot lead to peace—for to accept the vampire image of feminine sexuality as a positive model also requires acceptance of the aggressive-reactive principles of the turn of the century’s gender wars. Such an acceptance must also lead to a return either to the vulnerability of the colonized leper forcibly subdued by his imperial master or to the equally restrictive usurpation of the master’s whip. Neither of these polar alternatives will allow its participants to break through the closed circle of gender imperialism.




The false dichotomy between absolute virtue and deadly vice established in the nineteenth century had, by the early years of this century, in fact already become virtually impossible to maintain, yet there were compelling economic reasons to do so, not least to protect the concept of the righteous subjection of the “lower” races to the “higher” morality and God-ordained new world order of imperialism. For if the men of the evolutionary advance could not keep their women in Une, how could they expect to control the seething colonized masses or even the effeminate socialism of the invasive Jew?




To accept the sexual vampire’s temptation of pleasure as a positive option for living was therefore also to accept the possibility that Kipling’s leper was not a werewolf but a victim of the Western world’s moral selfrighteousness. To accept physical pleasure as a good was to undermine the fiscal rigidities of the robber barons, who blithely stepped on the human “offal” Sumner wanted to see die in the streets so that the Aryan race might be cleansed of the weak. “The Woman,” man’s anima, was the threat of “otherness” made visible. If the Aryan brain must succumb to her conjunctive cells, if the white man must be bitten by the leper, then at least let the pleasure be painful, let the “victim” agonize in his joy, make him cringe at his own weakness. He must be taught that to love the vampire was to lose his “manhood,” was to let otherness triumph, was to allow Western civilization to be trampled by the “yellow peril,” the “barbarian hordes” of Eastern Europe, and to be contaminated by the African womb.




Thus, ultimately, to glorify the aggressive violence of the early twentieth century’s sexual vampire is still to deny pleasure, is to perpetuate the sadomasochistic deformations of the principles of human community, to internalize the “death wish” imposed on women by the men who invented the image of the vampire. That the image of the vampire should have strong appeal among todays women in search of an independent voice in a society still largely organized along principles of masculine dominance is inevitable, for she was always a woman in revolt against the system of masculine intellectual paternalism. But she was a woman of straw An evil sister. A “witch.” Not a woman of real power, but one whose transgressions gave her opponents a license to commit gynecide. Her revolt was that of the periods monstrous backsliding “feminists” intent upon reestablishing the intemperate passions of the era of “woman-rule.” In her, as Otto Weininger had insisted, “a smouldering, irrational and intemperate Socialism” revealed the homologies between sexual degeneracy and racial inferiority. The “red road” of erotic dissipation Porter Emerson Browne s Schuyler took is the “red flag” of Arabella Kenealy s “chaotic and disintegrating forces,” the blood-thinning “Semitic” effeminacy of the “lower orders” of the world.




Early-twentieth-century audiences saw analogues between the conflicting intentions of the various political movements, the clash of “raceinterests,” and the depredations of the sexual woman as representative of existential realities. The dark red blood of the capitalist superman was much thicker than the watery gruel irrigating the bodies of genetic “inferiors.” Lothrop Stoddard, one of the periods leading “race theorists,” declared in his book The Rising Tide of Color Against White WorldSupremacy (1920) that the “Nordic” capitalist bourgeoisie of the United States, the Schuylers of the world, were the guardians of one element






fundamental to all the compoundings of the social pharmacopoeia. That element is blood. It is clean, virile, genius-bearing blood, streaming down the ages through the unerring action of heredity, which, in anything like a favorable environment, will multiply itself, solve our problems, and sweep us on to higher and nobler destinies. (305)







Prescott Hall had argued in the March 1919 issue of The Journal of Heredity, in a passage that was dutifully quoted by Stoddard, that the genetically inferior creatures of the world were mounting a major campaign of regressive contamination against the Nordics: “Just as we isolate bacterial invasions, and starve out the bacteria by limiting the area and amount of their food-supply, so we can compel an inferior race to remain in its native habitat.” But that process of “genetic starvation” also meant that the evolutionary elite must maintain “self-control” at all times when faced with erotic temptation. (260)




In a preface to Stoddard’s book, Madison Grant, chairman of the New York Zoological Society, insisted that “Asia, in the guise of Bolshevism with Semitic leadership and Chinese executioners,” (xxxi) was organizing precisely such a bacterial assault upon the Nordic race. Stoddard himself added that “Bolshevism is, in fact, as anti-racial as it is antisocial. To the Bolshevik mind, with its furious hatred of constructive ability and its fanatical determination to enforce levelling, proletarian equality, the very existence of superior biological values is a crime.” Bolshevism saw miscegenation, sexual “pollution,” as a primary tool in its conquest of the world: “Bolshevism is the renegade, the traitor within the gates, who would betray the citadel, degrade the very fibre of our being, and ultimately hurl a rebarbarized, racially impoverished world into the most debased and hopeless of mongrelizations.” (220–1)




The vampire, the sexual woman, then, represented not only the return of the “primitive” visual world of arousal, which the “evolved” male had (or should have) repressed; she also symbolized the political threat of the economically exploited social classes whence she most often emanated. Her vulgar and politically subversive origins, however, were obscured by her physical beauty—by what Kipling, in “The Vampire,” had designated as “a rag and a bone and a hank of hair.” These lures served to seduce otherwise continent “Nordic” middle-class males who “did not know” that a materialist aesthetic and evolutionary intelligence could not, and should not, coexist. The seduction of the vampire woman represented the weakening of the white race’s imperialist control over the world; therefore she must be isolated and destroyed like a “bacterial invasion” wherever she was found.




The sexual woman, as Porter Emerson Browne had made clear in d Fool There Was, drained the evolutionary male both morally and physiologically. Schuyler, for instance, literally sensed the Vampire sucking the “brains” out of him to feed her own physical health: she was a case study of the seminal-nutrition theory. As he grew weaker, she grew stronger and more powerful. Browne tells us that her mouth and cheeks bloomed into fiery health and beauty in proportion to her depredations of Schuyler’s vital essence. This woman of the people thus also becomes emblematic of the social demands of the “inferior races.” Madison Grant warned his contemporaries that sexual democracy and racial equality were two sides of the same coin. The advocacy of democratic ideals among an homogenous population of Nordic blood, as in England or America, is one thing, but it is quite another for the white man to share his blood with, or intrust his ideals to, brown, yellow, black, or red men. This is suicide pure and simple, and the first victim of this amazing folly will be the white man himself (xxxii)




The sexual vampire, therefore, was a racial vampire as well. A Nordic man’s submission to the vampire of sex was a first step toward racial suicide. It was to immerse oneself in the chaotic, unclean world of “collective” existence, of “socialist anarchy.” In /I Fool There Was Schuyler was shown degenerating directly to the brutal level of the sexual vampire’s “noisome” working-class origins, which Browne, early in the novel, had described as strewn with “broken and greasy dishes, filled with fragments of food.” A visitor who enters Schuyler’s once impeccable town house after the Vampire has taken her fill of him encounters there “the very essence of dirt and disorder.” Every piece of furniture in the apartment was askew, and “over all lay a pall of dust, dank choking.” (265)




Browne wanted to show his readers that a descent into the world of the body was a descent into sloth and chaos, into socialist anarchy. Five years later Edward Alsworth Ross, in The Old World in the New (1914), pointed out that the Nordic could identify the invading bacteria of otherness by its horror of soap: “ ‘The Slavs,’ remarks a physician, ‘are immune to certain kinds of dirt. They can stand what would kill a white man.’ ” This was, Ross insisted, because they came “from a part of the world in which never more than a third of the children have grown up. In every generation, dirt, ignorance, superstition, and lack of medical attention have winnowed out all but the sturdiest.” (291) Nordic men should not mingle with such creatures; to do so would “thin the blood of the American people” and bring on “race suicide.” (297–9)




The Crimson Tide, a novel by the hugely popular writer of romance fiction Robert W. Chambers, published in 1919, directly in the wake of the Russian Revolution, provocatively announced on its cover that it was “A Story of Bolshevism in New York.” Chambers once again described the lair of the socialist beast as a refuge of germs: “The bedroom, which smelled of sour fish, was very cold, very dirty, and very blue with cigar smoke. The remains of a delicatessen breakfast stood on a table near the only window, which was tightly shut, and under the sill of which a radiator emitted explosive symptoms of steam to come.” (196) The (clearly Jewish) Bolsheviks who live in this mess are completely oblivious to their environment. They wear greasy raincoats and soiled collars and use dirty red handkerchiefs. Perfect exemplars of degeneracy, they are contemptible advocates of socialism, equal rights for women, and birth control.




Chambers sketched a monstrous future if America were to relax its allegiance to cleanliness:






The Crimson Tide, washing through Russia, eastward, seethed and eddied among the wrecks of empires, lapping Polands bones, splashing over the charred threshold of the huns, creeping into the Balkans, crawling towards Greece and Italy, menacing Scandinavia, and arousing the stern watchers along the French frontier—the ultimate eastward barrier of human liberty.







But the agents of effeminacy and reversion were already busy subverting even these last bastions of Aryan culture, disguised as unwashed immigrants:






Everywhere, among all peoples, swarmed the stealthy agents of the Red Apocalypse, whispering discontent, hinting treason, stirring the unhappy to sullen anger, inciting the simple-minded to insanity, the ignorant to revolution. For four years it had been a battle between Light and Night; and now there threatened to be joined in battle the uttermost forces of Evolution and Chaos—the spiritual Armageddon at last, where Life and Light and Order must fight a final fight with Degeneracy, Darkness and Death. (294–5)







Chambers’s implication—that the struggle between the forces of progress and reversion was a struggle between “manliness” and “effeminacy”—would have escaped few among his contemporaries. Evolution, Life, Light, and Order, they all knew, represented the masculine, the intellectual realm, whereas Chaos—the primal uroboros—was the world of primitive reproductive feminine sexuality, the vampire’s world of Degeneracy, Darkness, and Death.




In The Slayer of Souls, a science fiction fantasy Chambers published a year later, he elaborated this analogy even more directly Now he showed the red vampire as already involved in an Aryan-American brain-drain in direct emulation of the sexual vampire of d Fool There Was:






Over the United States stretched an unseen network of secret intrigue woven tirelessly night and day by the busy enemies of civilization—Reds, parlour-socialists, enemy-aliens, terrorists, Bolsheviki, pseudo-intellectuals, LW.Ws, social faddists, and amateur meddlers of every nuance—all the various varieties of the vicious, witless, and mentally unhinged—brought together through the “cohesive power of plunder” and the degeneration of cranial tissue. (113)







The parallel appetites of the vampires of socialism and sex had, by 1920, clearly become a matter of public record.




For Chambers’s readers a hopeful ending was requisite. The cleancut American heroes who save the day in The Crimson Tide therefore live to exult in the imminent defeat of the vampire of socialism: “You of the Bolsheviki can not come among us dripping with human blood, showing us your fangs, and expect from us anything except a fusillade.” (356) Chambers also included a spirited defense of the evolutionary male’s salutary “marriage law,” which he defined in words taken directly from William Graham Sumner: “A race is worthless and contemptible if its men cease to work hard and, at need, to fight hard; and if its women cease to breed freely. If the best classes do not reproduce themselves the nation will, of course, go down.” Sexual dimorphism ruled: “The woman who shrinks from motherhood is as low a creature as a man of the professional pacifist, or poltroon, type, who shirks his duty as a soldier.” The further evolution of Anglo-Aryan civilization depended on the strict avoidance of all forms of “miscegenation”: “Only that nation has a future whose sons and daughters obey the primary laws of their racial being.” (244–5)




These were not the words of a minor figure in American culture. Chambers (1865–1933), a close friend of Charles Dana Gibson, was perhaps the most popular novelist of his time, and his works were routinely serialized first in large-circulation general-interest monthlies such as Cosmopolitan, Scribners, and The Atlantic Monthly. His first book, The King in Yellow (1895), is still highly prized among aficionados of horror tales, and its title story continues to be a mainstay of fantasy-fiction anthologies. A true superman of romance fiction, Chambers wrote faster than a speeding bullet and had already published some sixty extremely successful novels, most of them sprinkled with similar sentiments, before the appearance of The Crimson Tide. If the “Gibson Girl” represented the preflapper standard of emulation for young women, the typical middle-of-the-road, petit-bourgeois Anglo-American manner of thinking about the world of politics and gender difference prevalent during the first twenty years of this century ought to be identified as the “Chambers Mind.”




The sexual vampire of A Fool There Was and of numerous other narratives and films from this period used her beauty to undermine America s future just as surely as Chambers’s raging Red Bolsheviks or the Black, Brown, and Yellow Peril of Stoddards “rising tide of color.” Thus racial, sexual, and political prejudices converged during this period to make the sexual woman into one of the most terrifying human monsters of all time. In the “regressive” passions of the vampire woman a world of race, sex, and class prejudice found its overarching expression. She was ultimately not a human being but the female “Beast of the Apocalypse” of Chambers’s Crimson Tide: “the woman was beautiful as an animal is beautiful.”




Porter Emerson Browne’s descriptions of the “medical” symptoms Schuyler exhibited as a result of his submission to the sexual vampire directly foreshadowed the “degeneration of cranial tissue” Chambers was to diagnose as a symptom of Anglo-Aryan submission to the incursions of the Crimson Tide. Schuyler had wasted his allotment of vital essence irrevocably, as Browne made him acknowledge quite bluntly: “I’m a husk—squeezed dry.” Blake, his best friend, is overwhelmed: “ ‘My God, this is awful!’ he exclaimed. ‘Haven’t you a spark of manhood left? no brains?’ ” Obviously fully apprised of the latest medical discoveries, “Blake knew that if this time he failed to arouse whatever of latent, atrophied manhood there might be in the breast of the other, that never again, probably, would the shriveling brain come within call.” (276—8) And Schuyler self-diagnoses: “Save me from her—from myself—My blood has turned to water, and my bones to chalk! My brain has withered!” The sexual vampire and the Crimson Tide of the lower orders: two versions of a single disease of the blood.




Like that other monster hit of 1915, The Birth of a Nation, the movie version of A Fool There Was skillfully tapped into these elements of sociomedical paranoia. What could be more topical, in the early days of 1915, with World War I already raging in Europe, than the theme of the domestic invader? Chambers’s terrorist web of economic spoilers intent upon undermining the peaceable imperialist world order, with its neat evolutionary stratifications, was personified just as much by Theda Bara, the sexual vampire, as by the monstrous political meddling of the mongrel temptress of The Birth of a Nation. The Black Menace, The Crimson Tide, the Yellow Peril, the Leering Semite: all were creations of the African womb. All had been bitten by the leper of reversion, and all, in turn, were poised and eager to infect the Aryan with their disease.




In the years surrounding the release of both films, American antiimmigrant paranoia had reached a new virulence. “Scientific” sociological treatises such as Ross’s The Old World in the New, which had claimed that the influx of immigrants would “thin the blood of the American people,” (297) were legion. Thus 1915 was indeed the perfect time for an American edition of Gobineau s The Inequality of Human Races. The “father” of “scientific racism” found an eager new audience for his contention that wherever “the Aryan blood is exhausted stagnation supervenes.” (212)




Many thought that the tide of immigration that reached its peak during the early years of this century threatened to “mongrelize” Aryan-American civilization. Unwashed immigrants with alien concepts of community were set to pollute the middle-class household with unclean thoughts of sexual liberation. Andrew Carnegie claimed as much in his essay collection Problems of Today, published in November 1908, only weeks before the first appearance of the play and the novelization of A Fool There Was: “Just as Socialism goes back to the savage past and urges man to return to Communism, so seemingly it contemplates the return of man and woman to barbarism in their holiest relations.”




Carnegie begged his readers to remember that the dimorphically evolved household had at last weaned woman of her primitive erotic ardor: “In the happiest and holiest homes of to-day, it is not the man who leads the wife upward, but the infinitely purer and more angelic wife whom the husband reverently follows upon the heavenly path as the highest embodiment of all the virtues that have been revealed to him.” In contast to the Socialist vampires of free love, “throughout the English-speaking race as a rule to-day, it is the wife and mother who sanctifies the home. If all the dreams of the wildest Socialist were realities purchasable at the cost of the present happy home of Individualism, with wife and children, the sacrifice were too great—the blow to our civilization would be fatal.” (169—70)




Rhetoric of this sort increased in vehemence throughout the first thirty years of this century. Toward the end of his long career, Gustave Le Bon warned his American followers in The Psychology of Peoples (the American edition of his The Psychological Laws of the Evolution of Peoples appeared in 1924 under this title) that the “new barbarians” who had burdened the United States with “a gigantic invasion of inferior elements” were poised to unleash a new civil war “between races which have reached different levels of evolution.” (161—2) The nations “large and flourishing middle class,” Edward Alsworth Ross emphasized in his highly influential Principles of Sociology (1920), was its “guaranty of social health.” But if this group of social superiors “should become luxuryloving and soft, their traits might gradually sap the manhood of the peopie.” (523–4)




As works of propaganda and of ideological indoctrination, /I Fool There Was and The Birth of a Nation could therefore not have been more timely, or more effective. Though d Fool There Was has been forgotten because it did not cater to the public’s love of grandiose spectacle, it was precisely its emphatic foregrounding of the everyday world and its emphasis on a bourgeois, commonplace environment that made this film, in its own way, as innovative and determining in its influence on the development of filmmaking as Griffiths’s bible of visual pomp. No running, jumping, horse riding, dueling, clowning, casts of thousands, titanic struggles, or strange historical customs and costumes here; simply a modern, well-to-do, upper-middle-class family everyone could recognize, living in a suburban house of the sort every member of the audience had at least seen. Here the fate of a darling Aryan family, hving in a familiar world of business dealings, hard work, and playful leisure—the sort of life every American wanted to achieve or to maintain—was shown desecrated by a vile sexual agent of the socialist hordes.




Elements of self-consciously Freudian sexual symbolism played a central role in the mise en scène of the movie version of Y1 Fool There Was. The dramatic “gunplay” of Parmalee’s prophetic suicide was a case in point. The movie showed the young man’s gun clearly to be a symbol of his waning manhood. The “psychological” role of the young man’s weapon was made obvious to all: When Parmalee sees the Vampire on the ocean liner’s deck, he pulls out his gun, then puts it back in his pocket. The gesture was quite obviously meant to symbolize a momentary erotic stimulus, quickly suppressed. In the boys’ world of dime novels and action films, guns were (as they still are today) always blazing, always ejaculating, always ready to kill—totemic expressions of the uncontrollable erections of adolescent boys. But far more than today, in addition to being an expression of unbridled male potency and aggressive power, the phallic gun, in the “grown-up” world of early-twentieth-century “psychological dramas,” also symbolized death to the user, for the man with the gun was sure to find it turned back upon him by the vampire of temptation. Indiscriminate discharge of the sacred gun represented a descent into the world of catabolic excess; it was a sign of seminal incontinence. Frequent use was an admission of profligacy, a return to adolescent seminal bravado, and hence a clear sign of physiological “effeminacy,” of moral—and even actual—suicide.




The sexual mythology of the time required that the adult masculine eros conquer death through the judicious husbandry of the body’s vital essence. In the symbolism of popular culture, that meant that a man’s gun must “slay” the sexual woman by driving her into helpless economic dependency and a state of abject reproductive passivity: the domestic ideal of the men of 1915. These socioeconomic implications of the theory of gender dimorphism were unambiguous. Leslie Mortimer Shaw, former United States Secretary of the Treasury and governor of Iowa, spelled out the reigning laws of nature in his book Vanishing Landmarks: The Trend Toward Bolshevism (1919): “None of us admire either ‘mannish’ women or ‘sissy’ men. Woman does not get her happiness from her creatorships or sovereignties. The normal woman prefers that her husband be the sovereign, and she his queen. Woman gets her happiness from her sacrifices.” Love made woman man’s footstool: “If told sufficiently often, she is even proud to be a slave to the man who loves her and sometimes is without ever receiving a single post-nuptial word of endearment.” (74—6)




Nearly all medical and biological authorities working in the imperialist nations were in agreement around 1915 that the future of humanity was best served by urging the male to move toward true masculinity and material immortality. The fully acculturated dimorphically evolved woman, meanwhile, presumably would become the absolute embodiment of thanatos, and in an ultimate act of evolutionary selfeffacement, allow herself to implode into nonexistence.




It would, of course, be absurd to suggest that the inherently gynecidal logic of this train of “scientific” reasoning concerning the divergent existential responsibilities of the sexes was actually understood as such by most of the lay public in 1915. But snippets of the philosophers’, scientists’, and psychologists’ theorems inevitably made their way into the culture at large in the form of commonplaces about the “battle of the sexes,” and aspects of the dominant theory of evolutionary gender dimorphism were on almost everyone’s mind.
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“The Infernal Feminine”: the trend toward Bolshevism depicted on the January 19, 1922, cover of Life, a popular American humor magazine






Both A Fool There Was and The Birth of a Nation therefore presented their viewers with a picture of “collectivism,” the deadly feminine instinct, in action. The Vampire with the African womb was, like the African male and the effeminate collectivist immigrant, an emissary of chaos. All were representative of a single alien force intent upon undermining the American male s hard-won economic equilibrium, determined to take him out of the reach of immortality and into the house of death, determined to reverse the binary poles of the sadomasochistic undercurrent of twentieth-century dualist thought.




Thus the two films are, certainly in historical terms, equally important as expressions of the newly discovered social function of the motion picture as a tool of mass indoctrination. With the advent of cinema, the social function of mass communication changed dramatically. Until then the (relatively) “rational” (because verbal, and hence potentially dialectical) dispersal of ideas in Western European and American culture had remained a slow and ineffective process, undermined in all its attempts to universalize gender and race prejudice by annoyingly tenacious patterns of reasoned counter-argumentation. Now, almost at once, the element of rational thought had been eliminated from the equation. The Birth of a Nation showed its public that the African was a degenerate interloper, a “dysgenic” element in American public life, while A Fool There Was proved that the sexual woman was the dysgenic emissary of socialism in domestic life. The very silence of the early motion picture made its images available to all—not limited to the well-to-do, or even the merely literate, but readily understandable to anyone able to scrape together the few pennies it cost to gain admission.




And bring in their pennies the audiences of 1915 most certainly did. As Upton Sinclair reported in his 1933 biography of William Fox, A Fool There Was made the future mogul’s fortune. In 1914 gross rentals of Fox Film Corporation productions had amounted to $272,401. In 1915 that figure jumped to $3,208,201—a nearly twelvefold increase in revenue. Much of that increase came from the earnings of A Fool There Was. The popularity of The Birth of a Nation is too well documented to need further reiteration here.




Films rapidly became indispensable tools in the psychosocial reorganization of culture. The sexual vampire and the vampire of socioeconomic conflict were beginning to merge into a single, “racially inferior” predator. The metaphors of gynecide that had taught the early-twentieth-century male to excise the “feminine” impulses within himself to gain “immortality” gradually became the basis for a primarily racial imagery of “gendered” inequality. Even as the medical basis for masculine “seminal continence” was being undercut by more reliable methods of endocrinological research, the unreason of racism found “rational” refuge in the metaphor of the vampire. The imagery of the sexual woman began to blend with notions positing the “predatory effeminacy” of the “inferior races.” Domination and submission are the cornerstones of any dualistic system. To kill the vampire who refuses to be dominated, to drive a stake through her heart, is to kill death, take back the immortality she stole from us. Mass murder eroticizes killing by turning the sword of vengeance upon the “agents of death,” just as the sadist gains “life” through domination and the masochist a motive for revenge through submission. Killing is a displacement of our fear of nonbeing. Thoughts of genocide become “realistic” when the very existence of another is seen as the cause of our death.




In the years since Theda Bara’s heyday, the cultural link between the depredations of the vampire and the male’s sexual spending has been lost. When the medical theories on which the concept was based gradually came to be discredited, the public’s conscious understanding of the “medical” truth of woman as vampire also disappeared. It was only after this that social critics and psychoanalysts could return to the vampire tales of the turn of the century and identify them as “naive, spontaneous” creations of the imagination, as “unconscious” expressions of the human psyche. As our culture “discovered” the “universality” of symbols whose psychological meaning had been established by the “science” of a previous generation, a cultural obsession that had very precise and clearly identifiable origins in nineteenth-century economic motives came to be seen as an “instinctual response.” Intellectual circularity of this sort produces the “truths” of speculative disciplines.




The images and metaphors developed during the early years of this century still pervade every aspect of our consciousness. The social ideology of evolutionary inequality spawned by tendentious interpretations of Darwinian ideas rapidly became our “collective unconscious”—part of the sexual mythology of our popular culture. The vampires of gender antagonism proved to be shape-shifting monsters whose presence in the human imagination permitted the justification of virtually every sort of brutality, from domestic violence to mass murder. The monster of genocide was a product of the arrogance of early-twentieth-century science.
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Margaret Brundage, cover of Weird Tales,
vol. 22, no. 6, December 1933






      

    

  
    
      

VII. Real Vampires: The Sexual Woman and Her Allies: Bolsheviks, Semites, and Eurasians; the Yellow Peril of the Aryan Imagination




Theda Bara was the American male’s fondest nightmare: a sexual woman whose motives for seduction were not strictly economic, but “organic” as well. She was the invasive other of everyone’s fears: Salome, Judith, Astarte; Lilith, the lustful, primal Eve who stole semen from sleeping men; Lamia, her daughter, the serpent queen. Semitic, masculinized, she was also Shylock, Svengah, Dracula: Arab Death. In A Million and One Nights, a witty two-volume early history of the rise of the movies as entertainment, published in 1926, Terry Ramsaye gave an eyewitness account of the Fox organizations publicity schemes to emphasize this connection as soon as A Fool There Was became a hit: “Immediately Miss Goodman began to acquire a most amazing atmospheric past.” Publicists filled the newspapers with false biographical information: “Theda Bara was the daughter of a French artist and an Arabian mistress, born on the sands of the Sahara. ‘Bara’ was indeed a mere cypher, being Arab spelled backwards.” “Theda” was, of course, an anagram for “death.” Fox’s intention was obvious: “This deadly Arab girl was a crystal-gazing seeress of profoundly occult powers, wicked as fresh red paint and poisonous as dried spiders. The stronger the copy grew the more it was printed. Little girls read it and swallowed their gum with excitement.” (II, 703)




Meanwhile Theodosia Goodman, a pragmatic Jewish girl from the Midwest, did her best to play the part she had been given in the Aryan male’s imagination. She realized from the start that she was merely a vehicle for the public s fears and dreams: “I do not consider that I look like a vampire-woman,” she confessed in a two-part article published in The Forum in 1919. She had recently pointed out to her manager “that he could just as easily achieve that sort of appeal with any woman-of-curves-and-substance, as he could with me.” (pt. 2, 88) She was a bit embarrassed by all the emphasis on her sexual nature: “in none of my vampire roles have I ever consciously shared their sensuous impressions.” She just happened to be a good actress, she said, able to portray seductresses “due to an emotional strength in me, but not of me; an impersonal conception of what the Vampire-woman is.” But because “realism in the movies is so essential,” (pt. 2, 90) she had analyzed the type she had been chosen to portray as accurately as she could.




She was a quick study As Ramsaye reported, Theodosia spent days






posing with skulls and crossbones, glass balls, and all the trademarks of Oriental desert mysticism. The motion picture public went to the theater to see about all this promisingly snaky stuff and found that the effect on the screen was up to the advance notices. Theda Bara of the screen, working her willowy way with men, became the vicarious and shadowy realization of several million variously suppressed desires. (II, 703)







But Theda Bara did not just pose with “skulls and crossbones,” as Ramsaye indicated. She did better: Fox circulated a set of publicity stills, apparently in connection with the 1917 release of Cleopatra (one of Arabella Kenealy’s touchstone “masculinized” regressors), in which she was shown crouching ominously over a—presumably male—skeleton. That depleted victim of her voracious appetite was shown reclining on the photographers studio floor in grotesque final discomfort. One of the stills actually positioned her between the skeleton s legs, an ardent lover, unwilling to accept the fact that her prey had already done quite enough service to brute nature. Theda Bara herself was in these photos, as always, the picture of voluptuous health—except for the telltale darkly kohled rings around her eyes, symbolic of the continuing call of her seminal appetite.




One of these photographs showed her with her chin on her knees, a contented vulture in after-dinner repose. It paid tribute to what was probably the direct inspiration for this photo session: a painting by William Sergeant Kendall, prominent member of the National Academy and a perennial laureate of America’s official art circles, as well as, from 1913 to 1922, the influential dean of Yale University’s School of Fine Arts. The painting, not so enigmatically titled X Sphinx, had caused an uproar when Kendall exhibited it at the fall 1915 American Artists Exhibition of the Chicago Art Institute and subsequently at the spring 1916 show of the National Academy in New York. The artist, in turn, may have felt the stir of his predatory muse after seeing Theda Bara in X Fool There Was—although, perhaps to preclude such speculation, he had dated the painting 1914.




Kendall’s painting was an unflinching delineation of the latest discoveries about woman’s nature in the fields of biology and medicine. A contented, rosy-cheeked young woman in a snakeskin cap, her hips and thighs arranged like the jaws of a praying mantis, hovers above the woefully depleted skeleton of a hapless male. Though a “sphinx,” this woman stripped of her civilized veneer, this predatory feline with a human face, was no mythological creature but an unorthodox portrait of the girl next door. The artist had obscured this mantis’s mandibles under decorous draperies, but they remain the central feature of his composition, an almost palpable presence between the young woman’s abrasively embracing thighs. Much like the half-eaten males of the mantises described by the period’s naturalists, the skeletal shape of this young woman’s well-picked-over lover seems almost physically attached to her loins. As if just alerted to the viewer’s arrival, she looks up, flushed and satiated, but ready for more. “Do you want to be next?” her lively eyes inquire.




That one of the most prominent official painters of the period should have chosen to exhibit this provocative picture publicly in 1915 shows how common a knowledge of the biomedical effects of seminal depletion had come to be among sophisticates. The guardians of public morality were properly scandalized, but the public’s outcry was directed against the painting’s obvious vulgarity (certainly still a legitimate complaint) and against the sadomasochistic nature of its erotic focus (an equally reasonable objection), not against its subject matter as such.




The first two decades of the century were thus largely responsible for obliterating the distance between the symbolic vampires of fiction, who were still merely psychological monsters, and the tangible reality (after all, didn’t we see it happen?) of the sexual vampires of the silent screen. The temporal trajectory that led from Stoker’s novel, Philip Burne-Jones’s painting, and Kipling’s poem of 1897, through Porter Emerson Browne’s play and novelization of 1909, to director Frank Powell and producer William Fox’s film, as well as William Sergeant Kendall’s painting of 1915, is indicative of the shifts in the public’s perception of the role of the sexual woman during this period. If she had been a largely symbolic, unselfconscious, womb-driven predator at first, her pursuit of physical well-being was to bring her ultimately—just in time for the racist attitudes of the Twenties—directly in line with the criminally hedonistic, erotically effeminate, and intellectually undifferentiated “inferior races.”




By 1915 the average citizen had come to accept what Gustave Le Bon had emphasized already in his Psychological Laws of the Evolution of Peoples (1894): the biologists had been able to determine that






all the individuals of the inferior races, even as regards those of different sex, are on sensibly the same mental level. They all of them resemble one another, and they are thus a perfect exemplification of the equality dreamed of by our modern socialists. In the case of the superior races, on the contrary, the intellectual inequality of the individuals and the sexes is the law. (39—40)







Like Le Bon, most educated early-twentieth-century males saw a direct homology of purpose between, if not all women, then at least the sexual woman, and the “lower orders.” The socialist agenda incorporated the desire of the vampire who refused to keep her place in the dimorphic advance of the Aryan elite. Both the sexual woman and the socialist insisted on pulling their victims down to the lowly mental level of the inferior races by destroying their capacity to function in the world of finance and industrial production. Like the socialists, these sphinxes, half animal, half woman, did so only in a selfish endeavor to add vigor and rosy, fleshy, hill-blooded health to their own pleasure-loving constitutions.




Toward the close of the second decade of the century the term “vampire” was, therefore, no longer used to designate a symbohc, fictional creature. Instead it came to identify a medical condition: vampires were unevolved, constitutionally still mostly “masculine” women who had emanated from among the socialist masses to wreak havoc upon the male’s intellectual and economic evolution. Soon the “vamps” of Hollywood would take these creatures out of the realm of serious socioeconomic theory and into the world of vulgar domesticity. But in June 1919, when the editors of The Forum presented Theda Bara’s “How I Became a Film Vampire,” subtitled “Self-Revelations of a MovingPicture Star,” they were still counting on their readers’ scientific awareness of the link between biology and destiny, for they called her “the most celebrated exponent of emotional eroticism on the films” and identified her as an actress whose social mission it had been to “reveal the power of the wicked Vampire-women over men.” The Forum was a semi-scholarly monthly aimed at the upper-management crowd (the Schuylers of the American establishment). It specialized in articles on economic development (Sumner’s predatory laissez-faire evolutionism was God), statecraft (the utility of war was to ensure future peace), and biology (scholars searching for the “mental link” between the ape and man).




These “Self-Revelations” of Theda Bara’s, which indeed appear to be in her own hand, are probably a mixture of truth and fiction—like almost everything else we know about her. They sketch a very wholesome Midwestern middle-class childhood, full of tomboy adventures straight out of Mark Twain and an adolescence devoted to acting, morally upright behavior, and dignified poverty (just about as Hollywood as such stories can get). All this was designed to prove what a fabulous “charlatan” of emotions, what a true actress, Theodosia was. Her dramatic abilities had allowed her to become “famous for the Vampirewoman I am not.” (pt. 1, 727) Scattered through the two-part article were some very telling reflections upon the standard characteristics of the vampire woman of the 1910s—all from the period’s unquestioned expert on the subject. Theodosia Goodman wanted her readers to understand that Theda Bara, the woman personifying “Arab Death,” was an imaginative creation whose screen behavior was nothing but a “Kiplingesque” fiction, “not true to the life of any woman known to me, or to you.” (pt. 2, 85) But she was proud to acknowledge her performance in A Fool There Was as a masterpiece of psychological realism. She considered it, given the “intensity of wickedness” she had been able to project, an accurate distillation of the soulless behavior of the actual vampire women of contemporary society.




These creatures were, she emphasized, first of all practical predators, businesswomen. Vampires never lost their heads in their encounters with their quarry, (pt. 2, 86) The “emotional abandon” Theodosia Goodman saw as her main strength as an actress was foreign to Theda Bara, the woman who was Arab Death. The vampires she portrayed were lawless erotic adventurers (“daring, recklessly sensuous, defiantly indiscreet”) whose purely physical appetites she could only “intuit,” for her success in portraying these women had been “due to an emotional strength in me; an impersonal conception of what the Vampire-woman is.” (pt. 2, 88)




In a fascinating “aside” she insisted that, if within the context of civilization and the rules of dimorphic gender evolution, women had no longer any business publicly acknowledging any form of sexual arousal, such feelings nonetheless remained a fact of nature, for secretly “the good little girl is just as bad as the bad little girl is good—so why moralize.” But the gender wars were real: “We were born to deceive, it is the way of a woman and a man.” Society had taught women to be “charlatans,” consummate actresses: “Women deceive themselves too, quite as much as they deceive others; for in imagination they defy all conventions. Why this should be is one of the secrets of the Sphinx.” Still, “who can measure accurately the divine distance between what women try to be and what they are intended to be?” (pt. 1, 716)




The vampire was not socially acceptable as a woman because she refused to deceive herself. Her honesty about her own sexuality had allowed her to exploit the “idealizing” sensibility of the male. Although “any woman-of-curves-and-substance” could “look Eke a vampirewoman,” only a very good and properly acculturated (dimorphically evolved) actress (a Theda Bara, clearly) who recognized the “primitive” sources of feminine motivation would be able to fake the vampire woman’s erotic freedom convincingly.




Goodman, self-proclaimed mystic and faithful consulter of clairvoyants, decided that the “real vampire” who filled the hearts of Aryan industrialists everywhere with fearful lust during the 1910s represented no less than “the return on earth of Venus,” pagan goddess of predatory sexual hunger. Kipling, by sketching the vampire as “the woman who did not know” and “could not understand,” had failed to give the erotic woman enough credit. “No vampire would ever challenge Kipling. Though he may have inspired the verb ‘to vamp,’ he has only pointed at the Vampire, identified her type, whereas Swinburne has talked with her, established her age-old origin in Venus.” (pt. 1, 716)




With that remark The[o]d[osi]a Goodman-Bara, the woman who had been made to personify Arab Death to her contemporaries by William Fox’s publicity machine, demonstrated that she was also an astute literary critic. The interpretation of “pagan beauty” Swinburne had given in his long poem “Laus Veneris” (1866) was indeed not so much a hymn in praise of the goddess as a complex delineation of the mons veneris, the Venusberg, the “mound of Venus,” the much delineated metaphorical perch of the vagina dentata of nineteenth-century male masochism—precursor to the “vampire’s mouth” of the human praying mantis William Sergeant Kendall exploited in his portrayal of A Sphinx.




The archetype of the sexual vampire Theda Bara had found in Swinburne’s poetry came to this: love between a man and a woman must always be a predatory exchange. The woman was “stung” into sexual awakening by her reproductive function. The onset of menstruation was brute nature’s vampire attack on innocence (a conception soon to be anthropomorphized by Bram Stoker in the figure of Dracula, the primitive blood-lusting erotomane who symbolized the bisexual, pre-evolutionary “reproductive” element in nature: all those bitten by the vampire are “cloned,” become vampires themselves, interchangeable “subdivisions” of the mothermonster). Menstruation turned the girlchild into a woman branded by nature with the mark of the vampire: “For her neck, / Kissed over close, wears yet a purple speck / Wherein the pained blood falters and goes out.”




The woman now becomes hypnotized by her reproductive task and aroused by its accompanying sexual needs: “Deep sleep has warmed her blood through all its ways.” Thus she becomes a creature of pre-Christian ardor. Even men whose Ups were once “Stained with blood fallen from the feet of God” now “grow sad with kissing Christ.” Enticed by “her clear limbs,” they renounce their chance for salvation: “thou didst heal us with thy piteous kiss; / But see now Lord; her mouth is lovelier.” Not surprisingly, “every thread” that helps weave the male’s doom has in it “dry specks of red.” The man bleeds vital essence as he slips into the sexual woman’s watery domain.




It would be impossible here to decode all the metaphors and double entendres of Swinburne’s very long poem, but in his perambulation of Venus’s erotic topography, the poet touches upon virtually every cultural obsession that was to contribute to the creation of the woman-vampire of early-twentieth-century culture. In claiming “Laus Veneris” as the true source of her celluloid persona, Theda Bara therefore showed a remarkable depth of understanding—a genuine insight into the dynamics of the period’s theories of “inherent sex-hostility” between males and females. This clearly belies her own decorous contention that she was not a “conscious” but an “intuitive” (and hence “truly feminine”) participant in the primordial struggle between nature and culture.




Swinburne, on his part, anticipated Freud’s discovery of the “death instinct” by a good fifty years. His generic masculine persona, “Love,” the “I” of his poem, exhausted by his infatuation with Venus, yearns to return first to the preconscious, then to the inanimate, state: “would God that stems and roots were bred / Out of my weary body and my head, / That sleep were sealed upon me with a seal, / And I were as the least of all his dead.” He fantasizes that he might at least scatter his vital essence to fertilize the earth herself: “Would God my blood were dew to feed the grass.” But while he dreams that in this manner his selfdestructive passion might be given a constructive function, so “That death were not more pitiful than desire, / That these things were not one thing and the same!” he soberly acknowledges that sex and death are two sides of a single equation that can only find its fateful resolution in the vampire mouth of the sexual woman. Swinburne’s Venus, Theda Bara remarked, with brilliant understanding, “is the Vampire of Adonis.” (pt. I, 716)




Swinburne described his vampire-Venus as a creature of insatiable orifices: She “turns his kisses on her lips to sighs, / to sighing sounds of Ups unsatisfied.” Her “little chambers drip with flower-like red,” and “Her gateways smoke with fume of flowers and fires.” Poor Adonis does not stand a chance: “Her lips divide him vein by vein.” The narrator is hesitant to come near her, “lest the kiss / Leave my lips charred.” “There is a feverish famine in my veins,” he exclaims: “Sin, is it sin whereby men’s souls are thrust / Into the pit?” That pit is, without doubt, the vagina dentata, the hell-mouth of the vampire-Venus: “I see the marvellous mouth whereby there fell / Cities and people whom the gods loved well.” This queen, “whose face was worth the world to kiss,” has the “large pale lips” of Semiramis, the lustful woman who built Babylon. Her lips are “Curled like a tiger’s that curl back to feed; / Red only where the last kiss made them bleed.” A man tracked by Venus is






As one who hidden in deep sedge and weeds Smells the rare scent made where a panther feeds, And tracking ever slotwise the warm smell Is snapped upon by the sweet mouth and bleeds His head far down the hot sweet breath of her.







In the end, Swinburne’s narrator becomes a willing victim to the vampire-Venus s lustful enticements, feeling “About my neck your hands and hair enwound, / The hands that stifle and the hair that stings, / I felt them fasten sharply without sound.” The narrator thereupon waxes “faint with fume of fruitless bowers”—a delicate admission that he has willingly squandered his vital essence out of wedlock upon a strong, sexually self-aware woman who is not about to bear him children.




Clearly Theda Bara knew exactly what Kendall’s sphinx was after when she referred her readers to Swinburne’s “Laus Veneris” for clues. When she became the cinematic expression of the early-twentieth-century male’s nightmare conception of Woman, any woman, as vampire, she was therefore far more a conscious actor in the production of these nightmares than she was letting on. She captured the public imagination with lasting force because she was aware of the psychological sources of the masculine fears and desires Fox wanted her to exploit in her films. She had understood “the divine distance between what women try to be and what they are intended to be.” To the public this meant that her cinematic persona had chosen sides, had truly become the personification of “Arab Death”—had struck an alliance with all those “primitive,” benighted creatures of the non-Western world who had begun to invade the realm of Aryan transcendence and who, instead of being grateful to their masters, were demanding to be paid for their labors in support of the advancement of Western civilization. Theda Bara, the Semitic sexual woman, was therefore a very deliberate female version of Svengali, the hypnotic Jewish invader, and of Dracula, the sadistic yet effeminate vampire. All spelled the same fate to the Aryan male: dysgenic miscegenation. All were sexual terrorists, socialists, subversive agents of “Asia, in the guise of Bolshevism with Semitic leadership and Chinese executioners,” emissaries of the continent that, Madison Grant insisted in 1920, in his foreword to Stoddard’s The Rising Tide of Color, was fomenting a race war against “the Nordic states.” (xxxi)




Aryan suspicions of an international “Eurasian” conspiracy had, by 1913, already spawned a new master of evil in Anglo-American culture: “Dr. Fu Manchu, the yellow peril incarnate in one man,” as he was described by Sax Rohmer (a pseudonym of the British journalist Arthur Sarsfield Ward). In The Hand of Fu Manchu (1917), Rohmer identified his villain as “yellow-robed, immobile, his wonderful, evil face emaciated by illness, but his long, magnetic eyes blazing greenly, as though not a soul but an elemental spirit dwelt within that gaunt, high-shouldered body.” Fu Manchu was an Asian Dracula—one of the earliest, and certainly one of the most infamous, incarnations of a new popular villain: the elusive fiend of a thousand disguises—product of irresponsibly mixed blood—constantly moving from place to place, virtually impossible to catch or to destroy; a devious, warped, criminally distorted mastermind whose unspeakable doings, always vaguely defined as politically motivated, were a direct “assault upon western civilization.”




The doings of these Lombroso-inspired criminal minds, always surrounded by “she-devil” feminine accomplices and degenerate legions of “alien” followers, were to send chills through untold millions of readers of thousands of pulp-fiction spy-adventure narratives that would, in turn, spawn hundreds of Hollywood movies, to end up, finally, in the pages of post—World War II comic books. Here they became the supervillains who tried to thwart the good deeds of such heroes as Batman, Superman, and Dick Tracy Today they continue to live on, if now at least on a superficial level racially defanged (though usually still physically deformed, according to nineteenth-century phrenological principles), in the ever more popular movie entertainments based on such comic books, and in numerous James Bond-styled spy dramas, where they are incarnated as sinister, heartless international conspirators.




“Secret and malign forces throbbed about us; forces against which we had no armor,” (58) exclaims one of the main defenders of AngloSaxon civilization in The Insidious Dr. Fu Manchu (1913), the first novel in Rohmers series. It was a statement that sounded the theme of three-quarters of all twentieth-century American pulp fiction. Fu Manchu was the “elusive invader” of the early twentieth century’s race theorists, described by Norman S. Dike in The Alien in Our Midst (1930)—a collection of anti-immigration diatribes edited by Madison Grant—as “the alien who shifts his habitat” in order to elude the police. “There is no method of identification. He leaves one locality without regret, and takes up life wherever he finds it most promising.” What characterized the “alien” nature of this interloper was that he basked in “the protection that comes from our utter and entire ignorance of his past.” (83)




Fu Manchu, the alien invader, represented the immigrants who threatened to undermine the capitalist system of “hereditary continuities.” In Democracy and Liberty (1896), William Lecky, one of the most highly regarded social historians of the period, insisted “that marriage and the family form the tap-root out of which the whole system of hereditary property grows”; it would “be utterly impossible permanently to extirpate heredity unless family stability and family affection were annihilated.” Socialism was the destabilizing factor that might ultimately succeed in doing just that. Lecky was convinced that it had been devised by criminals who had risen from among the lower orders and were determined to reinstitute chaos. But these subversives also knew that the socialist system would “never approve itself to the masses of men unless all the foundations and sanctions of morality have been effectually destroyed.” The socialist aim was therefore “to excite the worst passions of ignorant and suffering men.” (II, 350)




Fu Manchu, like Dracula before him, was a criminal socialist, a monster who had no respect for the hereditary continuities, the racial “equilibrium,” of the evolutionary elite. Also like Dracula, Fu Manchu personified the specter of dysgenic alien infiltration. In The Rising Tide of Color (1920), Lothrop Stoddard delineated the territorial ideology of early-twentieth-century race hatred:






Our country, originally settled almost exclusively by Nordics, was toward the close of the nineteenth century invaded by hordes of immigrant Alpines and Mediterraneans, not to mention Asiatic elements like Levantines and Jews. As a result, the Nordic native American has been crowded out with amazing rapidity by these swarming, prolific aliens, and after two short generations he has in many of our urban areas become almost extinct. (165)







Major Frederick R. Burnham of Los Angeles warned, in The Alien in Our Midst, that “the Hawaiian Islands are already lost to us racially and the whole Pacific Coast would have been Asiatic in blood today except for the Exclusion Acts.” (48)




If Fu Manchu embodied the “anti-individualistic” threat of the “Asian hordes,” he also represented the threat of the Semite, for, as Stoddard s remarks indicate, the racist theorists of the early twentieth century considered Jews to be part of the Asian invasion. A turn-of-the-century French advertisement for the book En Israel by Charles Huard and J. Mably showed the caricatured heads of five Jews from different social strata, each clearly displaying what the phrenologists had identified as “criminal” physiognomies. Each also had heavily exaggerated, and thus very sinister-looking, “oriental slit eyes.” The one on the far right, a degenerate, long-faced, aristocratic-looking Asian Satan, could have served as a model for Sax Rohmers stock descriptions of Fu Manchu, or of any number of the sinister agents of the Yellow Peril based on Rohmer’s creation who populated the pulps of the Twenties and Thirties. Rohmer, too, portrayed his diabolical criminal as an Asian Shylock:






Imagine a person, tall, lean and feline, high-shouldered, with a brow like Shakespeare and a face like Satan, a close-shaven skull, and long, magnetic eyes of the true cat-green. Invest him with the cunning of an entire Eastern race, accumulated in one giant intellect, with all the resources of science past and present. (The Insidious Dr. Fu Manchu, 17)
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Mongrels were the result of an infernal mix of East and West, of “animal instincts” combined with the “debased” remnants of an intelligence that had become “diabolical cunning.” Rohmer stressed that the struggle between Fu Manchu and his British opponents, Nayland Smith, a hardy veteran of the British colonial experience, and Petrie, a physician with “the ideas of a modern, ordinary middle-class practitioner,” is a struggle between two worlds: “At last they were face to face—the head of the great Yellow Movement, and the man who fought on behalf of the entire white race.” (86) The heroes are exemplary exponents of “the clean British efficiency which sought to combat the insidious enemy.” (72) They are “the barrier between the White races and the devouring tide of the Yellow.” (The Hand of Fu Manchu, 65)




In addition, Fu Manchu is artistic, and hence rather effeminate. He is, in fact, an early version of Nosferatu, F. W Murnau’s vampire of otherness: “The hand that held my arm was bony and clawish; I could detect the presence of incredibly long finger nails—nails long as those of some buried vampire of the black ages!” (62) He is taloned, a “grasper,” a parasite, a criminal invert. Rohmer described him habitually in terminology usually reserved by his contemporaries for female sexual predators. He has eyes that are variously “reptilian” or “cat-like”; he speaks in a “sibilant” voice; and his “gait,” too, is both “serpentine” and “feline.” He is both phallic and feminine—a hermaphroditic manifestation of the dysgenic forces of biological reversion. The defenders of the West could therefore never sleep:






Even at that very moment some venomous centipede might be wriggling toward me over the slime of the stones, some poisonous spider be preparing to drop from the roof! Fu Manchu might have released a serpent in the cellar, or the air be alive with microbes of some loathsome disease! (The Insidious Dr. Fu Manchu, 90)







Not surprisingly, Fu Manchu was always surrounded by seductive vampire women who, just like the mythical Theda Bara, were always “Eurasian”—the evil issue of unholy liaisons between degenerate “oriental” men and vulgar white women. These Eurasians were direct descendants of the spermatophagous insects and reptiles described by the biologists. In The Insidious Dr. Fu Manchu, for instance, Dr. Petrie investigates the death of a licentious Schuyler-styled British gentleman whose quarters are decorated with lurid pictures of women, which prove it to be the “sanctum of a wealthy bachelor who was no misogynist”—an obvious mistake on his part, for the cause of death turns out to be a “faint red mark, not unlike the imprint of painted lips.” This vampire bite, “A little mark upon the neck, face, or limb,” popularly termed a “Zayat Kiss,” is the work of “a giant centipede,” an “insect full six inches long, and of a vivid, venomous, red color.”




Soon after Petrie has discovered the liplike mark on the corpse, he is accosted by a girl who, though she has “the skin of a perfect blonde,” has “eyes and lashes as black as a Creole’s, which, together with her full red lips, told me that this beautiful stranger, whose touch had so startled me, was not a child of our northern shores.” She is Eurasian, of course, and Petrie has an instant epiphany: “The grotesque idea momentarily possessed me that were the bloom of her red lips due to art and not to nature, their kiss would leave—though not indelibly—-just such a mark as I had seen upon the dead man’s hand.” (9–21) Thus Rohmer, who in general tried to stick to the delineation of “real vampires” and to steer clear of stories in which women actually became spiders, praying mantises, or snakes, was nonetheless able to suggest the constitutional link between the sexual Eurasian woman and the insect predators of the jungle.




Even so, these Eurasians were generally characterized by what Rohmer in The Green Eyes of Bast (1920) was to identify as “psychic-felinism.” (277) In The Insidious Dr. Fu Manchu he identified these beautiful “mongrels” as “one of the finest weapons in the enemy’s armory.” (15) Rohmer’s descriptions of these predators often read exactly like Porter Emerson Browne’s portraits of the Vampire in /I Fool There Was. Together Browne and Rohmer may be said to have played a deciding role in developing the standard Hollywood iconography of the invasive seductress.




In The Hand of Fu Manchu, for instance, the dangerous Eurasian beauty Zarmi is presented to the reader in a set piece that was to find its echo in dozens of Marlene Dietrich seduction scenes of the Thirties and Forties. Indeed, Zarmi (a barmaid) could have been projected straight into Josef von Sternberg’s The Blue Angel (1930). She was, Rohmer tells us, a “strange creature” with jet-black, frizzy hair, which was entirely innocent of any binding or ornament.” She had a “lithe body” and a “sinuous gait,” and her voice “had in it the siren lure which is the ancient heritage of the Eastern woman.” Not only does she prefigure Dietrich’s looks; she also anticipated her mannerisms:






Zarmi placed the brass tray upon the table and bent down, resting her elbows upon it, her hands upturned and her chin nestling in her palms. The smoke from the cigarette now held in her fingers, mingled with her dishevelled hair. She looked fully into my face, a long, searching look; then her lips parted in the slow, voluptuous smile of the Orient. Without moving her head she turned the wonderful eyes (rendered doubly luminous by the kohl with which her lashes and lids were darkened) upon Fletcher. (18)







In Rohmer’s voluminous output of adventure narratives the Eurasian woman was invariably the woman with the phallus, the vampire who had gained unlawful control over the masculine gun—or knife. No wonder she was almost invariably also a heavy smoker. In the iconography of early-twentieth-century sin, a cigarette in a womans hand or mouth was as certain a sign of aggressive sexual promiscuity as a gun or knife. There was only one way in which such a woman could be controlled by Aryans (other than being killed outright for her transgressions, as Zarmi ultimately is). The knowledgeable colonialist Nayland Smith teaches a still somewhat timid Dr. Petrie this method in The Insidious Dr. Fu Manchu: the Eurasian woman, Smith informs Petrie, “would submit to capture by you if you would only seize her by the hair, drag her to some cellar, hurl her down and stand over her with a whip.... And she would adore you for your savagery, deeming you forceful and strong!” (80) The Eurasian, then, is a Kiplingesque leper woman, a “half-savage,” a “mongrel,” who must be whipped into submission. The male must take the phallus of primitive sexuality from her with whatever force necessary, and if there is any decency left in her, she will thank him for it. In that sense she comes to stand for all women— and all “Orientals”—in Rohmer’s universe: man must conquer them, or they will take over the world.




Fu Manchu is the undisputed leader of this army of subversives. A diabolical cousin of Dracula, constitutionally effeminate and thus, according to the period’s mathematics of atavistic traits, in a semibiological manner father to all masculinized Eurasian women (for female men had “given up” too much of their manhood in siring manly women), his appearances in the novels were usually brief. His female minions did most of the actual invading. For three decades he ruled the public imagination with his schemes for world conquest, always surrounded by flocks of these aggressive creatures, who, in turn, were most often directed in their attacks upon civilized manhood by the actual daughter of the marriage between Asia and evil. In Daughter of Fu Manchu (1931) this petal from a poisonous lotus mouths the invasive desires attributed to the Yellow Peril by Madison Grant and Lothrop Stoddard almost word for word. While her “magnetic fingers” are busy “soothing” the narrators “hot brow” (these Eurasians did everything they could to get to the Aryans store of vital essence), she gives him a thumbnail sketch of her political plans: “Her strange soul was wrapped up in world politics. Russia, that great land ‘stolen by fools,’ was ripe for her purpose....” Once she had captured it, she would be poised to take over the world “backed by a’ New Russia, which then would be part and parcel of Asia—(my Asia ...’ ” (104)




Rohmer’s Eurasian female terrorists were always unrepentant spermatophages, dominatrices, updated versions of H. Rider Haggard’s She Who Must Be Obeyed. Whether they appeared in the Fu Manchu series or in one of his numerous analogous novels, they were always prototypes of the characteristic twentieth-century pulp temptress. The description Rohmer gives of her in The Yellow Claw (1915) could be used interchangeably for her reappearance, in one guise or another, throughout dozens of his subsequent novels. Versions of this creature also played decoratively dangerous roles in thousands of volumes of a similar nature written by others, and in numerous Hollywood movies of the Twenties and Thirties. These were to provide gainful employment to stars such as Nita Naldi, Anna May Wong, and even a young, “Orientalized” Myrna Loy: “She wore a Chinese costume; a huge red poppy was in her hair. Her beauty was magnificently evil; she had the grace of a gazelle and the eyes of a sorceress.” Like Haggard’s two-thousand-year-old African She and Burroughs’s La, the woman of ancient Atlantis, these Eurasians invariably had “witch-eyes wherein burnt ancient wisdom.” (277) The Aryan ideologues had things worked out quite neatly: the evolutionary elite was gifted with “masculine reason,” but evidence of intelligence among “inferiors” was mere “cunning,” a sinister expression of primordial “feminine” instincts.




Rohmer in this manner always provided his readers with masochistic dreams of sexual involvement with the miscegenated Eurasian secret weaponry of Fu Manchu. But he also always took care to have the invasive sexual woman neutralized by his Aryan heroes before she could do any major damage. Sometimes, as in the case of his hero Nayland Smith’s Karamandeh, she renounced her evil past to become a more devoted domestic slave than any dimorphically evolved woman of the Aryan master race. Such (rare) conquests crowned Rohmers heroes’ efforts to save Western civilization:






RebeUion blazed up in her wonderful eyes instantly—and as quickly was gone, leaving them exquisitely bright. Two tears, like twin pearls, hung upon the curved black lashes. It made my blood course faster to watch this lovely Eastern girl conquering the barbaric impulses that sometimes flamed up in her, because I willed it; indeed this was a miracle that I never tired of witnessing. (The Hand of Fu Manchu, 85)







Generally speaking, however, the Rohmer Eurasian was virtually always a woman of death, who, as in The Yellow Claw, lives primarily to tempt the Anglo-Aryan male “to gather the witch to his breast; to return that poisonous, that vampirish kiss, and then to crush out life from the small lithe body.” Indeed, sex, reproduction, and death were always conflated among these spermatophages and their vengeful victims:






“Oh, my beautiful dead-baby,” she said, softly, and her voice was low, and weirdly sweet. “Oh, my new baby, how I love you, my dead one!” Again she laughed, a musical peal. “I will creep to you in the poppyland where you go ... and you shall twine your fingers in my hair and pull my red mouth down to you, kissing me ... kissing me, until you stifle and you die of my love.... Oh! my beautiful mummy-baby ... my baby.” (277)
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Passages of this sort occur with astonishing frequency in early-twentieth-century fiction—and certainly not only in the writings of pop-fiction authors such as Rohmer. They are just as likely to be found in the pages of a Nobel Prize winner like William Faulkner. When they occur in such high-rent environments, critics tend to develop complex, psychoanalytically based interpretations showing that the author in question tapped into “universal” emotions expressive of the “archetypal” alliance between love and death in the human mind. But the praying-mantis women of the period were, as this passage from Rohmer clearly indicates, not merely “intuitive” expressions of “universal psychological conditions.” Whether or not such universals in fact exist (be they biological or psychological) is likely to remain a continuing topic of legitimate debate. But the negative effects of the patently tendentious and manipulative would-be “biological truths” about female sexual motivation uncovered by turn-of-the-century scientists are demonstrable and incontrovertible. They had an immediate ideological influence on men’s conception of the feminine. These men learned to see sexuality as a battlefield, a sadistic feast of fangs and whips. They learned to believe that love could only lead to death, and that pleasure was another word for economic incontinence. Those of us today who still measure love in terms of the pain it brings to ourselves or to others are still political prisoners of imperialist economics. The Vampire Lestat and his violent pop-culture minions are not erotic revolutionaries but contemporary businessmen with late Victorian dental work.




As we shall see, moreover, the social pressures of the early twentieth century encouraged the average person to recognize the invasive polymorphous perversity of the sexual woman as a seductive expression of the economic “effeminacy” of “the lower orders.” The medically proven causal relationship between sexual intimacy and death made the “real vampires” of seminal spending into subversive operatives in the war between capitalism and “regressive” collectivism. In both the sexual and the economic realm, the middle-class male found himself required to share the temple of his body with an invasive other who brought death into his world. The sexual woman and the Bolshevik had fused in the evil beauty of the Eurasian temptress who was both a vampire and a socially subversive emissary of the “lower orders.” This erotic terrorist demanded that the middle-class male let himself be drained of his vital essence (by “kissing me, until you stifle and you die of my love”). Once turned into her mummy (an artificially “dehydrated” corpse symbolizing the living dead), a paralyzed victim of the “lower orders,” he must become a “new baby,” a new recruit to the principles of miscegenation and collectivism, a “degenerated” being, her baby. Thus, by giving in to the Eurasian vampire, the evolutionary male lost his identity, his “individualism,” and his hope for immortality. He now became a depredated, sterile “mummy-baby” to the masculinized daughters of collectivism— who were themselves, in turn, the spawn of the “feminized masculinity” of the invader, the “evil being born of that secret quickening which stirred in the womb of the yellow races,” as Rohmer put it. (The Insidious Dr. Fu Manchu, 184)




The fact that Rohmers politically subversive and economically voracious Fu Manchu was a Shylock in Oriental disguise made him all the more threatening as an alien interloper. His “criminal Semitic effeminacy” identified him as the biological missing link between the sexual woman and the “lower races.” In The Alien in Our Midst Lothrop Stoddard emphasized the alliance between Bolsheviks, Semites, and Asians. He warned that Eastern Europe was






afflicted by a profound mongrelism revealing its disturbing effect in every phase of political and social life. It is next door to Asia, and periodically for two thousand years Asiatic hordes swept over it, upsetting its political and social equilibrium and diluting and mongrelizing its blood. The “Slavic” peoples who occupy most of Eastern Europe are all impregnated with Asiatic Mongol and Turki blood.







Impregnation, miscegenation, dilution: the Slavs were the “mummybabies” of the Asian vampire.




Stoddard explained his contention that Eastern European Jews were Asians as follows: they are “not Semitic ‘hebrews,’ but are descended from West Asian stocks akin to the Armenians, and from a Central Asiatic (Mongoloid) folk, the Khazars.” (227–8) In the same collection of essays, C. M. Goethe insisted that North America would still be a wasteland had it not been for the Aryans: “These strong ones, masterful Nordics, came. They conquered The Desert. But for whom?” (136) Henry Fairfield Osborn, president of the American Museum of Natural History (apparently a hotbed of Nordic pride: Madison Grant was on the Board of Trustees), was quite willing to answer that question, also in The Alien in Our Midst. The strong ones had done all the work so that effeminate Jews could move in and carry away the spoils, he wrote. “The entire control of the ‘movie’ industry and the larger part of the control of the stage industry in the United States are now in the hands of people of near or remote Oriental origin.” The original Aryan principles of Americanism had been “alienated” (Osborn was an etymological literalist) from their roots by degenerate Oriental and decadent European influences. A “spiritual, moral and political invasion of alienism” in “some sections of the daily and weekly press, in the ‘movies’ and on the stage” had made Aryan survival “turn upon the struggle for existence between the Americans and the aliens whose actions are controlled by entirely different standards of living and of morals.” “True Americanism” must gear up for a biological war—a war it was bound to win, Osborn confidently asserted, as long as the Nordic American stood firm and boldly withstood “the appeals of false humanitarianism and false sentimentality.” (208–9)




The spawn of Fu Manchu, Eurasian sexual vampires, and their Semitic allies, Bolsheviks disguised as media moguls, were thus poised to overrun the world quite as melodramatically in the political imagination of the race theorists as in the pages of the period’s favorite novelists. No barrier stood between them and world conquest other than the Western European and American white male’s ability to withstand the hypnotic power of the sexual vampire. The Aryan male’s seminal continence was all that kept civilization from being overrun by the agents of effeminacy (“false humanitarianism and false sentimentality”). But though this realization may have given the intellectuals sleepless nights, many of the evolutionary elite’s rank and file clearly enjoyed the titillation provided by the imaginary “real” women of biomedically informed artists and writers. Popular culture became obsessed with the degenerative impulse to be found in every woman. But as Theda Bara had already intimated, most women, in turn, were readily seduced by the fantasies of power provided by the exploits of these interesting “real” vampires who syphoned off men’s souls and turned them into “mummy-babies.”




However, even if the general public did not seem unduly alarmed by the image of woman as vampire and by suggestions that she might be a “weapon” in the various wars of class, race, and gender, the vicious images of dark and deadly, catlike, man-eating women, effeminate Bolshevik Semites, and freakishly deformed mongrel races were nevertheless having a dramatic effect upon the average person’s understanding of the nature of interpersonal relationships. Throughout the Twenties and Thirties proudly—and loudly—professed racial intolerance combined with brutal antifeminine rhetoric became a mark of good taste among the stylish. Concepts such as democracy and equal rights were declared to be dreams for fools, Bolsheviks, and naive humanists. The Darwinian “struggle for life among nations,” which had offered the imperalist powers a satisfactory explanation for the carnage of World War I, soon began to make way for a more concrete and seemingly even more pressing “struggle for life among races,” which set the stage for the genocidal realities of World War II.




The female sexual vampire, the early-twentieth-century male’s unruly, self-consciously erotic evil sister, thus proved to be a product of the same general set of pseudoscientific principles that produced the threat of the mongrel invader. She once again ceased being the girl next door, this time to become a racial temptress, the sinister half-sister of “degenerates.” Both she and the immigrant hordes were agents of collectivism—that Semitic invention of a man named Karl Marx, who had made the call of “woman-rule” once again echo through civilization. Popular culture eagerly emphasized this link. Thus the sexual vampire became a political subversive who threatened the very survival of economic individualism.




Increasingly convoluted cultural obsessions such as this made the acculturated, dimorphically evolving women of the past a boring subject for early-twentieth-century audiences. Their tenacious determination to stand by their men, no matter what kind of moral or intellectual halfwits these men happened to be, had become an implicit social duty. But the seminal vampires made virtue look like just another household chore. The ever virginal wife might bear the future of the world on her shoulders, but she was not much fun to be with. Moreover, the newest intellectual fashion was to revolt against the “Puritan” past. Therefore one Lillian Gish was sufficient to draw out a whole flock of vampires. People rarely showed signs of remembering the “good” woman in a novel, play, or movie: the self-effacing woman was, by the very nature of her function, an invisible woman. In “high” culture, no less than in movie melodramas, good women were becoming little more than window dressing—unconvincing foils to the sexual vampire, the source of every man s dreams and fears.




The biopolitics of the first Darwinian era therefore forced the women of the 1910s and 1920s to exist in a highly paradoxical environment. Virtue was rewarded with invisibility, while vampirism got all the press. They were supposed to be helpless, but the practical economic realities of the period demanded that they learn to look after themselves. Theodosia Goodman, for instance, “being a feminist, convinced that a woman s private life should be economically sound before she should indulge in her own romantic impulses,” was thrilled to discover “a public that would support me.” (“How I Became a Film Vampire,” pt. 2, 85) But to reach economic independence, she had to act out “sensuous impressions” she did not feel. And when she did what was expected of her, she would be denounced as a man-eating sexual animal, incapable of “romantic impulses.”




To be accepted as an actress, therefore, she had to deny any actual interest in sensuous experience, even though, as a woman, her visibility in society depended on her constant enactment of a wide variety of such physical desires. But as she tried to deny any erotic feelings in her roleplaying, she would find within herself precisely those erotic feelings she was so busy denying. “It may be that in every woman there is Carmen and Cleopatra, Juliet and Salome. In me they are frankly predestined,” (pt. 2, 88) she finally admitted. She had come to terms with her realization that even the good girls of Western civilization were, in spirit, “bad girls” after all. But the Fox organization was not willing to countenance such complex perceptions in its favorite moneymaker. It was willing to grant that Theda Bara, properly brought to domestic submission (as she was in a variety of roles), could become a lordly Aryan s faithful Eurasian household slave, but it was resolutely set against having her play any roles that might reveal the existence of any latent psychological vampirism in a Lillian Gish—styled Western woman. As a result, her “real vampire” repertoire rapidly came to seem one-sided and dated. By 1921 her career was over.




The women of the early twentieth century, required by the biomedical wisdom of the dominant ideology to behave like simpletons even while they knew themselves to be intelligent and practical—to behave like virtuous household nuns while they recognized their yearning for sexual pleasure—thus found themselves surrounded by inescapable emotional and intellectual contradictions. These had been created by men who, afraid of sex but obsessed with it, longed to see the women in their lives as sexual beings, yet feared them when they freely expressed desire. In the end the woman was even blamed for not being a “real woman” whenever she tried to be what the men expected her to be. No wonder Freud discovered “penis-envy”: being a man was, under such conditions, indeed a lot less conducive to “hysteria.” That most women managed to maintain a modicum of sanity within this hostile social environment is one of the still largely unsung miracles of the twentieth century—far more surprising than that some among them learned to manipulate the men’s prevailing obsession to their own economic advantage as efficiently as the vamps of the movies.




The “gold diggers” of the Twenties and Thirties, Theda Bara’s domesticated vampire daughters, were an inevitable creation of early-twentieth-century social ideology. Most of these women were not heartless predators but laconic mirrors to men’s minds; like Theda Bara, they became sexual entrepreneurs and dream merchants (which was why Hollywood became so obsessed with them: they were practical role models to the entertainment industry). The actresses who learned they could achieve a semblance of power by playing into men’s erotic fantasies, much as Theodosia Goodman did when she became the personification of Arab Death, all knew they were playing parts in scenarios scripted by men. This knowledge helped them keep illusion and reality separate in the ever more baroque world of twentieth-century gender relationships. However, Theda Bara, the mystical—yet levelheaded— feminist of 1920, would no doubt be dumbfounded to find her vampire “role-playing” (that economically expedient concession to male fantasies) being turned into a form of “self-expression” by some of today’s “revisionist” feminists.




The prevailing modernist temper of this century has encouraged us to believe that there is no causative link between art and social behavior, that art taps deeper sources of human motivation. But is there anyone who actually still believes that the “virtual reality” of the movies and television, with its relentless glorification of the masterful ejaculations of the man who rules with his gun, has had no influence on the mortality rate of inner-city youths? Theda Bara knew that the medium that made her fortune had also painted her into a corner. She pointed out that even if movie directors relentlessly pursued realism, this did not keep the cinema from being “an art of lies, because it is limited to primitive impulses, to barren emotions; because it is a record of the feverish pulse of life, instead of the normal pulse.” (pt. 2, 90) Virtual reality, she emphasized, was a dangerous thing precisely because it seemed so real and was therefore all too easily mistaken for truth. A relentlessly repeated fiction all too often becomes a social reality in the long run. The vampire woman was a figment of the male misogynist imagination. To make her a positive erotic-fantasy figure expressive of “female sexuality” or of “the feminine creative imagination” is merely to solidify one of the most meretricious creations of turn-of-the-century misogyny.




Early-twentieth-century moviemakers, on their part, had come to understand very quickly that to reach the widest possible public, they should play into the socially directed fantasies of women as well as men. The movies enhanced the dreams, superstitions, and prejudices of the public by making these turn into reality before their very eyes. Fox and his cohorts understood that they had struck a gold mine when they began to show women as heartless erotic predators. By using the discoveries of science to equate female sexuality with the habits of the black widow spider and the praying mantis, they contributed immeasurably to the public’s paranoia about gender relationships and “race-suicide.”




Even so, by the beginning of the Twenties the “real” vampires of the World War I years had become so predictable in their onedimensional simplicity of motive that the public was clearly beginning to get tired of watching their generally ham-fisted performances. The increasing social banality of their depredations had caused this flock of vampires to lose a good part of their credibility. The moral shock value that had made them so fascinating to moviegoers was gone. The public was ready to be titillated by even more explicit examples of the sexual woman’s power over fools. The brief historical moment during which a woman could be regarded as a “real” vampire simply for showing an interest in sex was already passing. But the half-dozen years during which she reigned supreme would continue to cast their shadow over popular entertainment throughout the rest of the century. She was to live on almost unchanged to this very day as the stock “vamp” of thousands of movies and novels, and she became the standard evil woman of pulp fiction—an all-purpose blend of adolescent male-fantasy demons concocted by writers such as Sax Rohmer and Edgar Rice Burroughs, and further enhanced by the public s visual memory of Theda Bara’s kohleyed appetites.




Increasingly convoluted cultural politics would require the sexual woman to take on a broader aura of “psychological” reality, to become “Freudian” in her motivation, so that she could appeal to the fantasies of the “sexually sophisticated” intellectuals of the Twenties. This psychological transformation encouraged an odd form of cellular self-division among the “real” vampires of the war years. Some returned to being creatures of direct fantasy: soulless, fanged, female animals (or insects, as the case might be). Others became spies—“Eurasian” terrorists. But most settled into being very average women, “innocents” unaware of their medical status as vampires but driven by mysterious forces in nature to depredate the vital economic essence of the middle-class male: Barbara Stanwyck was getting ready to buy a double-indemnity policy from a traveling salesman at just about the time Nosferatu had transformed himself into Jew Süss.




In the realm of fantasy the predatory vampire woman remained firmly linked with the imperial male’s mixture of longing and fear for the “undiscovered territories” of the “primitive” world, just as she had been in Joseph Conrads Heart of Darkness. The islands, rivers, and caves of as yet unconquered territories came to be equated with the mysterious cavities of the feminine body. In the minds of the early-twentieth-century colonizers, unknown lands exerted an attraction that seemed analogous to the erotic lure and unexplored temptations of the sexual (and hence “primitive”) woman. Abraham Merritt, the periods most celebrated writer of “lost race” fantasies, proved this to be the case in no uncertain terms in the opening paragraphs of his novel The Moon Pool (1919). He showed that the same dangers lurked in the topography of not yet “civilized” lands as in the physiology of woman. “Papua” is an island, but the authors description turns it into a metaphor of universal femininity, in which the island becomes “she”—still another member of the She/La tribe of womb-driven primal feminine terrorists:






Over the island brooded a spirit sullen, alien, implacable, filled with the threat of latent, malefic forces waiting to be unleashed. It seemed an emanation out of the untamed, sinister heart of Papua herself—sinister even when she smiles. And now and then, on the wind, came a breath from virgin jungles, laden with unfamiliar odours, mysterious and menacing. It is on such mornings that Papua whispers to you of her immemorial ancientness and of her power. And, as every white man must, I fought against her spell. (3)







The psychological analogues between the lure of “virgin” lands and the siren-call of the “unevolved” sexual woman as an island of mystery in the male imagination have rarely been expressed as effectively. The book was Merritt’s first novel of science and fantasy. An early section had run in the June 22, 1918, issue of All-Story Weekly, the same magazine that made Edgar Rice Burroughs and Tarzan famous. The Moon Pool created a sensation. In a recent account of Merritt s life, Sam Moskowitz noted that many readers appear to have thought that the narrative was an account of a real expedition. This suggests that Merritt had struck a gender-ideological nerve. The author promptly wrote a six-installment continuation, which was also published in All-Story Weekly, and subsequently, together with the original story, published as a book. Its popularity launched Merritt—a journalist (and real estate developer) who, in 1937, became the influential editor in chief of The American Weekly—on a highly successful career as a writer of such “lost race” romances. Most of these became classics of fantasy literature and have remained in print virtually continuously ever since.




Merritt s influence on other writers of science fiction and fantasy was to be enormous. Immediately after World War II, when his characteristic blend of anti-Bolshevist and antifeminine chauvinism seems to have struck a particularly sensitive chord among American readers, his popularity reached paperback best-seller proportions. Between the late 1940s and the early 1980s, paperback versions of The Moon Pool and the half-dozen analogous narratives that followed it (with titles such as The Ship of Ishtar, The Metal Monster, and The Face in the Abyss) each sold in the millions of copies. By this time, however, Merritt s conscious use of the medical theories that identified women as natural vampires of masculine essence had been long forgotten, and the authors narratives instead came to be seen as proto-Jungian, “intuitive” expressions of timeless, universal, psychological archetypes residing in the “collective unconscious” of humanity. It is in such a fashion that the tendentious speculations of science become psychoanalytic “truths.”




The Moon Pool was intended to be science fiction: a heavily symbolic exploration of the dangers that beset the masculine explorer of the uncharted territories of the feminine earth. Each woman-island, Merritt suggested, was transformed into a mysterious door into the past by the energies of the moon. In their attempt to unravel the mysteries of the world, his explorers are quite literally made to enter into the body of Earth, the Great Mother. The moment the civilized female members of this group set foot on Papua, the island of primal femininity, they intuit their own Enk to the precivilized past. Thora, a Wagnerian Nordic goddess, “tall, deep-breasted, moulded on the old Viking lines,” who “looked like some ancient priestess of Odin” (16), instantly registers “a curious sensitivity to what, I suppose, may be called the ‘influence’ of the place.” (14)




The entrance into the body of the primal earth is an opening in a “moonrock” with a mysterious shape. Thora “cast herself upon its breast, hands and face pressed against it; we heard her scream as though her very soul were being drawn from her—and watched her fall at its foot.” In the moonlight impulses related to primitive bisexuality overtake her. She experiences an “unhuman mingling of opposites,” of impulses long suppressed by civilization. (20)




The moon rock itself, evidently aroused by all this reciprocal stimulation, splits open to reveal a quasi-vaginal entrance into the earth and a tunnel whose anatomical correctness is completed by a womblike basin at its lower end: “It was circular, perhaps twenty feet wide. Around it ran a low, softly curved Ep of glimmering silvery stone. Its water was palest blue. The pool with its silvery rim was Eke a great blue eye staring upward.” (29)




In the scene that foEows Merritt wanted his readers to bear witness to an act of cosmic sexual intercourse. Into the circular Moon Pool “streamed seven shafts of radiance,” which “poured down upon the blue eye Eke cyEndrical torrents; they were Eke shining piUars of Eght rising from a sapphire floor.” Even the seminal-nutrition theory is brought in: “the shafts did not iflumine the depths. They played upon the surface and seemed there to difiuse, to melt into it. The Pool drank them!” (29) Clearly this pool was a true daughter of the moon, an example of the African womb in action: “It had grown milky, opalescent. The rays gushing into it seemed to be frEing it.” Soon a climax is near. “Over the surface of the Pool was a pulsating pElar of opalescent mist steadily growing stronger.” The womb pool waits. “Into its center was passing the luminescence rising from the far depths. And the piEar glowed, throbbed—began to send out questing swirls and tendrils .” From this elemental marriage of moonlight and a mysterious, semen-Eke gray fluid that is not water but “vital” and “striated, streaked as though little living, pulsing veins ran through it,” (76) emanates a shape that “was neither man nor woman; it was unearthly and androgynous.” (31) This is the “Dweller” in the Moon Pool—but S/he disappears as soon as the moonlight that energizes the “pulsating pillar” loses its strength. “Moonlight,” the narrator declares sententiously, “is, of course, reflected sunlight. But the rays which pass back to earth after their impact on the moon’s surface are profoundly changed.” (59)




The significance of this cosmic act of reproduction does not immediately reveal itself. Instead, the explorers are propelled into a gigantic dark cavern. This earth-womb is mother to the moon of sexuality: “Such a space in mother earth as we just glimpsed, how else could it have been torn but by some gigantic birth—like that of the moon?” Indeed, “it was not inconceivable that a film had drawn over the world wound, a film of earth-flesh which drew itself over that colossal abyss after our planet had borne its satellite—that the world womb did not close when her shining child sprang forth.” After all, “the earth is child of the sun, as the moon is earths daughter.” (84) Passages such as this show that Merritt’s tale was not an intuitive expression of archetypal symbols but a very self-conscious, would-be “scientific” exploration of the “earth body” of the primal feminine.




Indeed, Merritt wanted to make it clear to his readers that his Anglo-Saxon heroes’ journey back to the primal womb had an immediate sociopolitical significance. He wanted to expose the hidden agenda of the androgynous “Dweller” in the womb pool of the primal feminine. The moon, as Mother Earth’s first daughter, was also her most primitive creation—a product of cosmic “cell division.” Hence, though clearly “feminine,” it contained all the brute self-preserving tendencies of the life force at its most primitive: it was a true manifestation of humanity’s bisexual (“androgynous”) origins. In these early stages of primal sentience, the “feminine” element had dominated. The evolutionary biologists had established as much: “The male is an accident: the female would have sufficed. Brilliant as are the destinies of the male in certain animal species, the female is primordial,” (43) Remy de Gourmont had said. Merritt’s moon was the source of “woman-rule.”




Thus, unwittingly, the sun, the masculine principle, and the earth, the reproductive womb of nature, had spawned the moon, Diana, the warrior, reflector of the sun’s light, subverter of masculine creativity, “earth’s daughter,” the evil sister, the degenerative temptress, the dysgenic vampire of man’s intellectual vitality. The moon was the death instinct itself, a product of the primordial reproductive drive of all organisms. When fused with the instinct for self-preservation—the aggressive, creative (“evolutionary”), “masculine” element—it took the form of a voracious monster, reproductive and destructive at once: it became the Dweller in the Moon Pool, primitive bisexuality made visible to the naked eye.




As if to forestall any later Jungian “archetypal” interpretations, The Moon Pool provided its readers with an extensive pedagogic recapitulation of the latest scientific theories concerning the origins of life. Merritt stressed that his narrative was based on “the idea of Arrhenius, the great Swede, of life starting on earth through the dropping of minute, life spores, propelled through space by the driving power of light.” This solar “ejaculation” had been the source of “man and every other living thing we know.” In the early stages of evolutionary development “all the face of the earth was covered with waters in which lived only tiny, hungry things that knew naught save hunger and its satisfaction.” These primitive self-reproductive omniphages (“things which had begun as little more than tiny hungry mouths”) in the course of the ages evolved into gigantic saurians, voracious in their matriarchal appetites. They were essentially ambulant devouring mouths, inhabitants of a primordial Jurassic Park, exclusively driven by the binary forces of eros and thanatos. (232—3) To illustrate that point, Merritt offered his readers a “frog woman” from the subterranean world: she “stood upright, her great legs bowed; the monstrous slit of a mouth slightly open, revealing a row of white teeth sharp and pointed as lancets.” (80)




In the end, the creative influence of Father Sun, the original spore donor, had succeeded in establishing a creative counterpoint to the reproductive fervor of the primordial feminine. His energy made it possible for certain evolving beings to “conquer light—light that sprang at their bidding from the nothingness that gives birth to all things” (“nothingness” was the feminine principle, Weininger had pointed out some fifteen years earlier). This light was “self-realization,” “consciousness.” It signified the ascendancy of the masculine intellect.




This higher species grew into a “trinity” of supremely wise beings. Their masculine predominance expressed itself in a very Weinin- geresque mathematical fashion: two were male, one female. The female’s function, among this trio of middle-class sages, however, was strictly limited to the expression of motherly concerns and chaste conjugal sentiments: she was a true wonder of dimorphic gender evolution. But even so, her irrepressible womanly urge to reproduce, Merritt intimated, had led this evolutionary trinity to the creation of its own monster of reversion.




With the fatal hubris of scientists still partially deluded by feminine impulses, the Three, having brought “consciousness” to the Kipling- esque benighted creatures of the inner earth, “took counsel after this and said—‘We have strengthened life in these until it has become articulate; shall we not create life?’ ” Their hubris was punished with a return to the days of matriarchal evil, for they unwisely created the androgynous “Dweller” the travelers encountered in the realm of the Moon Pool: “Within the Universal Mother we shaped it, to be a voice to tell us her secrets, a lamp to go before us lighting the mysteries.” The creature s bisexuality was formed half with “the soul of light” and half with “the essence of life that ye saw blossoming deep in the abyss and that is the pulse of earth.” (234–5)




But what the travelers had seen in that abyss was the feminine principle twice intensified, as it were, a womb inside the womb of the earth—primal femininity at its most dangerous and uncontrollable. Crossing a bridge over this witches’ cauldron, the narrator had seen only despair: “I gazed down into depth upon vertiginous depth; an abyss indeed—an abyss dropping to a world base like that in which the Babylonians believed writhed Talaat, the serpent mother of Chaos; a pit that struck down into earth’s heart itself.” (198)




This “feminine” element—blind instinct—inevitably turns the “Dweller” in the Moon Pool into a “debased” spermatophage. In trying to create life, the Three have rekindled the primordial energies of the feminine, the chaos of unorganized nature. Like all such nightmares of raw femininity unleashed in twentieth-century fiction, the Dweller soon breaks away from the Trinity’s control and sets up its own domain, that of the Moon Pool. The Dweller, we now realize, is Merritt’s version of Sax Rohmer’s invasive Eurasian. The Trinity of the Intellect has, in its scientific hubris, resuscitated the vampire of vital essence.




Invigorated by moonlight, this androgynous creature is eugenics turned inside out—genetics gone wild, a voraciously self-cloning organism from the earth’s distant past. The Dweller is a vital-energy eater with a monstrous appetite. It incessantly vampirizes human beings:






The core of the Shining One waxed—growing greater—as it consumed, as it drew into and through itself the life-force of these lost ones! So they spun, interlaced—and there began to pulse from them life, vitality, as though the very essence of nature was filling us. Dimly I recognized that what I was beholding was vampirism inconceivable! (141)







Numerous plot details now begin to intertwine in Merritt’s convoluted narrative. Global politics weighed heavily on the author’s mind. Marakinoff, a Bolshevik terrorist—Merritt’s version of Fu Manchu— has managed to join the expedition. He recognizes the bisexual Dweller, “the Shining One,” as collectivism’s ideal weapon in its conquest of the civilized world. He therefore establishes a lewd alliance with Yolara, priestess of the Dweller in the Moon Pool. Yolara is a standard-issue man-eating spider of regressive feminine lust:






The silken webs that half covered, half revealed her did not hide the ivory whiteness of her flesh nor the sweet curve of shoulders and breasts. But for all her amazing beauty, she was—sinister! There was cruelty about the curving mouth, and in the music of her voice—not conscious cruelty, but the more terrifying, careless cruelty of nature itself. (94)







In the end, however, as could be expected, these forces of evil are defeated by the chaste love that blooms between Lakla of the netherworld, a fine specimen of passive acculturated femininity, and O’Keefe, a muscular Irishman, Rodin’s Thinker with a sword, who is Merritt’s version of the golden Anglo-Aryan superman. The radiant aura of their devotion to each other proves sufficient to drive the Dweller back into the mouth of chaos and free the world from regression.




Virtually all of Merritt’s subsequent novels and tales were to be ingenious variations on this premise. They helped organize the fantasy world of several generations of American boys and young men. The hugely influential horror and fantasy magazine Weird Tales (1923—54) soon began to mine the same field of symbolic adventure fiction. Like Jack Williamson’s “The Wand of Doom,” such stories were always full of sexual vampires, pulsating “worms,” as well as an amazing flora and fauna of man-eating flowers, spiders, and countless other deathdealing insects. Hordes of degenerates, “mongrel races,” and “diabolical orientals” were also let loose upon the minds of eager, well-educated young American males. The movies translated all this symbolism into “virtual reality” for the masses. For neither Merritt’s work nor the often astonishingly sophisticated language and range of symbolical reference of the best among the Weird Tales writers would have been easily accessible to the rank-and-file readers of pulp fiction. Still, Merritt, Weird Tales, and other such publications can be said to have played a major role in contextualizing the scientists’ biological discoveries in the fields of race and sex to an important, self-selected group of aspiring young mainstream writers and college-age males with febrile imaginations.
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Frank R. Paul (1884–1963), cover of Amazing Stories, vol. 2, no. 6, September 1927. The calyxes of the same flowers that inspired some of the most beautiful of Georgia O’Keeffe s abstractions held no promise but death for most early-twentieth-century males.






A number of these well-educated pulp-fiction readers, moreover, were to develop into the elite among fantasy and science fiction writers of the Forties and Fifties. The Merritt— Weird Tales legacy can therefore be seen as a major formative element in the thematic development of twentieth-century popular culture. In 1949—50, during the last days of the pulp-fiction era, just before these magazines were done in by television and comic books, there even appeared five issues of A Merritt’s Fantasy Magazine, an (unsuccessful) attempt to cash in on the popularity of this author (who had died in 1943). The latinate, baroque complexity of Merritt s language ultimately caused him to lose the larger part of his audience by the 1980s. Even educated young men by then no longer had the verbal skills to understand his flowery use of early-twentieth-century scientific information. Most retreated into watered-down Star Trek versions of Merritt-styled material, while The Uncanny X-Men and other such comic books have continued to crank out versions of “the Shining One” and his Yolara.




James Branch Cabells Jurgen (1919) was another hugely influential, elegantly symbolic, erudite narrative that lost much of its readership when television began to make the practice of reading fantasy obsolete. Cabell s book, like Merritt s, was an elaborately symbolic narrative of a journey into the primal body of woman to find the vampire of seminal essence. Jurgen was a complex satire against women driven by a sensibility not unlike that underlying H. L. Menckens In Defense of Women, which had been published just a year earlier.




It would be impossible to summarize the baroque twists and turns of Cabell s ironic, often flippant account of the adventures of the pawnbroker Jurgen in the subterranean realm of feminine perversity and foohshness, where he searches for his wife, whom the Devil has made disappear at Jurgen s behest. At first, content to let her be gone, Jurgen lives alone. When his neighbors take to gossiping about her disappearance, he begins to make halfhearted efforts to bring her back. To do so, he must enter the hellish cave of female sexuality.




Once he has entered the deep, dark body of the feminine, he encounters virtually every turn-of-the-century symbol of sexual abandon. A centaur, symbolic of primitive, prehuman masculinity, becomes his guide into this world of wombs: “In a trice Jurgen was on the Centaurs back and the two of them had somehow come out of the cave, and were crossing Amneran [“amnion”?] Heath.” (10)




In this manner Cabell set up a symbolic narrative that allowed him to satirize the attitudes of a wide variety of fickle, irritating, venal, and materialistic females. Among these is Dorothy, the first of Jurgen s old flames, “Who Did Not Understand,” as a chapter heading, deliberately echoing Kipling s “Vampire,” announces. This once “pleasantest of playfellows” of Jurgen s had, at puberty, unexpectedly turned into the archetypal evil sister—the tomboy grown into the snake of sexuality, the object of every adult males fears and fantasies. Handsome but “rather stupid,” a “jill-flirt,” she represents a temptation of the flesh Jurgen must learn to avoid. (16–28)




Very much in line with the findings of Freud and the other psychoanalysts of his time, Cabell argued that the only good sexual woman was a sublimated sexual woman, safely ensconced in the adult male s long-transcended erotic dreams. In Cabells gallery of women Dorothy is therefore ultimately merely a harmless stimulant to the masculine imagination. In fact, the rest of Jurgen hammers home the lesson that women are to be looked at, and sublimated, but not to be met on their own ground by males who hope to survive the gender wars. While he is in the world of women (“all the women that any man has ever loved live here,” the Centaur tells him), he establishes a variety of symbolic-erotic relationships with each of the feminine character types Cabell had decided men were likely to encounter in the real world. These encounters form the bulk of the books satire against women.




Among them are Jurgen s mother, as well as Dorothy, once again, but now as an adult woman. Not surprisingly, she turns out to be exactly the temptress he imagined, but with none of the elegance he had given her in his imagination:






She was leering at him, and he was touching her everywhere, this horrible lascivious woman, who was certainly quite old enough to know better than to permit such liberties. And her breath was sour and nauseous. Jurgen drew away from her, with a shiver of loathing, and he closed his eyes, to shut away that sensual face. (49)







A new Everyman, Jurgen finds himself “alone in a world of moonlight.” Afraid to become a victim of “the witches of Amneran,” the predators of the reproductive process, he reenters the vulval cave (obligingly depicted as such by Frank Pape, Cabell s preferred illustrator) to retrieve his previously unappreciated, boring wife. Upon entering this womb-tomb of femininity, he encounters there the dead bodies of all his former mistresses. Their condition emphasizes the inevitable link between eros and thanatos: “For each gay lover who concedes the lordship of love, and wears intrepidly love’s liveries, the end of all is death.” (52–4) Loss of vital essence spells death to the male. But if a man decides to retain his essence, as Jurgen has now learned to do, that decision means death to the women in his life.




However, as Jurgen descends ever further into the satanic chambers of woman’s body, he continues nonetheless to meet, and romance, numerous famous females of myth and literature (thematic consistency was not Cabells strong suit). This world of the eternal feminine is a composite of the pleasure principle and the death instinct. Heaven and Hell coexist in the house of coitus: to enter it, “you must knock two or three times” with a bronze knocker modeled from the genitals of Adam and Eve, “who were the first persons to open this gateway.” As he touches the knocker, Jurgen remarks: “There is no earthly doubt that men degenerate, since here under my hand is the proof of it.” (129)




Each of Jurgen’s encounters gives Cabell an opportunity to develop various half-humorous, half-sententious double entendres of this sort about the morally corruptive sexual nature of the feminine. But the catalyst to Jurgen’s grateful retreat into boring domesticity is his encounter with the ubiquitous vampire woman of his time. She is the absolute type of the sterile sexual female—a “normal” woman who, instead of being “a hideous creature with fangs and wings,” is “very poisonous and seductively beautiful” and who, in her eagerness, represents “any number of vampires and succubi and such creatures, whom the flames do not injure at all, because these creatures are informed with an ardour that is unquenchable and is more hot than fire.”




Jurgen “marries” this “most seductively beautiful creature,” almost immediately after having declared he would certainly “have nothing to do with such unregenerate persons.” She turns out to be the most prosaic, contemporary, and realistically presented of Cabell’s women. She is rather lovable, very much a version of the girl next door. Presumably she became a vampire after a cat jumped over her coffin when she “chanced one day to fall ill and die.” Her name is Florimel, and she is an odd mixture of realism and folklore. Jurgen—like Cabell, well aware of the antifeminine myths produced by the generation of 1890—surmises astutely that she “had been invented by his father.”




Florimel spends her vacations in Hell, for as she remarks to Jurgen, “it is little rest a vampire gets on earth, with so many fine young fellows like yourself going about everywhere eager to be destroyed.” Florimel is very much a contemporary young woman, a vampire of seminal essence rather than of blood. To stress that point, Cabell offered his readers a sequence of images blatantly metaphorizing sexual intercourse. No doubt these were principal exhibits in subsequent attempts by the authorities to ban the book. The vampire, for instance, brings Jurgen to “a quiet cleft by the Sea of Blood, which she had fitted out very cosily in imitation of her girlhood home; and she lighted a candle, and made him welcome to her cleft.” In obvious imitation of the double entendre of the phrase “ma chandelle est morte,” from the French folk song “Frère Jacques,” Jurgen, upon entering Florimel’s vulval lair, blithely remarks: “Let us extinguish this candle!” Knowing that he was made an “emperor” during an earlier adventure, Florimel remarks that at first she was “suspicious of your majesty,” because “I had always heard that every emperor carried a magnificent sceptre, and you then displayed nothing of the sort. But now, somehow, I do not doubt you any longer.” And a bit later on, Florimel remarks: “I always said your majesty had remarkable powers of penetration, quite apart from your majesty’s scholarship.” Freudian symbol analysis had clearly, by 1919, become a standard part of the repertory of American wits.




But notwithstanding Jurgen’s ability to wield his scepter with admirable prowess, Cabell made him not immune to the catabolic effects of his “little deaths”: “Jurgen would come out of Florimel’s cleft considerably dejected, and would sit alone by the Sea of Blood.” (234–51) When Florimel’s vacation in Hell is at an end, Jurgen, “forty-and-something” and much the wiser for having sampled the various shortcomings of the world’s sexual women, begins to long for Lisa, his shrewish but sexually undemanding wife: he realizes at last “how much more unpleasant—everything considered—life was without her than with her.” (310) Jurgen has learned that it is better to sublimate and fantasize about sex than to indulge and lose your position in the world. For the sexual woman, who was thanatos personified, was always an agent of economic, as well as seminal, perdition. As Mencken had pointed out the year before in his “defense” of women, “a man may force his actual wife to share the direst poverty,” but he could not demand that from his mistresses, for “even the least vampirish woman of the third part demands to be courted in what, considering his station in life, is the grand manner.” (159) A model for the gold diggers of the Twenties was beginning to take shape in the work of Mencken and Cabell. They had already reconfigured the sexual vampires of the 1910s into the primarily economic vampires of the next decade. Amid such temptations a good man spent wisely, and a wise man not at all. This was the crucial lesson Jurgen learned on his imaginary voyage.




Jurgen was a resounding popular success from the moment it was published. Various watchdog organizations prosecuted it for obscenity— a not unreasonable charge, even if it took a little effort to decipher Cabell’s meanings. The intellectuals of the period feasted on the book’s double entendres, and generations of boys and young men combed its pages for tidbits of sexual enlightenment. The book remained virtually continuously in print until the late 1970s, when the ready availability of far more direct sexual materials had turned the perusal of Cabell’s often abstruse references to classical mythology and folklore into more of a journey of scholarly adventure than one of erotic innuendo.




Among several generations of early-twentieth-century readers, however, the author maintained a prominent reputation as an astute guide to the vagaries of “feminine nature.” In a long series of follow-up volumes published during the Twenties, Cabell revisited the territory of Jurgen repeatedly, particularly in Something About Eve (1927), which offered Frank Pape a wealth of suggestions for thinly veiled genital references. Most of Cabell’s fun at the expense of women inevitably fits directly into Western literature’s long-standing tradition of satire against “the tribe of Eve,” a tradition that stretches back through the medieval church fathers to Petronius, Juvenal, and Aristophanes. But Cabell’s exploitation of the newly discovered medical bases for the link between seminal spending and death, and between feminine physical health and masculine “catabolic” depletion, proved him to be thoroughly “modern” in his take on the nature of the feminine. He therefore became a much quoted, immensely popular purveyor of half-whispered antifeminine commonplaces.




It was not until after World War II that his star began to wane. Not surprisingly, he still remains a cult favorite among hardy readers of Merritt-styled fantasies. For Jungian symbol hunters his work is a gold mine. Like Merritt’s imagery of the vagina dentata of primal femininity, Jurgen’s encounters with the vampire-women of his fantasies show that many of the period’s males considered the sexual woman in a very literal sense anthropophagous, a man-eater.




This point was made even more directly in Painted Veils (1920), the sardonic swan song of James Gibbons Huneker’s career as America’s most sophisticated and knowledgeable arbiter of culture during the early years of this century. Huneker’s good friend, the suave international littérateur and bon vivant Benjamin de Casseres, was to characterize him in the preface to a 1932 edition of Painted Veils as “a voracious shark of the intellectual and of the sensuous life.” Set during the first decade of the twentieth century, the novel closely echoes the opinions of the New York intellectuals of this period. It is an uncensored evocation of the opinions and obsessions of this American cultural elite, written by a man who, de Casseres stressed, “lived its life, a man who made it his own, absorbing it with every breath, incorporating it in every cell of his body and brain.” Huneker’s provocatively “naturalistic” portrait of these intellectuals’ behavior provides us with a cast of characters far more openly obsessed with issues of sex and gender than we are likely to encounter elsewhere.




Huneker’s leitmotif was a progressive unveiling of the three faces of Eve. The experiences of three representative young American women illuminate “the universal nature of the feminine.” The central figure of this trio is the talented Easter Brandes, who changes her name to Esther when she becomes an opera diva. On stage (and in spirit, Huneker makes clear) she is “Istar, daughter of Sin,” who “bent her steps to the abode of the dead,” where “she took and received the Waters of Life.” The novel emphasizes that these magic waters are the male’s “vital essence.” Esther is a sexual predator whose “pre-evolutionary” masculine characteristics have provided her with “abnormal” creative energies, as well as a “dangerously high” level of intelligence for a woman.




Second in importance is Mona Milton, “over-sexed,” as all women must be, but a truly “womanly woman.” Huneker identifies her as a “maternal nymphomaniac.” Like Esther, she is always after men’s vital essence, always hungry for seminal fulfillment. But unlike Esther, who is a sterile egotist, Mona is driven in her yearning for the “waters of life” by her instinctive desire to reproduce, to give birth, to be a mother. She is perhaps the early twentieth century’s most fully developed portrait of Kipling’s “woman who did not know / and never could understand,” the biologically predestined evil sister of the bourgeois male’s fantasies.




The third of Huneker’s Eves, Dora, is a very ordinary working-class girl, an example of “the average lust-cat of commerce,” (94) representative of what Weininger had identified as the organic tendency to prostitution in every woman. In her, Esther’s predatory masculinity and Mona’s “maternal nymphomania” are combined and turned to commercial advantage: “A pretty vulgarian, her appeal was universal to males in rut.” (95)




Together these three women formed a complete manifestation of womanhood. As in the case of Cabell’s Jurgen and most other misogynist manifestos of the day, what separated Hunekers delineation of the “eternal feminine” from earlier forms of antifeminine thinking (such as the medieval characterization of woman as the “hell mouth” of temptation) was the aura of scientific and psychoanalytic legitimacy Huneker brought to his depictions of women’s “constitutional nymphomania.”




In her various modern manifestations, Easter/Esther/Istar, the eternal Eve, “the Great Singing Whore of Modern Babylon,” (173) proved once again that to love woman is to love death. Woman was the vehicle of the male’s urge to return to nothingness. She was the “death instinct” identified by Freud made flesh. The primal emotions that drove her were “Love and Death and Death and Love. First Things and Last.” (38)




A minutely calculating predator, Esther is “coldly selfish.” She has “the soul of a pawn-broker.” (35) Alfred Stone, one of the novel’s voyeuristic intellectuals looking in on the strange world of women, realizes that she is “hard as steel,” a woman who does not hesitate “to use a man just as a man uses a woman.” These primitive “masculine” qualities make Esther into the natural prostitute she soon proves to be. She is a creature of regression. Given the fashionable anti-Semitism of 1920, it therefore comes as no surprise that Stone identifies her as Jewish— although Esther herself, devious as ever, denies it.




Huneker intended to demonstrate that, no matter how civilized and talented they might be, Jewish women maintained at all times a much closer affinity to the “primitive races” than their Aryan counterparts. Jewish women had “inverted” the maternal nymphomania that made all women “think with their matrix,” as Milton, a Jesuit in training, declares. They represented Merritt’s “abyss” and were the sterile commercial “takers” among “the sexual sex.” They were racial sisters to Theda Bara, the woman of Arab Death.




Milton reminds Ulick Invern, Hunekers fictional alter ego in Painted Veils, “of something your friend Remy de Gourmont told you,” namely, “that mankind, all organic life, is the slave of its reproductive organs.” Milton fervently (but, Huneker will show, futilely) declares that men should adopt religion, become celibate, and avoid women at all cost: “All the talk of psychologists about transposing the nervous fluid to the brain would be mere wind were it not for prayer.”




But the suave and knowledgeable Ulick quotes Havelock Ellis and argues that men must rather learn how to let women harvest their seed than to avoid intercourse altogether. In a barrage of scientific learning largely taken from Ellis, Gourmont, and the popular sexologist Félix le Dantec, Ulick argues that, properly spaced, ejaculations in fact could be a boon to the ejaculator. Remember, Ulick points out, what le Dantec “says of the ‘gamete,’ the unfecundated sexual cells, poisoning a man swifter than does absinthe.... The sexes separated are unnatural, and joined, whether in wedlock or in concubinage—wedlock is the ultimate outcome—they are natural, healthy.” But Ulick’s ultramodern, “liberal” confidence in a lifestyle of free spending and sharing is not supported by his ultimate fate in the novel. On the other hand, Huneker let his readers know in no uncertain terms that Ulick was well aware of the health benefits to women of regular infusions of semen: “Waldstein, Ekler and other biologists have proved that the sperma of the male actually enters into the veinal circulation of the woman. ‘Bone of my bone’!” (120—i)




With “the female ever in pursuit of masculine honey,” men could easily become too generous with their allotment of vital essence, Alfred Stone points out. He recounts an anecdote his doctor told him about “a patient, an old chap of sixty,” who had wanted to rejuvenate himself (1920 was, after all, the heyday of Voronoff’s notoriety). The doctor had “bluntly told him a man isn’t like a woman—toujours prête—but given by nature a certain number of cartridges which he is to use as suits his temperament. If he fires them off in his youth, in middle-age he will be empty-handed and must avoid targets and rifle-ranges.” In the end, Stone tells his friends, “the doctor gave the poor old top a dose of some devilish compound, a Brown-Séquard cocktail containing pierid acid with mountain oysters, or lamb-fries, as a chaser.” But after all this the “rejuvenated old goat,” his “blood tingling with the passion of youth,” had unwisely spent this “cartridge” on “the new rifle-range” of “a pretty puss of eighteen” instead of sharing it with his patiently waiting wife. (104–6)




In historical terms the significance of such an otherwise trivial instance of smoking-room humor is twofold: it reveals the sort of talk that was typical among intellectual males of the years around 1920, and it shows that the experiments of such now completely forgotten figures as Brown-Séquard and Voronoff were uppermost in these men’s minds. But without a clear awareness of the “scientific” background to Huneker’s characters’ discussions, today’s readers cannot possibly understand the “vital” significance of the ideas Huneker wanted to convey to his contemporaries.




Fortunately Huneker let his characters be scandalously blunt in their discussion of these issues. He deliberately broke a taboo, for though such topics might be on the mind of every educated male, and the subject of heated private debate, they were seen as beyond the pale of polite conversation in the realm of fiction. Where his fellow novelists tended to broach such issues in a more circumspect fashion (witness the proliferation of “real” vampire women), Huneker linked the actions of his women directly to the popular vital-essence theories of the moment. But ironically even these “straightforward” discussions are now likely to mystify the reader. Indeed, much of what we now see as “unconscious symbolism” in early-twentieth-century culture was—though it may since have become part of our unconscious—once a perfectly selfconscious part of social, economic, and scientific discourse. To see the socially constructed antifeminine imagery of Painted Veils or of such fictions as Jurgen and The Moon Pool as evidence of “inalterable” mental patterns is to succumb to the political motives underlying the proliferation of these prejudicial ideas of gender and race. To suggest that such images express “archetypal patterns” of the male psyche is to exploit them while rejecting any personal responsibility for their continued existence.




In the science-inspired trinity of Eves Huneker set up in Painted Veils, Dora, the eighteen-year-old working-class girl, represented the vulgar blending of sex and commerce in the minds of the average woman: “She was aware of her attractions and like the busy little merchant she was she sold her wares to the highest bidder.” (95) Though the fact that she adores children is an indication that, obliquely at least, her worldly actions are guided by nature, she sees her relationships with men as business transactions. She is therefore another early sighting of the gold digger of the Twenties and Thirties, not, Eke Esther, a deliberate socialist terrorist of the gender wars. She is a small-minded sexual shopkeeper. “The psychology of Dora is as simple as a single-cell structure,” Ulick announces. “She is of the genus prostitute, a superior prostitute.” (121)




Also eighteen when we meet her, Mona Milton, the “maternal nymphomaniac,” is Dora’s bourgeois, “acculturated” counterpart. Though still a virgin, she is patently “over-sexed.” In robust health, she is a born Anglo-Aryan “breeder”: “Not even at the time when women are ‘minions to the moon’ did she relapse into that forlorn flabbiness noticeable even to the ordinary obtuse male.” (66) Indeed, menstruation enhances Mona’s unsuppressed hunger “for virility” (67); she is, to her naive, aspiring-Jesuit brother, Milt, therefore, the very personification of the evil sister: “He cherished profound affection for his sister, also profound distrust.” But though Milt does not know it yet, he and his sister are very much alike. To identify the primitive bisexual erotic impulse behind all Mona does (and to explain the degradation to which her brother ultimately descends), Huneker has her exclaim: “He should have been the girl, I the boy.” (68)




Ulick, though anything but a naif in the realm of sexual experience, is actually a bit embarrassed when Mona talks to him about the intensity of her reproductive desires. But Huneker goes out of his way to emphasize that she is not a “freakish” female; she is simply more spontaneous than most of her acculturated sisters. In fact, Huneker wants her to be seen as a very average specimen of modern middle-class femininity: “Her classmates at college had voted her desperately old-fashioned: worse—a womanly woman. Secretly she wished that her soul could be like a jungle at night, filled with the cries of monstrous sins. But it wasn’t.” (67) She is the archetypal mother-woman, whose loins impetuously clamor for the male seed. “Young men,” Ulick decides, “have an easier time than girls, who must sit and sizzle while down in some subcellar of their being they hear the faint growlings of the untamed animal. Once unleashed it jumps all barriers.” (75) Mona’s “deep-set, passionate eyes” inevitably seduce Ulick, who, though dubious about the venture, “unleashes” the animal within her and “makes a woman out of her.” Mona now instantly begins to bustle about like a mother in training and tries to make the two of them live together “like sensible married people.”




For Mona, sex, like life itself, had only one meaning: it allowed her to “gather men’s honey” so that she could breed. She






saw in love but one object—children. Ulick realized now that it was maternity suppressed that had sent her to him knocking at his closed door. Love with her was not only a sensation but also a sentiment. She was not a sentimental girl. She loved Ulick, but she loved children more. “The sacred wound of maternity” was a phrase that appealed to her; it was thus she had heard called the semi-mysterious function of the lunar sex; that sex upon which the moon had impressed its rhythms. Mona, under the skin, was a matter-of-fact woman for whom Mother Nature could do no wrong. (136—7)







When she discovers that she is pregnant, she is ecstatic, even though Ulick and she are not married: “Nature, generous, glorious Nature, had performed this miracle in her behalf.” (141) To get Ulick out of an awkward mise-en-these, which Huneker had originally designed primarily to teach us Weininger s dictum in Sex and Character that “most women have both possibilities in them, the mother and the prostitute,” (217) the author conveniently disposes of this clinging vine s maternal aspirations by involving her in a car accident in which she loses her baby This allows Ulick to leave the maternal stage quietly, his masculine “dignity” intact.




But for Huneker the mother and the prostitute in woman were merely secondary manifestations of that “real” vampire of the masculine essence, that most dangerous woman of all: Istar, who is Esther, who is Easter, in whom the sexual characteristics of Mona and Dora were conjoined, but whose primitive bisexual instincts were unleavened by the “normal” feminine elements of childishness and mental disability. Huneker depicts Esther as a masculinized monster of pagan lusts with utter disrespect for the precarious social balance created by mans painstaking efforts to bring forth a higher civilization of individuals in opposition to natures collectivist reproductive chaos. Istar takes the essence of men s souls and steals their intellect. She is a terrorist of nature who wants to return to the chaotic world of woman-rule. She is not so much a feminist as a “feminine masculinist,” in Arabella Kenealy s terms, a nonpolitical version of “the man-eating suffragettes” who, Mencken had insisted, were “almost male in their violent earnestness.” (In Defense of Women, 197)




As a standard “man-woman” of the period, Esther/Istar is polymo rphously perverse in her sexual choices. But though she Ekes to indulge, manlike, in “the sweet sin of Sappho,” (175) her favorite pastime is to prey upon men. She absorbs their vital essence in great quantities, and this provides her with the masculine juices she needs to attain and maintain her position of supreme prominence in the performing arts. For Huneker the very fact that she is a woman and a brilliant opera singer establishes Esthers lowly position on the eugenicist and evolutionist scales of human development. He emphasizes this early on in the novel, by sketching her behavior during a “collectivist” ritual that was designed to shock, arouse, and terrify his readers.




During a vacation in New Hampshire years before the main action of the novel, Ulick comes across a scene taken almost directly from a painting by Bouguereau, featuring near-mythical nymphs and satyrs at play. “An irregular procession chiefly composed of women dancing, screaming, beating tambourines. Hysteria was in the air.” In accordance with the racist iconography of “degeneration,” which Huneker had accepted without question, “a gigantic noseless negro wearing a scarlet turban and dressed in a gaudy gown like a woman’s wrapper, headed the throng.” Behind him a young woman “carrying a banner shrieked: ‘Holy Yowlers. Save your dirty souls. Dance into paradise. Holy Yowlers.’ Her pretty eyes were bloodshot.” She is “a poor deluded drunken creature under the control of this monstrous African.”




Ulick decides to investigate the rituals of this primitive sect, composed of African men and white women, and he is joined in his investigation by another observer, a “tall beautiful girl in white,” who spoke “in contralto tones that made him vibrate.” All he notices about her at this time is that “the girl was dark and that her smile was fascinating.” She is the woman who will later become Istar. Side by side they witness an orgiastic ritual. The African commands: “ ‘Lights out!’ and darkness supervened.” In the ensuing night of the spirit Ulick finds himself assaulted by “the importunate lascivious embrace of a woman.” In vain he tries to ward off her attentions, but his flesh is weak and his assailant has her way with him. “The moaning ceased. From the pit below came a rutilant groaning and sharp exclamations of pain and ecstasy.” Afterwards Ulick assumes that he has been raped by his beautiful dark-haired companion—that she was swept up in the primordial orgiastic spell created by the sinister African, for when the lights go on again, “her olive skin was drawn and yellow, her lips a sanguinary purple. Her great eyes were narrowed to slits and their hazel fire was like a cat’s eyes in the dark.” (29~33) Ever the gentleman, Ulick proposes marriage on the spot, but the beautiful young woman has an odd response: She cries, “You beast!” slaps his face, and flees, only to reappear later as the Semitic temptress Esther Brandes.




After that reappearance, Esther, who is still physically irresistible (though, Huneker emphasizes repeatedly to complete his iconographic presentation of Esther’s “masculine” nature, unusually small-breasted), continues to flaunt her indiscriminate promiscuity. But the more outwardly beautiful she grows in her expropriation of the vital essence of the men around her, the more monstrous a man-woman she becomes psychically.




A woman with “hungry eyes,” (40) Esther is not at all a “loving” woman. Instead, she has a “cold temperament. Brilliant, but hard.” She moves from man to man, fortifying herself, and throwing them aside after she has depleted them. Meanwhile she works her way to international stardom. A true exponent of woman-rule, she finds her greatest pleasure in the arms of other women. Every time he sees her, Ulick is reminded of those predatory “lesbians, their sterile sex advancing,” Swinburne and Baudelaire had written about. (84)




All the while Ulick continues to dwell upon his first carnal encounter with her, before she became the world-famous Istar, behind whose “robust physique,” he knows, hides “the moral sense to be observed in a barnyard.” (153) Though still refusing to sleep with him, Esther even makes love to Dora in Ulick’s presence. At last provoked beyond tolerance, he dejectedly announces: “ ‘I think I had better go; go back to Paris. It can’t be any viler there than here.’ Jeering laughter followed him to the lift.” (165)




Immediately after this Ulick’s health takes a turn for the worse. He exhibits the period’s favorite signs of unwise seminal management: “Ulick, my boy,” Milt remarks, “you’ve got to stop your ways of living else land in a hospital, or worse—perhaps in a mad-house.” Indeed, Milt is quite the amateur physician: “You look like a man with spinal trouble.” Since the spinal column was generally thought to be the conduit by which a man’s vital essence was distributed to the rest of his body, general sexual dissipation was thought to affect that organ of masculine rectitude first. But Ulick sees his problems as genetic: “I’ve inherited bad blood from my father.”




Esther soon turns even Milt, the aspiring Jesuit, into her sexual slave. The constitutional effeminacy Mona had already diagnosed in her brother now rapidly does him in. When Ulick sees him next, Milt is a mess, with all the






stigmata of a man on a protracted spree. He mumbled unintelligible words and with a shaky hand pointed to the decanter. A mortal weakness seized Ulick. He sank on the divan and endeavoured to shut out the repugnant picture. Milt! His critic, Milt of the lofty ideals, a besotted animal in the House of the Harlot! It was that devil-woman who had dragged him down. Dame Lucifer.







And Milton admits: “I’ve lost my purity, my manhood.” Ulick now recognizes in Esther Brandes the mark of Theda Bara: “Only to gratify a caprice she had ruined the career of a weak man ... she was a real vampire.”




But Semitic Esther’s psychological invasion of Ulick, the Aryan intellectual, is not yet complete. Like Istar, “who went down into hell and came back unsinged, only more evil,” she reappears to torment Ulick once again. A perfect gentleman, he has always remained silent about the circumstances of their first encounter. But at last he calls her out: “You are a beast, Easter. You called me a beast that day at Zaneburg: Now it is you who are the beast.”




Huneker’s whole narrative was meant to build up to the revelation that now follows. Esther must be shown to be the ultimate “Whore of Babylon,” the ultimate destroyer, the “real” sexual vampire, the Beast of the Apocalypse incarnate, the ultimate collectivist polyandrist. Esther therefore looks disdainfully at Ulick and says: “Ever since that day at Zaneburg, you have run after this beast as if you owned her. But you didn’t—you never did, do you hear! You never had me.” When Ulick, stunned, insists: “I did, I held you to me ...” Esther casually reveals that he had been assaulted, not by her, but by the noseless African’s degenerate woman assistant: “I’ve never been anything to you.” And as Ulick’s world collapses around him, Esther now discloses that, rather than choosing to pair with the civilized Ulick, she had instead had commerce with the African: “I assented—physiologically,” she acknowledges triumphantly.




Istar, the primitive “Eurasian” Jew, and the “childminded, halfwitted African” were thus shown to have deliberately joined together in a single, unspeakably degraded, collectivist copulative ritual to defeat Ulick’s dreams of transcendence. Horror-stricken to discover that the unfathomable depth of Esther’s primordial depravity had been nourished by the abominable seed of “that black monster” who represented the lowest possible stratum of human life, Ulick now hastens “out of the accursed house” that harbors Istar, only to suffer a paralytic stroke. Broken and defeated, he dies a few months later.




Humanity, Huneker wanted to show, was being undermined by the Eurasian woman and her allies. The masculinized Semitic female who instinctively sought to mate with the effeminate males of the lower orders had become their agent—their port of entry into the world of the evolutionary elite. This Aryan elite’s future seems dim at the end of Painted Veils. The differing fates of Esther and Ulick are placed into an ironic “negative eugenicist” context. While Esther continues to triumph as a world-famous opera diva, Ulick slips painfully into oblivion: “Euthanasia came to him wearing an ambiguous smile.” (175—6)




Thus Huneker had shown his readers that to consort with woman for “pleasure” was ultimately a direct form of “race-suicide”: “Like the tigress that has tasted human flesh and blood so is the woman who knows man; neither are satisfied but with human prey.” (87) The three faces of Eve in Painted Veils are the three masks of a single predator. Choose your vampire, Huneker was saying, choose the manner in which you die, but die you must to keep the eternal feminine, nature’s reproductive principle, alive. It matters little whether you fall to the masculinized woman, the “womanly woman,” or the instinctive prostitute—Eve will deplete you in one fashion or another, for, indeed, each sexual woman is one of nature’s man-eating spiders, and to perpetuate her species in the preevolutionary stasis of nature, she will gladly consume her mate. No wonder the intellectuals of Painted Veils quoted Remy de Gourmont at every turn.




Huneker’s book thus demonstrates how little real difference in ideological focus there was between the “popular” imagery of a film such as /I Fool There Was and the “philosophical subtleties” of the intellectuals. The latter may have brought in considerably more official “scientific” and “psychological” evidence to demonstrate that “real” women were also “real” vampires, but the overall result remained the same. Benjamin de Casseres showed how well Huneker’s contemporaries had understood his message when he described Esther Brandes in his 1932 introduction to Painted Veils as a “Maw of Art and Sex,” a creature who had made “every perversion” into the source of her art. She was “totally amoral, destructive, one of the Anthropophagi of Vice.” The geneticists, biologists, and medical researchers had done their work well.




De Casseres’s comments reflect the convenient dual function of misogyny among the intellectuals of 1920 in developing a single axis of race and sex prejudice. Even while these intellectuals raged against Puritanism as expressive of “the emasculated ideals of ancient Asiatic fanatics,” they could declare the world to be “hag-ridden by sexuality.” (158) While prattling like archcolonialist sons of Jules Michelet about “the unconcealed languorous passion” combined with “a touch of melancholy, a hint of fear, a sweet submissiveness, and the naivete of a child” to be found “only in the eyes of a negress,” (94) they could portray African-American men as sexual monsters driven by “hysteria” and spouting “imbecile doctrines” compounded of “superstition and fornication.” (29) And while railing against “woman, the eternal ninny,” who had’ forced America to succumb to a politics of “sentimentality,” they could show that the “struggle for life among nations” had reached a stage where (Huneker here deliberately echoed the words of Gustave Le Bon, Lothrop Stoddard, and Madison Grant) the country had been “eaten up” by foreign invaders who had taken advantage of that sentimentality: “The Jews are the last and deadliest locusts of all; when they finish with America not a green leaf, a blade of grass, an ear of wheat, will be left in the land,” (100) exclaims Alfred Stone, the Weininger-styled anti-Semitic Jew of Huneker’s narrative.




During the early years of the twentieth century, then, the metaphors of biology, which had made women into praying mantises and turned the non-Western world into a lair of rodents, were also used to turn the “effeminate Jew” into a locust, part of a plague of Eurasian anthropophages. And, like the sexual woman, the African was seen as a terrorist “contaminating” evolutionary culture with primitive passions driven by the womb of “brute nature.” Science had established the new gospel of human inequality not by means of scientific evidence, but by using a host of subjective, ideology-driven metaphors to describe a wide range of still only dimly perceived organic processes. Prejudice had shaped the conclusions of early-twentieth-century science, and science had further falsified its own findings by using prejudicial metaphors to sway a gullible public. By adding the chimeras of eugenics and “natural selection” to their utterly speculative expositions of the workings of genetics, the scientists had convinced the public at large that immigration represented an “alien invasion” of “racial inferiors” designed to lure the evolutionary male into the lair of the Eurasian vampire of “collectivism” and genetic reversion. The prejudicial metaphors of men who regarded themselves as the first truly “objective” generation of scientists thus played directly into the worst antifeminine and racist fears of the average male. As a result, race and sex hatred came to blend ever further in Western culture during the two decades that followed the reign of the “real” vampires of the century’s first twenty years.




The world of science and medicine is not at all eager to keep track of the historical evidences of its own mistakes; instead, it likes to project an aura of infallibility. Few of us therefore realize how important the faulty, subjective conjectures of science were in constructing popular notions about human behavior and gender relationships that still have a direct impact on our daily lives, many decades after such misinformation came to be discredited in the medical community itself. As a result, the Twenties—that first truly “modern” age of flappers, movies, gangsters, mass merchandising, and ready money—were in fact to be the triumphant breeding ground for an obsessive cultural equation of the prejudicial metaphors of sex and race. Something deadly had been added to the arsenal of images stored in the minds of the men who rang in the new age: many had become convinced that behind the enticing sexual woman, Istar, the woman with the African womb, stood the diabolical, effeminate blood lust of Dracula and Fu Manchu, chief agents of the reversive collectivism of the Jewish-Asian axis.
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VIII. Domesticating the Vampire: Hollywood and Seminal Economy




Metaphors are the gateway to genocide. Preposterous? Fear, hatred, and greed, the psychological tools of politics, lead to genocide. Metaphors are the instruments of poetry, beauty, and inner truth. Why blame the tool for how we use it? After all, “guns don’t kill people, people do.” But we use tools for what we don’t want to do with our hands. Metaphors do the dirty work of ideology. They telescope complex ideas into simple imagery and encourage us to see others not as persons but as patterns. Social paranoia feeds on metaphor, because every image we form rapidly takes on a life and meaning of its own. “Once the human mind has created an image, it diligently attempts to paint it in ever more lurid colors,” E. T. A. Hoffmann wrote in 1819. (“Das Fräulein von Scuderi,” 294—5) Hoffmann, creator of some of the most fiercely obsessed characters in all of literature, knew that an image can kill. It can eat into reality and force our world to take on the shapes and colors of our fears. Metaphor, by establishing a bridge between image and act, encourages us to bypass common sense and reasonable doubt. Thus it hands us the gun that does our killing.




Among the “hard” sciences of the early twentieth century none were more obviously shaped by murderous metaphors than biology, genetics, and medicine. As soon as science resorts to metaphor, it acknowledges the unreliability of its speculations. The use of metaphor announces the abandonment of fact in favor of subjective interpretations of the morphology of human existence. Metaphor turns scientific theory into social propaganda. The researchers who came to see an overarching human significance in the reproductive experience of a variety of worms, spiders, and toads were expressing sociopolitical prejudices. They turned unreHable scientific data into tools of oppression. Metaphors depicting female vampirism and masculine spending in the insect or animal worlds as exemplary of the predestined “anabolic” and “catabolic” dichotomies of gender provided “scientific legitimacy” for the war on women. Science provided the cultural imagery of gynecide, for the metaphors it developed implied that the only way to withstand or overcome the vampire was to kill her.




But the period s preoccupation with the “battle of the sexes” also provided a convenient metaphoric framework for the social contextualization of the “race wars” many saw looming ahead. The metaphors that prepared the world for genocide depended heavily on the imagery of the battle of the sexes. The “deadly struggle between evolution and reversion” saw woman as the very center of racial combat: the proportions of “effeminacy” and “virility” scientists found in a nations “productive energies” determined its rank in the racial pecking order, and therefore also its chances for survival in the coming “race wars.” Thus early-twentieth-century biomedical speculation deliberately fed a social paranoia that was to prove far more deadly than any of the patterns of personal delusion once imagined by E. T. A. Hoffinann. The metaphors of genetics and biology, translated into provocative entertainments by the popular media, were beginning to prepare the world for the practical realities of genocide.




The role of the silent film in this process of indoctrination was perhaps crucial, though it has not been given much attention by historians. This is probably so because we tend to regard the era of the silents as a prelude to the “real” age of the movies, that of sound. But the visual impact of the silent film, its role in solidifying the prejudicial metaphors of sex and race, was quite different, and far more efficient, than that of the talkies. Without speech (other than the hints provided by scarce captions) to guide our reactions, what we see must be linked directly to the things we know—that is, to what we assume to be part of the nature of things. The silent film thus became a purely Bergsonian medium. Existence was validated only by constant action: “I move, therefore I am.” To show two people sitting in a room and having a serious discussion for more than an instant would have required a dizzying string of captions. It would have turned the cinematic experience into merely another form of reading a book, and that would have cleared out the theater in minutes.




The early silents were therefore often not much more than salon paintings come to life At a time in which still photography was struggling to rid itself of the dominance of “pictorialism” (traditional painterly concepts of composition), the movies were trying to establish a semblance of cultural legitimacy by reminding their audiences of the famous paintings they had seen. Consequently an awareness of the influence of painting on silent movies—a subject direly neglected by today’s film historians—is crucial to any understanding of the links between this new popular medium and the psychosocial ideologies of the period. Within this context the movies’ wholesale appropriation of the essential gender dichotomies characteristic of late-nineteenth-century art became a crucial factor in establishing the twentieth century’s visual iconography of the “battle of the sexes.” By disseminating the fin-de-siecle artists’ symbolic representations to millions of viewers who had never even seen a painting, the movies were able to turn this often sardonic, science-informed imagery into a visual catechism of “inherent gender difference” for the edification of the masses.




The silents helped shape and standardize the general public’s conception of gender roles, and particularly the “good girl-bad girl” dichotomies of sexual dimorphism. By turning static set pieces into continuous visual narratives, the silents brought a compelling sense of sequential logic and “objective” resolution to the suggestive (but, of necessity, suspended) gestures of nineteenth-century narrative painting. Moreover, in their efforts to bypass the written word, the silents had to rely on readily identifiable categories of visual characterization, which did not tolerate much shading, nuance, or ambiguity.




When sound came to the movies, the early talkies made their most distinctive mark by reclaiming the verbal complexities of the stage. In viewing movies from the Thirties, for instance, most of us are astonished—and taken aback—by the rapid-fire verbal exchanges of the protagonists. Those often complex exchanges are dramatically unlike the innocuous, captionlike dialogue used to dress up the neo-Bergsonian obsession with constant action of today’s noisy but intellectually silent movies. Just as a lot of on-screen writing would have emptied the theaters in 1915, a lot of literate dialogue will today automatically relegate a movie to the art-house circuit. The near-elimination of coherent speech beyond expletives and grunts in Hollywood’s cinematic choreographies of fetishized movement has created a cultural environment in which our popular “action” movies in particular (the ones that inspire—or are inspired by—comic books or video games) have once again obtained a function nearly as nonverbal and totemic in nature as that of the silents.
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The visual specificity, the “logical” sequencing of cause and effect, characteristic of the silents was designed to remove any potential ambiguity of meaning. By demonstrating the practical validity of universally understood moral and social verities, they attained a role in solidifying the reigning truths of social reality on a scale never before achieved by any public medium. Movie audiences want visual entertainment. They won’t pay to be told to change their minds. Existential uncertainty does not entertain. The silents succeeded because they reliably reinforced prevailing patterns of social behavior. They transformed the speculations of prejudice into demonstrable truth before one’s very eyes, and they did so by using the imagery developed by the painters of an earlier generation. In the process they turned the battle of the sexes into as meretricious a spectacle as the shoot-’em-up, cowboy antics of D. W. Griffith’s Ku Klux Klan.




Paintings are static and provide no more than a single instant of a potentially widely variable sequence of events. Silent movies, however, provide a sense of duration, of reality in motion. In ideological terms, they provide “proof” by depicting apparently incontrovertible sequences of cause and effect determined by visual juxtapositions that, given the inevitability of their unfolding (we see what happens), rapidly establish themselves as quasi-objective presentations of the realities of existence. Words, by adding narrative complexity, could only add ambiguity and uncertainty to the sequential clarity of motion pictures—for we all know that words are “abstract,” that they are vehicles for our speculations. By substituting visual “fact” for verbal conjecture, the era of the silents consolidated the symbolic truths of gender dimorphism and the battle of the sexes with greater efficiency than any other form of cultural communication available during the early twentieth century. As a result, even today many of the visual conventions of nineteenth-century art appropriated by the silents continue to shape our notions of sexual difference. The movies helped turn the metaphors of fin-de-siécle art and science into the psychological realities of twentieth-century gender and race prejudice.
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Still from Cecil B. DeMille’s Manslaughter (1922) The visual world of the silents came straight out of late-nineteenth-century academic art.






By 1915, for instance, the moviegoing public had already learned that the sexual woman was no less than the bestial god Moloch’s feminine side. This had been the main point of Cabiria, an epic feat of silentfilm propaganda championing nationalism and bourgeois happiness, by the Italian director Giovanni Pastrone. The film had opened in Turin on April 18, 1914, and began a highly successful run at the Knickerbocker Theatre in New York a few weeks later. D. W. Griffith was mightily impressed—much more so, it would appear, than this master of selfpromotion was willing to admit. Perhaps as a result of Griffiths judicious understatement of his admiration for the film, the true significance of Cabiria’s influence on the development of American film has not yet been studied adequately.




Cabiria was constituted from texts by Gabriele D’Annunzio, the turn of the century’s international star of symbolist fiction. In visual terms, it was inspired by the paintings of artists such as Jean-Joseph Benjamin Constant and Georges Rochegrosse (the Barnum and Bailey of fin-de-siecle academic “history” painting), as well as the often morbid and sadistic canvases of Aristide Sartorio (one of D’Annunzio’s favorites). Like the visual world of D. W. Griffith’s Intolerance and most of Cecil B. De Mille’s films, it is a vivid example of the influence of fin-de-siecle “high art” on the visual language of object and gesture characteristic of the silent film.




Cabiria is a monumental (if historically confused and confusing) celebration of Rome’s victories over Carthage during the third century B.C. The film’s immediate affective function, however, was to provide its audiences with propaganda for Italy’s much less heroic ventures into twentieth-century colonialism. It also celebrated the virtues of evolved, chaste, bourgeois (Italian) love in contrast to what it presented as the sexual evil of primitive African womanhood. These pseudohistorical and moral narratives were inextricably (and seamlessly) interwoven in the movie. The film therefore reflects the symbolic relationship between the politics of imperialism and the psychosocial fictions of dimorphic gender evolution.




In Cabiria the events of history become a sequence of individual acts: following social Darwinist principles, the simple homogeneities of the past are overcome by the ever growing social and emotional heterogeneity of the evolving (masculine) intellect. The “physical” primitivism of Carthage’s Hannibal is shown to be no match to Archimedes’ intellect. The latter’s scientific know-how destroys the Roman fleet. But in the end the Romans win because they are even better at using their heads. The events recorded in Cabiria also showed in no uncertain terms that female sexuality was a primary cause of political and personal failure. Only woman’s domestic submission to the male will made the modern ideals of statehood triumph over the brute forces of regression.




By declaring chaste marital love to be the source of a nation’s claim to global importance, Cabiria set the stage for the psychosocial propaganda of Griffith and De Mille. The film, leaning heavily upon the iconography of feminine evil established by the painters of the fin de siècle, developed much of the enduring cinematic symbolism still widely used to identify the perverse forces opposed to the manly heroes of civilization and gender dimorphism. The sinful idols of nineteenthcentury academic art packed their scanty clothing and symbolic tools, left the sinking ship of narrative painting, and set up shop in the cinema, where they have flourished ever since.




D’Annunzio played a significant role in establishing the crucial gender-ideological theme of Pastrone’s nationalistic epic. He proudly signed his name to the production, and the captions he wrote formed the conceptual basis for the imagery of the film. Cabiria’s most celebrated and spectacular sequences—the ones that compelled Griffith to inflate the size of his own sets—showed the Carthaginians sacrificing little girls to the god Moloch. Artists had, since the 1862 publication of Gustave Flaubert’s lurid description of the priestess Salammbo’s amorous intercourse with a snake of remarkable proportions, become obsessed with the Carthaginians’ regressive ritual eroticism. Guided by D’Annunzio’s equally lurid imagination, Pastrone depicted Moloch, the god whose priestess Salammbô had been, as a monster of bisexual femininity.




In line with the latest discoveries of biology, Moloch became a gigantic anthropophagous vagina dentata: the entrance to the pagan god’s temple is a fierce, gaping mouth complete with sharp, triangular teeth, a latter-day revisitation of late-medieval depictions of the mouth of Hell. Those who entered were clearly subject to immediate emasculation. Inside, a cavernous world of pillars and barbarous splendor anticipated Griffith’s sets for Intolerance. At the center of it all, a gigantic statue of Moloch breathed fire. The god is shown with a lion’s head and a woman’s body. It sits, legs apart, enthroned and waiting. The text of a priest’s invocation to the god explained the statue’s primitive bisexuality: “Now consummate the sacrifice in your throat of flame, oh father and mother, oh god and goddess, oh father and mother, oh father and son, oh god and goddess! Voracious creator! Roaring, ardent hunger ...” After this even the most verbally deprived, lip-moving readers in the audience would have caught D’Annunzio’s drift.




To demonstrate the withering power of the god/dess’s devouring womb, the statue’s belly opens, revealing the fire within. A giant, tonguelike slab slides out. On it the presiding priest places a naked girlchild, still prepubertal and innocent. The slab closes like a drawbridge (or a gigantic insect’s prehensile tongue), throwing the girl into the belly of the beast. The fire flares up, the lion’s mouth breathes flame, and one more virgin has been sacrificed to the vampire of female sexuality. Moloch was the god/dess of primitive social collectivism, of all those “homogeneous” male women and female men who had sacrificed the future of the world to eroticism.




None of the Carthaginians seems particularly disturbed by the sacrifices—it’s a fun-filled spectacle to them. But when the small, naked body of Cabiria, a daughter of Rome, is raised to the fire to be devoured by the forces of regression, she is promptly rescued by Fulvius, an undercover Roman patrician. Let primitives do what they must, was Pastrone’s message, but the children of civilization must not be defiled. Fulvius is assisted by a devoted African slave (an Italian in blackface).




Enter Sophonisba, daughter of Hasdrubal, who is, a caption announces, a “passionate ‘pomegranate flower.’ ” Three words, each sexually charged: both “pomegranate” and “flower” were widely used as symbols of the female genitals. Like the invocation to Moloch, this text represents the symbolic overkill typical of the silents’ attempts to alert audiences to the emblematic characteristics of their principal characters. Sophonisba, the audience now knew, was a truly nymphomaniacal lass. When we first see her, she is stroking a pet leopard, nineteenth-century painting’s favorite symbol of the devouring feminine.




Sophonisba’s spirited carnal appetites had already caught the attention of seventeenth-century dramatists such as Pierre Corneille and John Marston, and by the early twentieth century her name had become a byword for licentiousness. In Cabiria she stood for everything that was sexual—and hence evil—in woman. A born schemer, she uses her sexuality for political gain, but she is gratuitously lustful as well. Though she is to marry Syphax, she engages unhesitatingly in a tryst with Massinissa, king of the Numibians, who, mindful of Freud’s lessons, has sent her a boxful of jewels.




In her chambers (filled with props familiar from dozens of the famous academic paintings of the time), about to meet with Massinissa (another Italian actor in unconvincing blackface), Sophonisba (acted by Italia Manzini, whose patriotic name was quite inappropriate to the character she portrayed) feeds her vanity. She looks into a large circular basin that serves her as a water-mirror (a favorite painterly prop symbolizing narcissistic feminine self-containment). A phallic, cobra-shaped faucet by her side spits water into this basin. The leopard is made to pace back and forth across the screen from time to time, lest we forget that connection. D’Annunzio makes Sophonisba invoke the moon, symbol of female sexuality: “Oh ... nocturnal all-seeing goddess with bull horns ... who walks in a circle ... fertile, happy, radiant...” Uroboric, promiscuous, phallic, this sexual goddess of the night is Sophonisba s patron saint.




Appropriately the tryst between these primitive lovers (Africa as womb and phallus of the world) is interrupted by the properly colonized servant of an Italy-to-be: the patrician Fulvius’s muscular, doggedly devoted African salve Maciste carrying Cabiria, who has just been rescued from Molochs devouring mouth. Pursued by angry priests, Maciste leaves the child in Sophonisba s care, to grow up as one of her personal attendants. A lot of swashbuckling, running, jumping, and other such cinematic activity ensues, and all this commotion gives Cabiria the opportunity to grow into a demure young woman.




Sophonisba, meanwhile, has a prophetic dream: a gigantic arm hovers over her, snakelike fingers reach for her and grasp her breast. This image fades to reveal Moloch’s wide-open Medusa mouth. Within it a young girl crawls forward in a desperate attempt to escape her fate. But at the last moment the monster’s fangs lock her in, and she is consumed in its fire. Sexual awakening is stirring in Cabiria, and Moloch wants the sacrifice s/he was denied a decade earlier. Sophonisba, luxuriantly lustful herself, sees nothing wrong with such a pleasurable entry into womanhood, and orders her favorite slave to be offered to Moloch.




Fulvius and Maciste, of course, just happen to be in the area so they can come to Cabiria’s rescue once again. Massinissa, meanwhile, has shifted his allegiance to the Romans and has conquered the city. Without hesitation the opportunistic Sophonisba offers herself to him. A man of some civilization now (Roman culture rubs off on everyone), he insists on a wedding ceremony—which takes place in front of another statue of Moloch, with an emphatic lion’s head and pronounced breasts. The audience must not forget that this was a liaison between two African erotomanes, not a proper Italian wedding.




Their attempts to rescue Cabiria ineffectual, Maciste and the heroic Fulvius—who has predictably fallen in love with the demure young Roman beauty—return to the Roman encampment in despair, certain that she has fallen victim to Moloch. The Roman general Scipio, meanwhile, wants Massinissa to relinquish Sophonisba to him. But Sophonisba, loyal to her African master, takes the poison he has provided for her. During her lengthy, operatic death scene, she orders Cabiria, who, for some odd reason, has not yet been sacrificed, to be brought to her. She places the Roman virgin in the arms of Fulvius, who has shown up just in the nick of time. Having thus taken her own first steps on the road to dimorphic evolution, Sophonisba wisely does what repentant sexual women always do in the movies: she dies.




Cabiria ends on a stirring image inspired by the then-famous divisionist painter Gaetano Previati’s Dance of the Hours. Fulvius, the Roman patrician, and his still-maiden bride—forever in his debt because he rescued her from the jaws of sexuality when she was still a child—embrace at last in virtuous wedded bliss on the surging bow of the ship that is to take them to Italy and civilization. While they are serenaded by their trusty slave Maciste, a swirling ring of identical white-gowned, prostrate women circles approvingly overhead. They are the submissive, harmonious, desexualized, acculturated female angels of a civilization well on its way to dimorphic transcendence. In the brave new world of bourgeois contentment looming ahead, the marriage of this happy couple (symbolic of the future unity of Italy) will leave all Italian women free to float about the home in diaphanous white, for Moloch, the manwoman of the African womb and the vagina dentata, and Sophonisba, his priestess, the vampire of sex, have been defeated. Who, having seen the haPPy effects of civilization on the sons and daughters of Italy, could henceforth disapprove of this country’s ongoing attempts to bring its civilization to the benighted children of Africa?




Cabiria was, in its narrative, visual, technical, and propagandistic sophistication, far in advance of anything D. W. Griffith had produced up to its release. In their rush to turn Griffith into the “father of cinema,” film historians have given Pastrone’s work scant attention, but Griffith’s debt to the Italian was clearly enormous. His lackluster pre-Cabiria historical epic Judith ofBethulia of 1913, for instance, was a poorly constructed biblical melodrama based on the popular Thomas Bailey Aldrich poem of that title, which, in turn, had been influenced thematically by the German playwright Friedrich Hebbel’s Judith (1839). It offered a few very static battle scenes “on the ramparts of Bethulia” and a mechanically executed, badly contextualized secondary plot featuring Judith’s sadistic-erotic beheading of Holofernes. Griffith’s shoestring bacchanalia in illustration of Holofernes’s dissipated nature were abjectly derivative, patched together from third- and fourth-rate “historical” paintings by hack second-generation “orientalist” artists—the sort of “art” the mass magazines of the period loved to feature to boost sales.




Griffith’s cameras in Judith of Bethulia were largely inert, whether they were recording orgiastic dances or major assaults. The film contains none of the hyperkinetic cinematic sense of hop, skip, and jump, of run, dash, and clash, that made Cabiria so visually entertaining. It does, however, give us an early insight into Griffith’s unwavering allegiance to the most regressive aspects of the period’s gender-ideological bias.




His Judith (played by the talented Blanche Sweet, upon whom he could have relied to give a much more nuanced performance) had none of the psychological expressiveness that was to make Theda Bara’s debut performance less than two years hence so remarkable. Instead, Griffith made Judith into an emotional automaton who could be read as a heroine only because she had been able to channel her lust in service to the fatherland. When Holofernes’s military strategies are about to succeed (his troops are repetitively shown storming the same set of ramparts, filmed by a stationary camera), Judith decides to save the day by offering herself to him. But for no apparent reason other than that Holofernes happens to be a man, Judith actually falls in love with him the instant she sees him. Holofernes rather enjoys the idea of dallying with the Bethu-Ean beauty and, rather foolishly, given his talents as a strategist in battle, consents to dismiss his guards for the night.




Holofernes’s manly, intellectual side, Griffith implied, was fatally weakened by his carnal desires. On her part, Judith is, in the end, able to control her lust for the man she set out to defeat, but only by a hair. Wielding her sword in fierce erection above his head, she is touched by hot desire and hesitates. So much masculine gray matter, so close: why waste it, we see her think. But in the nick of time her starving compatriots flash before her eyes, and, forcing her substitute phallus to do patriotic service, she lops off Holofernes s head. Griffith had the camera linger on Judith as she held her long sword, angled downward now but still rigid, in the hollow of her loins. We see it pointing straight at the now-severed head of the sex-besotted Holofernes. Phallic women made men lose their heads, as Griffith had already learned from the symbolist painters.




In line with Griffith s protofascist celebration of exalted fuhrers, intellectually evolved leaders who were to be the linchpins in any historical advance, Holofernes s Assyrian captains become totally ineffectual on the battlefield the moment they discover he is dead. Bethulia has been saved by a fickle female who was able to turn the remnants of her primitive feminine phallic lust into a temporary asset in the service of patriotism. Judith of Bethulia, then, demonstrated that promising boys who play with their swords instead of using them in the service of economic conquest are bound to lose their heads to the woman with the phallus. Nominally it was Griffith s first feature-length movie, but in fact it was, like his Home Sweet Home of the following year, little more than a group of conventional short films artificially strung together.




Home Sweet Home was based on the life of John Howard Payne, composer of the sentimental ditty that gave the film its title. In this film Lillian Gish, Griffith’s steadfast paragon of virtue, spends most of her time pining faithfully for her philandering soulmate. Finally, surrounded by white lilies in typical late Pre-Raphaelite painterly fashion, she dies more or less spontaneously, soon after the only man who could have made her whole expires alone, among effeminate Middle Eastern fools. Griffith conveyed this salient detail by showing us Payne on his deathbed in a vaguely exotic setting, attended by two foppish, swarthy servants, one of whom selfishly orders the other to fan him rather than their fast expiring Aryan master. Griffith s racism was as ubiquitous as it was gratuitous; it was by no means only a somewhat naive, “incidental” feature of The Birth of a Nation.




Payne thus dies unredeemed by the soul his angel scrupulously kept pure for him—but all is not lost: a handful of subsequent stories demonstrate that the song he composed has brought virtue to many. At the end of the film, the philanderer is therefore rescued by a heavenly Lillian Gish, who has now evolved into a genuine angel in white. Accompanied by a cast of thousands of similarly attired winged women of excruciating virtue, Gish reaches out to “Man,” though he wallow in the pit of “Carnality,” “Brutality,” and “Worldly” (oddly made into a noun). These hold him back. “Gish—pure, asexual, virginal-yet-motherly feminine self-negation personified—now helps “Man” out of the pit. Carried on her angel wings, he gains the intellectual transcendence her sacrifice has made accessible to him.




Home Sweet Home premiered in Los Angeles on May 4, 1914, just about when Cabiria opened in New York. It is therefore unlikely that Griffith had seen the Italian film’s ending by this time, but the similarities are quite remarkable. Clearly the international evolutionary elite wanted its women to focus on the rewards of continence. Griffith’s gender propaganda was successful because he placed himself squarely inside the existing framework of political and social prejudices. He always dedicated his films to such broad and conveniently fuzzy concepts as “Real Democracy,” “True Tolerance,” or the triumph of “Love and Charity.” These slogans were designed to convince his audiences that he was not a bigot, a totalitarian, a hatemonger, or a misogynist, but a true Christian American, and that he and his viewers shared an unshakably correct moral viewpoint. God was on their side. It was therefore decidedly unAmerican not to cheer his Aryan heroes on when they thrashed the “criminally inferior” African; or when, disguised as French democrats, they guillotined, incinerated, or eviscerated the effeminate agents of “Bolshevism” or assorted masculinized working-class hags advocating “Anarchy” in Orphans of the Storm.




Griffith habitually disguised his social and political ideology as “moral truth.” He liked to transform major human-rights issues into personalized, individual struggles between “good” (masculine selfcontrol) and “evil” (effeminate lust). This practice made his films into extremely effective vehicles of imperialist propaganda. Even today his deliberate transformation of ideology into the visual reality of the movie screen continues to seduce many of his viewers, for in most cases (The Birth of a Nation is the obvious exception) it is difficult to recognize the propagandistic intensity of his films without a specialized knowledge of the intentional parallels between sex and race his contemporaries had established. These parallels have continued to affect every aspect of the popular imagination, in no small part due to filmmakers such as Griffith, who made them appear to be organic and “true,” inherent in the nature of things.




Intolerance (1916) was an exemplary vehicle for the further propagation of this sort of social propaganda. Women must be portrayed either as properly acculturated passive vessels of virtue, as docile beasts of burden patiently carrying the evolving male upward toward intellectual transcendence; or as uncooperative termagants and vampires, as emotionally and spiritually inferior creatures, whose interest in sexuality proved them to be governed by the principles of “woman-rule,” and who therefore revealed themselves to be primitive allies of the “lower races.” All were lepers, still scarred by the mark of the beast, and largely responsible for human degeneration.




Intolerance once again patched together four very disparate stories. Only Griffiths ideological obsessions gave them a semblance of coherence. Their settings in different historical periods were designed to show the universality of human sentiments (“Today as yesterday, endlessly rocking, bringing the same human passions, the same joys and sorrows”), but in fact Griffith wanted to emphasize the development of civilization—and particularly the beneficial effects of feminine acculturation. The four stories illustrate the crucial stages of past, present, and future womanhood—another version of the three faces of Eve. Determined to out-Cabiria Cabiria in the realm of pagan spectacle, Griffith made his film longer, his sets bigger, his crowds of extras larger, and his violence more intense (we watch one warrior chop off another’s head, for instance). The directors firsts were mostly quantitative or related to special effects (gee, didn’t that head fly off realistically!). No doubt that gives him every right to be considered the father of Hollywood film. But his lofty reputation as an “artist” is more puzzling: here the issue of ideology steps center stage.




Griffith made sure there could be no ambiguity of allegiance in his viewers’ reactions to his presentation of feminine virtue and feminine evil. In his films the message of Intolerance was repeated over and over again. The passive, dimorphically evolved “little mothers” he liked to see as representative of his own time always, either in spirit or in actuality, won out over the warrior women of the days of woman-rule. These “little mothers” paved the way for the White Angels of Mercy of future womanhood, who, Griffith argued, would herald an Aryan world order in which the lower races would gratefully eat the leftover crumbs off the white man’s table.




Intolerance delineated a wide variety of characters Griffith was sure his audiences would love to hate. We shudder at the lascivious world of ancient Babylon. We are asked to make objective choices between lascivious Jews and Christ, the self-sacrificial servant to humanity; and between the lascivious, effeminate Roman Catholics of Paris “a.d. 1572” and courageous “Brown Eyes”—daughter of the frugal Huguenots—child-hearted and well-meaning, though still something of a tomboy. Hateful postmenopausal (and hence, according to the medical logic of the time, masculinized) women with a stupid fetish for socialist meddling make life hell in the present for a “Little Dear One,” a childlike, happy, innocent, all-giving, and helpless example of Griffith’s ideal of the feminine. In each case the allegiance of only the most willfully perverse viewers could ever be in doubt.




In Griffith’s variegated, multilayered spectacle, “historical” events become window dressing to the triumph of chaste love over eroticism. But his audiences liked to be rewarded for their sacrifices to virtue with graphic scenes of the sinful doings they had renounced. He therefore showed as many scenes of pre-Christian Babylonian debauchery as possible. He deliberately made his sets look like the celebrated late Victorian mural-sized canvases of Sir Edwin Long, who loved to paint slave markets cluttered with half-clothed, soon-to-be-sold-and-ravished women. The grand-opera canvases of Géróme, Cabanel, Constant, and especially Georges Rochegrosse also helped him construct these scenes.




At Griffith’s Babylonian slave market most of the captured women, “Ups brilliant with juice of henna; eyes lined with kohl,” are shown perfectly content to be as lewd as they need to be in order to be sold, but one Mountain Girl is a true firebrand in defense of her honor: “Touch my skirt and I’ll scratch your eyes out!” Even so, she is clearly a still-far-too-masculine early female to be anything more than a distant promise of things to come. But the will to change is in her. She is in search of a man who will prove masterful and dominating enough to put her in her domestic place. A sentimental “Rhapsode,” for instance, is much too effete for her taste. Shame on you, she taunts him: “Put away thy perfumes, thy garments of Assinnu, the female man. I shall love none but a soldier.11




Meanwhile, in the present, the “Dear One” totters on the brink of temptation. She pleads with her boyfriend to help her to be “a strong-jawed Jane.” Flashback to Christ being scorned. In the sixteenth century “Brown Eyes” throws suggestive little bites of the apple on which she is nibbling at others: Eve has obviously still not quite been tamed (though she is already far more civilized than the Mountain Girl—or Mary Magdalen before her conversion). Flashing forward, Griffith now identifies the menopausal women harassing the “Little Dear One” as dangerous, misguided proto-Bolsheviks: “When women cease to attract men, they often turn to Reform as a second choice,” his caption reads. Meanwhile, the boyfriend, “strongly braced in the Dear One’s sweet human faith, sets his steps with hers on the straight road”: at least one woman’s existential task seems to be coming to fruition. But the boy is framed for theft and sent to jail.




More erotic doings in Babylon demonstrate what horrors are involved in human reproduction. But these dreadful concessions to nature, when properly channeled, can also bring rewards: in the present the pregnant Dear One becomes mom, only to find herself persecuted by the menopausal meddlers. In the sixteenth century, meanwhile, “the Old Serpent” Catherine de Medici, emblematic of phallic-erotic Roman Catholic femininity, foments hatred against the Protestants. The Mountain Girl, tired of the erotic effeminacy of her contemporaries, picks up a sword in defense of her beloved Belshazzar. She handles it a lot better than most of the men around her. The Babylonians go to war.




Histrionics, animated set pieces taken from academic paintings, and a barrage of killings ensue. Sex and violence, blended as entertainment, announce the era of Hollywood, with not a single “semitic-Oriental studio boss” of the sort Henry Fairfield Osborn was to accuse of plotting “the decline of original American standards of life” yet in sight. But somehow Griffith, that champion of Aryan values, who received so much praise for the cinematic innovations of others, never got the credit he deserves for taking sadism to an entirely new level in the filmic medium. There can be no question that Griffith, with a major assist from Cecil B. De Mille, inspired several generations of adolescent males with ever more tumescent dreams about the phallic power of swords and guns. His conception of the manly, cleansing power of violence was to be carried forward through the rest of the twentieth century by numerous admirers, until today violence has become the safe sex of entertainment. Robert Howard, the creator of Conan the Barbarian, learned indelible lessons from the sex-and-battle scenes of Intolerance, ones that shaped his self-shortened life as a pulp-fiction writer. Together, Griffith and Howard inspired an entirely new genre of impossibly muscular fantasy fiction that ultimately was to produce the overinflated Aryan pectorals and giant-size bullet-spurting metal-monster machines of Arnold Schwarzenegger and a host of others.




Belshazzar’s Feast gave Griffith another opportunity to parade his knowledge of turn-of-the-century academic art. Belshazzar pets a growling leopard in abject imitation of the scene in Cabiria introducing Sophonisba, and the Mountain Girl is shown to have an orgasmic experience while milking a goat. She is erotically aroused as she manipulates the animal’s udders and thinks of Belshazzar. Those who still prefer to think of scenes such as this as “naive and unconscious” phallic symbolism are simply unaware of the art of sexual double entendre perfected by early-twentieth-century artists and writers to skirt the censors. In 1945, in a different context, Geza Roheim delineated the very precise reasoning underlying Griffith’s imagery of the Goat Girl: “The woman with the penis is the woman with the nipple”—the nipple she denied the male. There certainly could be no more “penile” nipple than an udder. Such symbols predicated that “sexual desire is not feminine” and that “a woman who enjoys sex (has an orgasm) is a phallic woman, and thereby deprives the male of his penis.” (Panic of the Gods, 196–7)




To complete his symbolism of the Goat Girl’s primitive yearning for the phallus and its products, Griffith has Constance Talmadge, who played her (and who was, Anita Loos was to insist later, “one of the few genuine femmes fatales I have ever known”), drink the milk she has thus gathered in a rough, brazen manner, “like a man,” until the graywhite fluid spills all over her chest. The symbolism gets even more maudlin when she playfully snuggles up to her goat (votary to the goat god Pan) and nibbles at its ear. This primitive phallic woman was clearly in every respect a better man than the effeminate sensualists who surround her.




As Griffith’s history of “intolerance” winds to a close, the Fall of Babylon, Golgotha, St. Bartholomew’s Massacre, and lots of protoSchwarzenegger bloodshed present themselves in rapid succession. First to bite the dust of ages is the Goat Girl, who, sword-fighting with the best of her male contemporaries, dies in defense of her phallic dreamlover Belshazzar. Brown Eyes, the Reformation tomboy on the verge of womanhood, is sacrificially impaled by Roman Catholics. The obstacles placed in the way of dimorphic gender evolution come to seem insurmountable. But in the end the Little Mother of Griffith’s contemporary segment is reunited with her husband (in a last-minute reprieve, of course), for even the Friendless Prostitute, her nemesis, has come to understand that she must sacrifice her sexual self so that love may thrive in the purity of a bourgeois-capitalist household.




In the final frames of Griffith’s history of the rise of Aryan “tolerance,” we learn that “perfect love shall bring peace forever more.” Soldiers magically drop their weapons. The reign of the phallic Goat Girl—whose belligerent woman-spirit still animates the World War— will be superseded by the properly castrated, dephallicized, terminally passive Little Mother, whose final acculturation has made war unnecessary. Her ever tolerant motherly love, symbolized by a Whitmanesque cradle endlessly rocking, is surrounded—once again in imitation of Cabiria—by a heavenly host of angels. Griffiths narrative fades on an image of the fates spinning their blessed lifeline toward the timeless heaven of Aryan domesticity.




World War I certainly provided Griffith with an excellent peg on which to hang his sermon. He could act, as he had at the end of The Birth of a Nation, as if all his blood and gore had been a part of a principled sermon against war. But even his moralizing tableau of war was tendentious. He had copied that image directly from a painting by Franz von Stuck, a popular, self-consciously “Aryan” German painter who was also instrumental in shaping the symbolic imagination of the young Adolf Hitler. Von Stuck (best known for a series of paintings personifying woman as “Sin”) had depicted a lewd, stark-naked, clearly degenerate male riding arrogantly on a gigantic horse (undoubtedly not a gelding). This eroticized male brandished a monstrous sword over cowering masses of decent Aryans haplessly caught in earth’s sublunary vale of sex-inspired violence. Clearly, if the spirit of war must always be “feminine,” the actual combatants were males who had been duped into mutual destruction by the erotic dissipations of woman-rule. The Battle over Woman was another of Stuck’s widely known canvases, depicting two degenerate males about to get into a low-life wrestling match, all because of a very naked young woman who stands to one side, haughtily and triumphantly displaying her power over these fools.
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Franz von Stuck, The Battle over Woman, 1905, oil on canvas






With Intolerance, then, Griffith’s prejudicial symbolism came full circle. If the sexual woman meant death to the male, and if men sought her out and fought over her even so, then war and violence must be her legacy to man. Intolerance set out to show that throughout history man’s dreams of peace had been undermined by women’s regressive erotic drive. The sexual woman was the goddess of war. War, degeneration, and death all had a single source: lust.




Cecil B. De Mille was to take more than a few pages out of Griffith’s textbook of race-and-gender politics. The Ten Commandments (1923) professed to be about all ten of these “fundamental principles without which mankind cannot Eve together.” But Eke Griffith before him, De MiUe focused his audience-pleasing attention primarily on the “sex as violence” commandment of Hollywood’s own Golden Calf. The celebrated sequences of The Ten Commandments professing to delineate the Bible’s indictment of the worship of materialism are, in fact, a remarkably erotic presentation of woman’s lust for man—for his vital essence as well as for his gold and his social power.




We are shown a young woman who uses her long hair, the familiar emblem of her primitive femininity (“the longer the hair, the smaller the brain,” every wit of the period knew), to poEsh the gleaming surface of the Golden Calf of heathenish hedonism. She presses her face against it, lovingly, as if her skin were touching a lover’s cheek. She is clearly an erotic materialist whose vicious desires are reflected in the idol’s golden gleam. Then De MiUe makes the gold-sex-war paralleEsm more expEcit. A warrior stands behind her as she ecstatically caresses the gold. In a cunning close-up we see her glance upward at the warrior, the angle of her body blending into the angle of his own pose. For a moment their figures seem to mingle in an intensely eroticized image of desire and response.




De MiUe wanted to reassure his viewers that he did not condone the pleasures of sex, and he therefore added a caption bewaiEng the “mischief and corruption” of the people. They “bowed down and worshipped the Golden Calf.” But when we return to the scene, we find “the people” to be the same young woman, who, passionately extending her arms toward the Golden Calf, commences an orgiastic harem dance taken directly from De Mille’s memories of late-nineteenth-century art. Like the sexual women who adorned the walls of the rich, De Mille’s sinner, too, was irresistibly drawn to any object of phallic shape and substantial size. Soon we therefore see her rub her back like a cat against the rigid foreleg of the bestial god. She is elevated above the crowd: alone with her idol, she and the calf are one. Now she throws off her veils and becomes Salome seducing Herod. Raising her arms in the manner Theda Bara had adopted to announce the predatory intentions of the vampire, she reveals the voluptuous outlines of her body (she’s wearing a bra-and—panties—only vaudeville-styled costume). To apprise sluggish intellects of her intentions, she announces: “Come worship ye the golden god of Pleasure!”
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The Priestess of the Golden Calf from Cecil B. DeMille’s The Ten Commandments (1923)






We see her slide down to a prostrate position in knowledgeable imitation of the many late-nineteenth-century salon nymphs whose apparently sprained or broken backs had made them tempting targets of therapeutic rape in the world of academic art. Taking a beaker from an attendant, she drinks from it; then, writhing snakily into a standing position, she throws the rest of the fluid it contains over the multitudes, as if anointing them with the vital essence of pleasure itself.




Stimulated in this manner by the ejaculatory taunts of the phallic woman—votary of the Golden Calf—the worshipers go wild, and De Mille, with the same pious but titillating voyeuristic disapproval Griffith had popularized earlier, shows them engaging in a variety of orgiastic endeavors. Above them all we see the priestess worship the long, hollow snout of the Golden “Calf”—an ingenious instrument that is clearly both phallic and vaginal. The animal itself looks like a severely undernourished pig. As she hugs and nuzzles its vaginal phallus and rubs her body against the idol, she becomes the primitive bisexual feminine personified, a “golden calf” of lust.




A man approaches the lurid priestess while she continues to pay homage to the bisexual snout of her monstrous idol. Fervently he announces: “The people shall worship thy golden god—and call thee queen!” They hug and pet with abandon—but by this time De Mille had exploited the scene as far as he possibly could without publicly acknowledging the obvious hollowness of his own disapprobation. So much pleasure could no longer go unpunished. The ire of the righteous God of Christendom descends upon the licentious body of the priestess in the form of a sudden attack of leprosy, even while the revelers below continue to hug and kiss an assortment of supine, ready, willing, and extremely able nymphs.




It is now time for Moses to bring this world of reveUing brutes to order, and for us to fade forward to the more subtle enticements of Modern Civilization. Here we encounter Dan, a skeptical son who doubts his pious mothers biblical exhortations concerning the horrors of sexual pleasure. Outmoded Victorian bunk! he tells her. He must be taught a lesson. The standard stuff of Twenties silents follows: missteps, penniless waifs, religious skepticism, even an attack on Elinor Glyn as apostle of the rotten values of the gold-digger crowd. Feckless youth dances wildly to “African” jazz: the Golden Calf still sticks its snout into everything.




Some underhanded business dealings and the doubting son of the religious mother is magically transformed into a millionaire. This means that it is time for the vampire of essence to do her erotic damage. Sally Lung, a characteristic Eurasian “mongrel” conflation of racial and sexual evil, makes her appearance in Dans sumptuous office. “Go easy, son!” a henchman whispers. “This Sally Lung is half French and half Chinese. The combination of French perfume and Oriental incense is more dangerous than nitroglycerine!” De Mille had clearly read the recently published work of race theorists such as Lothrop Stoddard and Madison Grant very closely, and he was counting on his audience to understand the political significance of his metaphors.




When Eurasian Sally (Nita Naldi—secret participant in the erotic dreams of many young men of the early Twenties) sidles in, we know there is not a bat’s chance in Hell that Dan will listen to such advice. Sally needs only murmur an invitation into his ear to come and try a “love-drink ... distilled from a thousand lotus flowers!” and Dan is done for. Soon after, Dan’s virtuous mom is killed by the collapse of a wall made from the inferior concrete he supplied to build an unsafe church. Silent-movie moralizing was nothing if not direct.




Back to Eurasian Sally, who seductively lounges in her lair of love, puffing provocatively on a cigarette to remind the audience of her direct link to the snout-worshiping priestess of the Golden Calf. Exotic trappings abound. The paper she is reading warns that a beautiful woman has escaped from Molokai Leper Island. Need we guess who she might be? Kipling, Rohmer, and De Mille: a mating of minds on silent celluloid. Now-dissolute Dan enters, short of cash. He wants his string of pearls back—he doesn’t yet realize that a man’s essence, once spent, is lost forever. Perhaps Freud would have added a jewelry box here, to offer the audience an even clearer clue.




Sally, of course, refuses to return Dan’s pearls. He pulls them from her neck and shouts: “I’m through with you for good!” Sally takes another knowing glance at the Molokai headline and an evil smile falls over her face as Dan leaves. “You,” she says, pointing at him dramatically, “you’re not through with me! You’ll never be through with me!” Openly mocking him, she shows him the article. She is the leper woman from the tropics, and she has sneaked into America from Calcutta hidden in one of his own bales of inferior imported jute to contaminate America with her diseased Eurasian body. De Mille telescoped the racist diatribes of Grant and Stoddard into a single, astonishingly efficient gesture that told his viewers exactly how the leprous immigrant would decimate the Aryan elite. He meant his audiences to stand up at this point and shout: “Kill that woman!”




Dan at last realizes what has become of him. Traitor to the superior genes of the Aryan elite, he has, by renouncing the wisdom of God, slipped back down the evolutionary ladder into a world of Semitic and Asian modes of economic betrayal. Less than a decade later, in Shanghai Express (1932), Josef von Sternberg would further contextualize De Mdle’s point by having Warner Oland, as an evil Eurasian Bolshevik rebel leader, utter the Aryan dogma also at the root of De Mdle’s exposition: “You’re in China now, Sir, where time and Efe have no value.” Gland’s acting career was itself a true HoUywood production: He was a Swede who habitually played “Orientals,” starring as Fu Manchu in several silents and later gaining fame as Charlie Chan.




Once Dan understands that his unmanly business dealings and his licentiousness have unleashed the YeEow Perd, he knows he must try to do whatever he still can to stem “the rising tide of color against white world-supremacy” (the title of one of Stoddard’s books, published in 1920). He shoots and kids SaEy, the Eurasian vampire, who is death personified. Does he kill the woman, or does he eliminate the YeEow Perd? Is Dan’s righteous act symboEc of civdization’s dawning recognition of the need for genocide, or is it “just another” cleansing incident in Western civilization’s rituals of gynecide? For De Mdle and his audience that was no longer an issue: it was both, as a matter of course.




Dan ultimately finds his rightful reward in Hed, but De Mdle could not let his audience leave without a better example. With the help of honest carpenter John (Dan’s good brother), Mary, Dan’s wife, seeks out the great carpenter of souls, the Man She Has Forgotten. She must be cleansed of the contamination she has received from the horrid string of seminal pearls worn by the leprous Eurasian prostitute who seduced her husband. For when the police came searching for him, they had casuady handed her these pearls he left behind whde trying to escape. Though Mary dropped them at once as if they were scorching her palm, she is now unclean; her womanly skin has been poduted by the eroticism of the vampire of seminal degeneracy. How can she ever be released from the leprosy of feminine eroticism? Carpenter John reads to Mary from the Bible: “And behold, there came to Him a leper, and worshipped Him.” A scene of Christ in a barn follows. A young woman, blond hair, shunned by everyone, kneels before Christ. “Make me clean,” she begs. “Be Thou Made Clean,” he says, and she is clean.




In the modern world John and Mary are now ready to give immaculate birth to evolutionary Aryan humanity. Mary, having seen the light, looks at her hands: “Why, John—in the light, it’s gone!” Yes, indeed, says John the carpenter, “in the light—it’s gone!” Mary, newly sanctified by her renunciation of woman’s instinctive yearning for the pearls of sex, shall henceforth be Johns faithful footstool. As we watch her gratefully clinging to John’s tolerant knees, the movie fades into silent hosannas.




Evolutionary cleansing of men and women carrying the leprous bite of the vampire, the mark of Kipling’s degenerate child-minded colonized beast, took place in one form or another in hundreds of movies of this sort throughout the Twenties, quite a few of them directed by the rising De Mille or the fading Griffith. Two themes were churned over and over again: man’s fateful pollution by the temptations of the sexual vampire and his redemption by the self-effacing love of the female saint.




The variations on this theme were endless. Nita Naldi, for instance, made another appearance, this time as Gina, an “Italian dancer,” in John Robertson’s 1920 version of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, starring John Barrymore. Naldi, whose star ascended just as Theda Bara’s had come to rest in the mud of history, became in this movie the catalyst to Jekyll’s transformations into Mr. Hyde. In a den of ill repute, she first draws the virtuous Dr. Jekyll to her with a dance, and then she kisses him on the lips. It is as if she sucks his soul out of his body with that kiss. He is an instant goner: “For the first time in his life, Jekyll had wakened to a sense of his baser nature.”




After much dashing about and a great deal of lurid evolutionary backsliding, Jekyll finds himself no longer able to control the incursions of the bestial Hyde within himself. We see the beast—symbolized by a gigantic tarantula—getting ready to take over. Jekyll realizes that to save his ever faithful, knee-clinging fiancée, Millicent, from a fate worse than death by his own hands, he must kill himself—and he does. The last shreds of humanity in him have saved the dimorphic organization of civilization. He has slain the tarantula of reversion called up by the dance of the sexual vampire. Millicent, in tears, clutches Jekyll’s dear, dead feet. As the screen fades to black we find cold comfort in the realization that she will remain there forever, pure as the driven snow, a meek, self-sacrificial soulkeeper who can be counted upon to guide her mate belatedly toward a heaven he has earned by extirpating the mark of the beast in himself




But only the worst male backsliders and female vampires needed to be killed. The silent film also initiated the durable Hollywood tradition requiring that tomboys, feminists, charming viragoes, and other such masculinized females be deprived of their phallic pretensions by masterly males. The actions of such termagants were always shown to be simply a factor of their repressed longing for babies. Women suffering from poorly sublimated forms of penis envy (Freud’s amazing discovery was on everyone’s mind) often tried to “grow” the male’s erectile tissue by packing a variety of guns and knives, thereby denying that they were fragile women. All these deluded creatures needed was a firm regimen of masculine authority to renounce their own phallic ambitions forever.




Rudolph Valentino’s starring vehicle The Sheik (1921), for instance, found its happy ending in the popular cliché that independent women were unhappy souls aching to be raped by a masterful male. Agnes Ayres played Diana Mayo, an arrogant “new woman” who dismisses a meek young suitor with outrageous feminist rhetoric: “Marriage is captivity—the end of independence.” Subsequently Diana is denied entry to an Arab casino where, as part of a “marriage market,” women perform exotic dances before being carted off “to the harems of the rich merchants—to obey and serve like chattel slaves.” As yet unaware that in reality her body aches for the same treatment, Diana disguises herself as one of the exotic dancers and infiltrates the proceedings.




Discovered by Valentino, “Ahmed the Sheik,” when she proves unwilling to go onto the podium and expose herself as “chattel,” she whips out the requisite gun to emphasize her phallic self-sufficiency. But Ahmed is smitten anyway, charmed by “the pale hands and the golden hair of a white woman.” Pretty soon he climbs into her bedroom to contemplate her while she is sleeping. When he sees her gun holster on a table, he picks it up, takes out the bullets, bites one, and smiles sardonically. The bullets in this phallic woman’s weapon have more bark than bite. He already knows how to defang this vampire!




To prove her independence, Diana goes into the desert unaccompanied by other “Europeans.” Ahmed chases Diana on horseback. The phallic incompetence of this pseudomasculinized female is obvious: she clumsily drops the gun she, for once, should have used to defend herself against the erotic incursions of Arab Death. Unconsciously she wants to be rid of this weapon that stands between her and the masterful male. Valentino nimbly retrieves Diana’s self-excised instrument of independence at full gallop, then plucks her off her horse as if she were a ripe fruit. The onlooking Arabs cheer. Caption: “Her exultant dream of freedom ended—a helpless captive in the desert wastes.”




Of course the audience could not be expected to sympathize with a heathen Arab. The sheik therefore is soon revealed to be a decent European after all: “His father was an Englishman, his mother a Spaniard.” With any suggestions of “miscegenation” out of the way, romance can flourish. But first the woman-as-defective-male gun symbolism is pushed to the hilt. The captive Diana asks: “Why have you brought me here?” and he responds: “Are you not woman enough to know?” But of course she isn’t: after all, she is a new woman. He tauntingly weighs her gun in his hands, looks at it, and laughs deprecatingly. His own equipment is so much better! Diana panics and grabs a dagger in a last stab at phallic competency, but the sheik takes it from her effortlessly. A man in total control, he can now wait until Diana begs him to take her. “If I choose, I can make you love me,” he says, grinning. Not yet completely tamed, she foolishly shoots back a pitiful new-woman blank: “I would rather you’d kill me.”




But in fact Diana’s passion is already double-edged. She loves the sheik, even if she doesn’t know it yet. Lucky for her he’s not a real Arab, for as a caption informs us: “When an Arab sees a woman he wants, he takes her!” The evil Omair is just such a savage. It is his role to make Diana realize that it is better to be taken by a European in Semitic disguise than by a real Arab in heat. But first Adolphe Menjou in the role of Raoul de St. Hubert, a suave French novelist and friend of the sheik, teaches her the facts of nature. Says Diana, her feminism fading: “The men in my life have been anything but tender and faithful.” Raoul the Wise knows why: “Unfortunately, beautiful women provoke in some men all that is base in their characters.” She: “And the woman pays for the beauty God has given her.”




When it appears that an accident might have befallen the sheik who keeps her prisoner, Diana’s response is that of a worried lover. She realizes that Ahmed is the sheik-Adonis of her dreams. He, meanwhile, returning unexpectedly, overhears her expressions of concern for his welfare and realizes that he has conquered. He therefore gives her back her gun. Diana, on her part, recognizes that from now on that gun is his gun, there to protect her from his competition. After all, there is still a world full of real Arabs out there, lusting after white womanhood. Rape was filmic fun for the viewers only when shown to be truly therapeutic, a ritual to bring a wayward woman back into the domestic fold. The “lower races” had no right to use such tactics. Diana therefore behaves like a doctrinal eugenicist when Omair manages to capture her. Being ravished by Valentino was one thing, but defilement by an actual Semite quite another. She orders Ahmeds servant to shoot her with the gun Ahmed has just returned to her. Ahmeds trusty servant, however, is killed before he can do so.




Omair, on his part, doesn’t care a whit about eugenics. He takes Diana to his lair and is about to have his way with her when the sheik rushes in and kills him. Ahmed is conveniently wounded in the process, and this allows Diana to show that, notwithstanding her pseudophallic past, she can be as good a Florence Nightingale as any other subservient virgin. The film ends with the joyful recovery of the European sheik, who, upon waking, murmurs to his nurse: “Diana, my beloved! The darkness has passed, and now the sunshine.” Once more we fade upon a world in which men have conquered the feminine night.




The film version of The Sheik was based on the British romance writer Edith Hull’s potboiler of the same title. Published in January 1921, the book had gone through more than fifty printings by year’s end. Hull had emphasized the young Diana’s “manlike qualities.” In the opening pages of the book a gossipy American remarks that Diana was “not a very human girl” and that “she was sure meant to be a boy and changed at the last moment. She looks like a boy in petticoats, a damned pretty boy—and a damned haughty one.” Diana considers herself one of the boys: “A man to me is just a companion with whom I ride or shoot or fish; a pal, a comrade, and that’s just all there is to it. God made me a woman. Why, only He knows.” (11) Much of this is conveyed in the film by the convenient visual shorthand of the phallic revolver.




The setup of The Sheik, therefore, was a standard tomboy-on-the-verge-of-sexual-awakening ploy. All Diana needed to become a decent reproductive woman was the attention of someone more manly than she considered herself to be. This has remained one of the most popular of our cultural myths, designed to encourage women to think that they cannot be “complete” until they have been swept off their feet by “a real man,” who will force them to face up to the iron will of “nature.” The ravisher, of course, should always fall just short of actual rape in his attempts to transform his tomboy into a mother-woman. The Cary Grant or Clark Gable spanking-the-rebelhous-leading-lady scene standard in Thirties and Forties Hollywood comedies of manners was soon to become a convenient shorthand for the constant reiteration of this social directive.




Dianas trajectory was no different from that of thousands of other heroines who had to be slapped around a bit to learn their lessons of submission. The Sheik, in book and film alike, exploited the period’s fascination with sex as violence and its accompanying premise that “primitives,” being “closer to nature,” must be better at the roughhouse behavior needed to jump-start a tomboy’s sexual awakening than “civilized” men (“real” Arabs, in Hull’s story, were invariably violent, childish, foolish, selfish, and lecherous). Such suggestions added just enough spice to make this run-of-the-mill novel into a popular hit. Intimations of violation were everywhere: the sheik, for instance, observes Diana “with fierce burning eyes that swept her until she felt that the boyish clothes that covered her slender limbs were stripped from her, leaving the beautiful white body bare under his passionate stare.” (56—7)




Hull made Diana—and her readers—wallow in lurid masochistic fantasies of “therapeutic” rape:






The flaming light of desire burning in his eyes turned her sick and faint. Her body throbbed with the consciousness of a knowledge that appalled her. She understood his purpose with a horror that made each separate nerve in her system shrink against the understanding that had come to her under the consuming fire of his ardent gaze, and in the fierce embrace that was drawing her shaking limbs closer and closer against the man’s own pulsating body. She writhed in his arms as he crushed her to him in a sudden access of possessive passion. His head bent slowly down to her, his eyes burned deeper, and, held immovable, she endured the first kiss she had ever received. And the touch of his scorching lips, the clasp of his arms, the close union with his warm, strong body robbed her of all strength, of all power of resistance. (58)







Such overwriting has become the stock-in-trade of today’s “bodice ripper” romances for women.




Hull was only one of numerous women writers who exploited the cultural normalization of the dominance and submission imperatives of late-nineteenth-century imperialism, a normalization that had forced women to find erotic pleasure in being “colonized.” Such celebrations of feminine submission helped disguise the economic motives underlying the adolescent woman’s confinement to the realm of reproductive domesticity as “biological predestination” and helped turn an ideological theorem into an inherent feminine rite of passage. These narratives told young women, over and over again, that what they craved was the “romance” of violent erotic seduction. A man unwilling to “assert” himself, a man who failed to take away the tomboy’s gun, was a “female man,” a wimp to be avoided for eugenic reasons. Untold numbers of books and movies patterned after The Sheik taught women to see the sexual violence done to them as a proof of their lovers’ “manhood.”




Thus the masterful rapist with a will and a phallus of steel, able to beat “the man” out of his woman with a loving daddy’s concern for the “biological needs” of his wife, became the “romantic” idol of women everywhere. This Valentino syndrome required that a “true” man be passionate yet a transcendent “Aryan” at heart. He must have his “anima,” his effeminate side, firmly under control and be sternly paternal in rationing his munificent contributions to her needs. The true male was both a ravisher and a father surrogate. He was the animus figure (“Beat me Daddy, Eight to the Bar” was the title of a popular hit of the Thirties), who soon came to be regarded by early-twentieth-century women as a shamanistic guide in their rite of passage to motherhood. Masochism, like sadism, is a metaphoric response, an imaginative adjustment of human expectations to environmental conditions. It is dependent on constant reinforcement. It is not an “archetypal psychological necessity” or a biological need.




The very survival of imperialism as a system of control depended on the evolutionists’ dreams of a world of radical inequalities among individuals. In 1921, the year of The Sheik, Madison Grant, in his preface to the fourth edition of The Passing of the Great Race, proudly announced that genetics had taught Americans that “to admit the unchangeable differentiation of race in its modern scientific meaning is to admit inevitably the existence of superiority in one race and of inferiority in another.” This project of education, he said, had at last “been accomplished thoroughly.” The sociobiologists’ unfaltering delineation of inherent social patterns of dominance and submission had even led “the Congress of the United States to adopt discriminatory and restrictive measures against the immigration of undesirable races and peoples.” (xxviii—xxix)




The image of the sheik, the domestication of the Valentino syndrome, the psychiatric apotheosis of feminine masochism, of the need for feminine “castration,” for mental (if not actual) clitoridectomy, for the social regulation of penis envy, the tomboy s rape, the ritual murder of women s creative erotic imagination—all were metaphoric representations of a gynecidal mind-set directly parallel to, and originating directly in, the racist agenda of imperialist evolutionist genetics.




The artificial separation between science and “the emotions” to which we have become accustomed in this century has thus seen to it that the tendentious evolutionist metaphors produced by biology, psychology, medicine, and genetics continue to interfere with the concept of true gender equality even today.




For if as the century progressed it gradually became acceptable to mistake the good woman for a woman of easy virtue at first, the good girl-bad girl dichotomy always remained in force. In the long run a woman might be permitted to be modern, vivacious, charming—even quick-witted sometimes—but only if in the end she revealed herself to be a sexual innocent who had merely been mistaken for evil. Vile vampires who might, at first, seem innocent and pure, only to be ultimately revealed as destroyers, were also added to the pop-cultural repertoire.




Fritz Langs Metropolis (1926) played on both of these themes. The German director s science fiction parable contained dramatic imagery of the economic exploitation of the working classes, and this helped what was in fact a profoundly sexist and elitist film gain a reputation as a progressive social manifesto. But to point out that workers who are exploited can become dangerous is not necessarily an indication of humane intentions. In the decades around the turn of the century, numerous religious, politically conservative, or at most mildly socially aware writers had cautioned the Sumnerite captains of industry against limitless overexploitation of the working classes. Most were concerned that such ruthless social Darwinism would lead to a class war of major proportions. Workers treated like wild animals in chains and goaded beyond further endurance might break their bonds and make mincemeat of the evolutionary elite. The general tenor of such admonitions was: be kind to your servants, scratch their backs a bit from time to time, and they will be more productive, more useful to you. It was, in essence, a commonsense approach to slave management—still a popular argument in favor of social reform in political circles.




This was also the social message of Metropolis. Lang made use of the period s most egregious platitudes about the good girl-bad girl poles of species evolution and degeneration. Thea von Harbou, Langs wife, who wrote the screenplay, was as adept as Edith Hull at exploiting the reigning social prejudices regarding the role of women in society. It is impossible to deny the visual power of Metropolis’s images. Within the context of modernist criticism, the success of those central images has been sufficient to establish Langs film as a “work of art.” One can argue about that assessment, but the film certainly is an extremely effective diatribe against women as active participants in political life. Its social values are no different from those of Cabiria, but instead of Cabiria, future hope of the Italian nation, we are offered Maria, whose saintly name indicates the religious nature of her maternal task as caretaker of orphaned children. Instead of Sophonisba, the woman with the African womb, we are offered the prototypical twentieth-century sexual Robot, a nightmare image of the “mechanistic” reproductive evil of woman. Even the Moloch of Cabiria makes a virtually unaltered appearance as a mechanized vagina dentata, when the young hero imagines the giant machines whose pistons chew up workers by the dozens to be a gaping and devouring mouth.




In Metropolis the standard soon-to-be-saintly mother-woman is identified as the “real Maria,” while the robot, designed to be her double, is the “false Maria.” The robot, even in its original, undisguised, form, is unmistakably feminine, with pronounced breasts and a stylishly bobbed hairdo. A creature of gleaming silver metal, she is the immediate precursor of, and no doubt also one of the sources for, the eroticized robot women of recent American comic books and heavy-metal album covers. The hyperdeveloped, polished-steel females designed by todays Japanese commercial artists probably also find their fetishistic roots in the robot vampire of Metropolis. This genealogy is significant, for it shows that the early twentieth century’s virgin/vampire dichotomy helped shape todays pervasive male fantasy of the sexual woman as a Frankenstein creation—a robotic expression of natures reproductive mechanisms. The point of such fetishization is always that if you awaken a woman’s sexuality, you create a monster—a creature that should be mechanical and predictable in its responses, yet inevitably tends to get out of control after seminal lubrication. Man’s “vitalizing electricity,” could easily turn into a “Mother Jekyll” serum. Such potions awaken Mrs. Hyde, nature’s erotic tarantula, the organic machine, the automatic lover who will bite your head off. The “awakened” woman is the contemporary metal monster, the gigantic, relentlessly egg-laying ur- mother of the H. R. Giger-inspired “aliens” Sigourney Weaver keeps trying to ward off in outer space.




The false Maria of Metropolis is a direct precursor to all these mechanical brides of the twentieth-century male imagination, and the story of her creation is a prototypical expression of the mixed sexual longing and fear that brought these mutant android women into being. Freder, naive son of the ruthless master of Metropolis, is stirred into action against his father by the appearance of saintly Maria (childlike, flatchested, modestly dressed, and virginal). She is a Florence Nightingale who cares for orphan children. Smitten, Freder goes in search of her, discovering in the process the industrial stratification of Metropolis: the masters live above the machines, and the machines are hidden “far underground, yet high above the workers’ city.”




Deep down in this inhospitable womb of the earth, Maria edifies the worn-out masses with biblical stories that carry the message that “between the brain that plans and the hands that build there must be a mediator. It is the heart that must bring about an understanding between them.” Freder has no doubt that Maria is this heart. Above ground, however, his dad, the brain, schemes to eliminate the heart. To this end, John Fredersen, master of Metropolis, visits Rotwang, the prototypical cinematic mad inventor, who has “created a machine in the image of man, that never tires or makes mistakes.” More than an ideal worker, this is the ideal woman of every man’s dreams: a robot with breasts and bobbed hair, a metal flapper. Rotwang needs just another twenty-four hours to produce “a machine which no one will be able to tell from a human being.” Fredersen, annoyed by Maria’s social activism, tells Rotwang: “make your robot in the likeness of that girl.... I will send the robot down to the workers, to sow discord among them and destroy their confidence in Maria.”




A virtuous romance, chastely lit by the Cross, barely has time to bloom between Freder and Maria before Rotwang captures her. In an incredibly drawn-out sequence (it lasts a full three minutes), Lang exploited his audiences’ various rape fantasies in every possible fashion: close-ups of Maria’s panicking face as she realizes she is being stalked; shot after shot of her heaving, terrorized (yet modestly dressed) torso; the beam of Rotwang’s flashlight almost literally “pinning” her to the wall. We see her desperately running, stumbling, and bouncing into rocks; the light beam exposes her body, “undressing” her as it crawls over her desperate form. This is one of the most implicitly violent, most exploitative “rape” scenes the movies have yet produced, a sequence that was to show several future generations of movie directors how to exploit sadomasochism in the name of virtue.




But Lang still had not finished his rape. We are shown poor, saintly Maria, desperate in Rotwang’s laboratory, continuing her struggle. Rot- wang, grimacing, says, “Come, I’m going to make the robot look like you,” as he throws his body on top of hers. Freder, passing by, hears her scream but is helpless against the mad scientist’s tricks. Rotwang places the saintly Maria horizontally in a glass contraption and duplicates her outward form. Levers are switched, fluids bubble, electricity sparks. Rings of “magnetism” run up and down the robot. In her chest a heart begins to pound: the false Maria has come to Efe.




At once we realize that this Maria, unlike her holy namesake, is a lecherous, vicious creature, for her eyes are ringed with kohl. They glitter with feverish passion. The real Maria’s head slips sideways: she is unconscious—the primal feminine element, held so virtuously under control by this heroically evolved woman, has been transferred to the metal body of the False Maria.




Thus begins the reign of the vampire woman over the workers of Metropolis. The robot Maria is brought to Fredersen, and though she is wearing the real Marias virtuous dress, we suddenly realize that this Maria has breasts, and that her clothes are oddly disheveled. A provocative, lewd smirk distorts her vampire face. Her body loudly shouts “come hither.” “She’s perfect,” Fredersen remarks, and he orders: “Now go down to the workers and undo Maria’s teaching; stir them up to criminal acts.”




It is clear that the false Maria won’t have any trouble doing so. We see the evil, kohl-eyed vampire in close-up. She winks obscenely. When young Freder rushes in, he sees the would-be Maria and his father in a vile embrace (a last-straw perversion of woman’s sacred motherhood role). Distraught, the young man faints. His ensuing fever dream turns fantasy into cinematic reality, and is meant to edify the viewers about the primal nature of woman stripped of all societal controls and inhibitions. We are shown a nightclub act attended by the bon ton of Metropolis. The false Maria begins a seductive dance, backlit to reveal the outlines of her body. The trappings are Art Nouveau sliding into Art Deco. The men of the elite are mesmerized. In the vampire woman’s dance only her lower body moves—her loins become an image of the grasping womb of nature in action. Her breasts, even more pronounced now, are bare, except for what appear to be metal pasties. Freder panics in his sickbed: he has seen a sexual demon in the body of the virtuous mother-woman. Can this nightmare be as real as the mind’s movie shows it to be?




True bestiality now drives the false Maria wild. Virtually naked, she takes on every pose the period s popular artists had been able to devise to convey the vampire’s sexual hunger. She sits on her haunches and swirls her upper torso. Then the screen dissolves into a semiabstract nightmare of glittering vampire eyes. We see her open her legs and reveal the hollow portal of her loins. The mouth of Moloch is about to open. Freder sits bolt upright in bed, panic sweeping over him. He realizes civilization is about to be dragged back into the jungle. Again we see the false Maria, in a perfect Art Deco pose, her thighs wide apart, riding on a serpentine dragon, its venal mouth of lust wide open. Its coils are everywhere. The vampire Maria, legs still spread apart, her sex elevated to the center of the screen, has become the idol of eroticism enthroned as the leaders of Metropolis rush forward and stretch their arms out to her.




Metropolis, like so many ambitious silent movies, was over three hours long in its original form. About two hours of it have survived various cuttings. Even so, there are plenty of special effects and action sequences to keep its viewers from getting bored. But in the end the false Maria does what she was supposed to do—she drives the obtuse workers, male and female, into a revolutionary frenzy. Crazed, they destroy the machines that keep their living quarters from being flooded by groundwater. They are, after all, little more than savages and hence easily excited and deluded. They even forget their own children. These children are, of course, rescued by the real Maria, who has finally broken out of her confinement. She is aided by Freder: once more the bourgeois nuclear family saves the day—the heart has mediated between brain and loins.




The workers, thinking that their children have drowned, burn the vampire Maria as a witch. She laughs satanically while the fire consumes her. At last we see her return to her robotic metal shell. The witch of female sexuality is dead. Rotwang, meanwhile, realizing that he has been exposed, runs off with the real Maria, Hunchback of Notre Dame-style, to the top of the cathedral, only to be dispatched by Freder after much cliff-hanging. Tender embraces. Fredersen senior and the foreman of the workers confront each other. Maria pleads with the leader s son: “There can be no understanding between the hands and the brain unless the heart acts as a mediator.” Saintly, sexless femininity, saved from the clutches of Rotwang, prevails: the son, enlightened by the real Maria, joins the hands of the foreman and his father. The millennium at hand, we fade to black.




Metropolis thus graphically illustrates how, toward the end of the Twenties, the themes of economic imperialism and gender depredation had come to overlap quite consciously in the thinking of many The vampire woman had become a political subversive, determined to manipulate the inferior mind of the worker. Like the colonized “lower races,” she was an incarnation of Kiplings rabid leper, a Sally Lung threatening to infect the Western male with the mark of the beast. The vampire woman and the worker were two of a kind, both driven by blind animal instinct. David Starr Jordan, the “liberal” first president of Stanford University, had already dismissed this stratum of labor in society in his treatise The Blood of the Nation (1902). He had ridiculed “the conventional literature of sympathy” for portraying this irredeemable segment of society as consisting of workmen “brutalized by machinery.” The laborer was responsible for his own fate. “If it should be that his kind is increasing, it is because his betters are not. It is not that his back is bent by centuries of toil. He was not born oppressed. Heredity carries over not oppression, but those qualities of mind and heart which invite or which defy oppression.” Therefore, the fact that the worker “is ‘chained to the wheel of labor’ is the result, not the cause of his impotence.” (22–3)




The workers in Lang’s film were exactly such “primitive, aboriginal” creatures as Jordan had sketched: “ox-like” and “gazing with lackluster eye upon the things about” them. They were undifferentiated mass-men. Metropolis does not advocate their liberation; it only argues that working them to death will drive them to desperate actions. Left alone, they are not even capable of tending to such fundamental human concerns as the care and well-being of their own children. Siegfried Kracauer pointed out as early as 1947 that though “on the surface, it seems that Freder has converted his father; in reality, the industrialist has outwitted his son. The concession he makes amounts to a policy of appeasement that not only prevents the workers from winning their cause, but enables him to tighten his grip on them.” (163) Clearly these workers needed to be guided by a tyrant able to channel their primitive passions in a cost-efficient manner. Otherwise the vampire of socialism, the false Maria, would be able to rouse them to a blind revolt against authority and precipitate a cataclysm in which all would be lost.




Metropolis showed that socialism was an artificial creation, a robot designed by a subversive degenerate who combined masculine intellect with feminine cunning, a man whose half-evolved brain was capable of cabalistic scheming. This creature was Rotwang, the mad scientist, a man just far enough up the ladder of evolution to understand the uses of knowledge but not sufficiently advanced to be able to grasp that science must be used only to maintain social order in the service of the evolutionary elite. Rotwang had given the false Maria phony outward Aryan genetic credentials to obscure her perverse natural inclination to drive society back into the world of (feminine) chaos. As heathen thief of the real Maria’s Christian virtue, Rotwang was clearly the most dangerous cog in the wheel of human evolution.




It has been suggested that Adolf Hitler was so impressed with Metropolis that, as soon as the Nazis had come to power in Germany, he told his propaganda minister, Joseph Goebbels, to ask Lang to make movies for the Reich. And why not? Lang’s earlier Wagnerian films had been full of Nordic heroics. Presumably Lang declined and escaped to the United States. The story is most likely apocryphal, but it is, even so, a telling parable about the propagandistic implications of Lang’s films. Moreover, Lang’s wife, Thea von Harbou, who, as Kracauer pointed out, “was not only sensitive to all undercurrents of the time, but indiscriminately passed on whatever happened to haunt her imagination,” (162) clearly understood that the glory days of Aryan expression still lay ahead. She split up with her husband, joined the Nazi party, and stayed with the dominant pulse of the moment.




Indeed, Harbou and Lang had sketched Rotwang just right for the mood of the times. He was an evil magician, an erotic necromancer, a sinister creature out of the past who straddled two cultures. He gave a clue to his nature when he decorated his door with a pentagram as if it were a mezuzah. When he placed a second huge pentagram behind the robot of sexuality, the false Maria he was about to create, most viewers undoubtedly confused the satanic sign with the Star of David, secret symbol of the worldwide conspiracy of Fu Manchu, Dracula, Svengall—and Rotwang, that most evil of interlopers, the eternal Jew.




In her novelization of the screenplay for Metropolis (1926), Harbou was even more explicit. She had described Rotwang’s lair as a hotbed of reversive degeneracy in the midst of the modern city: “Set into the black wood of the door stood, copper-red, mysterious, the seal of Solomon, the pentagram. It was said that a magician, who came from the East (and in the tracks of whom the plague wandered) had built the house in seven days.” (47) Harbou thus made it clear that Rotwang, as the contemporary incarnation of this pestilent magician—was a brother of Nosferatu, the plague-ridden Semitic erotomane brought to the screen just four years earlier by F. W. Murnau. Rotwang, Harbou emphasized over and over again, was an incarnation of the Wandering Jew, poisoning the modern world with the womb-driven passions of Istar— Huneker s Esther Brandes—whoremother of Babylon, infected carrier of the past, emissary of a cursed race marked by the devil s sign, marked by Solomon’s seal.
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Hollywood as the prowling ground of the Jew and his helpmate,
the sexual woman with her phallic snake. This 1939 handbill,
widely distributed on the West Coast by the “Anti-Communist
Federation,” was reproduced in the March 6, 1939, issue of Life.
The handbill’s text is an Aryan call to arms: “Christian
Vigilantes Arise! Buy gentile, employ gentile, vote gentile. Boycott
the Movies! Hollywood is the Sodom and Gomorrah where
International Jewry controls vice, dope, gambling.”






      

    

  
    
      

IX. Rigging the Great Race Against the Beautiful and Damned: The Cultural Genetics of Unclean Women and Emasculate Men




During the 1920s the “scientific” racism of genetics took center stage in the imagination of the “Nordic” world. Biology teamed up with medicine, psychoanalysis, and anthropology to codify the laws of evolutionary inequality separating the Aryan male from all other branches of humanity. In the United States a consensus was building that the tight legislative curbs being instituted on immigration from all areas beyond Western Europe would not be enough to protect America from contamination by the agents of reversion. Moreover, the scientists were worried that even the acculturated females of the master race could be turned into tools of the world s collectivist conspiracy. After all, it had been demonstrated beyond a reasonable doubt that “women in all human races, as the females among all mammals, tend to exhibit the older, more generalized and primitive traits of the past of the race,” as Madison Grant emphasized. (The Passing of the Great Race, 27) Nordics could not rest easily next to their blonde goddesses, for if they did not watch out, these apparent angels might slip back into their primitive ways and drag the male of the Aryan species down with them.




This was a far more urgent matter than most people thought, for, as Edward M. East of Harvard pointed out in his book Heredity and Human Affairs (1927), manhood had not yet become fully triumphant in the battle of the sexes: “What we must hold fast is that the two sexual states, maleness and femaleness, are not mutually exclusive. They are quantitative characters like many others with which the geneticist has to deal.” Consequently the sexual struggle and the racial struggle shared the same metaphors. “The germ-cells in numerous species,” said East, had come to determine gender by inheriting specific “qualities which in ordinary circumstances hold the balance of power in the control of sex. Generally speaking, they cast the deciding vote; but there may be a recount.”




Such homely social metaphors of human election suggested that “the balance of power” in the evolutionary struggle could shift at a moment s notice. If males failed to maintain their manly vigilance, they might wake up one day to discover that they had become female. Who could argue with the imagery of a Harvard professor? “One may think of men and women as possessing attributes both of maleness and femaleness,” professor East pointed out. “The controlling power which makes one actually a man and the other actually a woman is the inherited constitution. The possessor of one X chromosome is a man, the possessor of two X chromosomes is a woman.” This chromosome distribution had “shifted the balance of conditions” so much “that no environmental changes can reverse it.” Yet “in some of the lower animals the balance of the sex complex is not shifted thus far by the particular inheritance received. Under extraordinary circumstances, conditions may be such that the sex is really changed.” (81) East, who emphasized that he regarded African-Americans as a genetically deprived “lower species,” in this manner meant to suggest that any sustained alliance of the sort James Gibbons Huneker had described between Esther Brandes and the “monstrous African” of Painted Veils could only result in a reversal of the balance of power in the great struggle for life among chromosomes and bring back the deficient world of “woman-rule.” To the lay reader of the period, such suggestions intimated that even if humanity were not immediately in danger of reverting to the bisexual instability of the lower organisms, sexual “subversion” could still take a far more subtle route. Medical science had shown that indiscriminate indulgence permitted women to absorb ever more of their mates’ “masculinity.” Thus, from a biological point of view, women were growing stronger the more promiscuous they were, while men could only grow weaker with each encounter. Chromosomal war waged on the battleground of sex must therefore inevitably end in the triumph of regressive feminine characteristics.




Fortunately it was also true, Ellsworth Huntington of Yale reassured his readers in The Character of Races (1924), that given their hard-core hatred of men, “the women who stand strongly for women’s rights are rarely the mothers of the next generation.” Good, passive motherwomen were the ones most likely to pass on “their qualities to the next generation.” He suggested that feminism was a form of autogynecide.






Let the present rapid process of selecting the strong-minded women for destruction and the gentler, less aggressive ones for motherhood continue a few generations, and the banner of feminism will have to be hung on the wall—an interesting trophy. No type can persist long if it is rigorously picked out for destruction whenever it appears. (361)







In the phrasing of this last sentence there is an ominous intimation, to be found time and again in the writings of the period’s academics, that if nature had any trouble weeding out “undesirables” by this process of “natural selection,” science should step in and help speed up the process.




But if hard-core, man-hating feminists had already been “rigorously picked out for destruction” by natural selection—or rather by the absence thereof—what about the man-eating, praying mantis—like, masculinized sexual women? What about the biological spermatophages of human society—what about Istar, Huneker’s transitional sexual vampire of race and sex, the lusting woman who constantly gained creative and economic strength by replenishing the primitive masculine energies within her? Men rather enjoyed thinking of themselves as providers, as long as they were in charge of disbursements and their women remained undemanding slaves to their sheiks. But Istar transformed herself into a flapper just around the time Huneker was writing about her, and became a new economic hazard in the day-to-day Efe experience of the average American male. In this new incarnation she took various shapes. She could be a heartless temptress with money on her mind, a funloving ingenue in search of a sugar daddy, a tomboy in need of reproductive comeuppance, or a social climber in search of “standing.” But in all these cases she was no longer a mythic figure. Instead, she had settled into the house next door or, occasionally, the one across the tracks. Domesticated in this fashion, she lost her larger-than-life quality, if not her predatory nature.




Of course the materialistic, money-hungry social climber had by no means been a stranger to later-nineteenth-century culture. But she had been a familiar social type, well understood and posing little real danger to men, since her motives and her price were part of the general order of society. Edith Wharton, in The House of Mirth (1905), effectively documented the fading glories of this older type in the sad decline of Lily Bart. Medicines “real” vampire of essence was beginning her ascendance at just about the time of Lily’s demise. At first an almost mythic creature of evil herself, her secondary economic purpose had begun to take center stage by the time she came to be portrayed as Gloria, the beautiful and damnable principal female protagonist of Fitzgerald’s novel of 1922. The Glorias of the Twenties were to combine the social skills of Lily Bart with the sexual prowess of the vampire of essence. But the new breed of domesticated predators began to show an ever more immediate preference for their victims’ financial assets rather than their vital essence. This created consternation among the men of the period. Overtly sexual transactions, after all, had been a matter of conscious choice. If you let yourself be despoiled by the vampire of essence, you were going to have to pay the economic piper. The Lily Barts, too, had still engaged in a well-regulated social commerce with its own set requirements. Women who did not stick to the rules were thrown out of the game, as Lily learned the hard way.




But now women were changing the rules. They seemed to have come to understand that economic potency represented an even quicker avenue to social “manhood” than access to the male’s precious essence, with its attendant reproductive hazards. If semen, blood, and “gold” formed the social measure of a man, why not start with the gold, they seemed to be thinking. This thoroughly modern entrepreneurial spirit among the seminal predators of men’s fears undermined their fantasy quotient. Such an attitude was much too prosaic to invite direct translation into the sadomasochistic metaphors of masculine sociosexual selfjustification.




Istar’s other side, therefore, that “real” vampire of the 1910s personified by Theda Bara, the woman of “Arab Death,” reverted to her symbolical roots and once again took up shop in the movies and the pulp culture of the Twenties as the favorite fantasy nemesis of growing boys and frustrated young men. Taking her cue from She, La, Salome, and the many other mythic decapitators of the fin de siècle, she followed H. Rider Haggard, Edgar Rice Burroughs, and Abraham Merritt into the abyss of the masculine imagination. Here, driven by the spidery hunger coursing restlessly through her blood, she could be found dancing wildly under the moon to the primitive rhythms of African drums—a fact amply documented in thousands of popular magazines, books, and movies. She became once more the spider woman, the tiger cat, the serpent goddess, the brain eater, the moon menace, the cat woman, the crawling curse, the eternal She Who Must Be Obeyed, the chameleonic female animal who turned men into beasts with her “maw of sex”—the fearful vagina dentata nestled in her loins.




But the “real” vampires of the first twenty years of the century, by fusing with the Lily Barts of the fin de siècle, also mutated into the domesticated, but very practical, materialistic “gold diggers” of the Twenties and Thirties. If the out-and-out sexual women of the earlier decade had been strict anthropophages, intent first and foremost upon satisfying the hunger of Gaia’s African womb, the gold diggers of the Twenties took their cue from Undine Spragg, the antiheroine of Wharton’s The Custom of the Country (1913). But where vulgar Undine had a wealthy father, the gold diggers mostly came from poor lower-middle-class and working-class backgrounds and had to use their ample intelligence in concert with their ample curves to gain the perquisites of wealth. Their conscious subversion of the erotic scenarios of their suitors was a factor of their recognition that the way to a man’s bank account ran through his vanity.




Sometime during the late Twenties the Haldeman-Julius Company of Girard, Kansas, published a “Little Blue Book” with the title Confessions of a Gold Digger. These pamphlet-length, pocket-size “Blue Books” were among the period’s most sensational publishing success stories. Widely read and ubiquitously advertised, they served as “how-to” manuals to millions, covering virtually every topic under the sun, from wood-working to spiritual enlightenment, and from stockmarket strategies to psychoanalysis. Even Havelock Ellis contributed a handful. They were the “home university” of many of America’s “self-made” men.




The author of Confessions of a Gold Digger, Betty van Deventer (she also contributed such titles as How to Get a Husband and Why Wives Leave Home), set out to teach the undecided among her female contemporaries that gold digging was the best road to financial independence for a sensible young woman. She pointedly addressed the moral qualms a woman might have about the procedure required to extract coin from a mans trousers. She admitted,






until I was old enough to vote, I had a romantic attitude concerning the relationships between women and men. I was, in other words, a feminist. “Fair play,” “Equality of the Sexes” and “Economic Independence for Women” were sonorous phrases which captured my adolescent imagination. The world was a Garden of Eden in which Eve picked her own apple.







But she soon found out that the more independent a woman proved to be, the more certain it was she would fall on her face in the “warlike world of business.”




“I know of many instances of women,” she pointed out, “who are more competent than men in competition in business affairs, yet few of these women are offered the same opportunities as the men.” (3–7) Van Deventer soon found out that an intelligent woman most often found herself having to settle for being a secretary—a badly paid intellectual prostitute to some dim-witted male—or be forced to act the clinging vine to a husband “who pats her head and thinks how dear and dependent his little girl is.” (21)




Van Deventer knew that nature had endowed her “with tempestuous health and a prairie stature,” as well as a cool and collected practical sensibility. If she played “the role of the drooping violet,” that was not likely to produce “any but a laughing effect” in those who saw her. (7) Her career as a gold digger had given her a chance to use her intelligence, become financially independent, and demonstrate to herself that she could run rings around most men in the realm of emotional manipulation. It allowed her to regain a little self-respect in a world that characterized women as little more than helpless children. “I love nothing better than to outwit or outthink a man,” she asserted with obvious pleasure. (10)




A sensible woman with a lust for life, van Deventer remarked, soon realized that “every man may be reached in his own way. If one is sagacious, one has only to discover the weakness of the particular man, and pounce upon that.” (5) Her Little Blue Book was a compendium of handy hints for gold diggers, a sterling example of “a modern business method” adapted to the gender wars. There was no need to feel qualms about this manner of commerce: “A merchant is considered clever who outwits his opponent. Man and woman are opponents in this economic era.” (30) Since men insisted on falling in love with women who played the shrinking violet, the dolts should be given what they wanted. “I trade not upon sex but upon femininity,” van Deventer emphasized. (13)




Gold diggers were, she pointed out, merely modern women who had learned to roll with the punches of gender injustice: “Is there not some quality of beauty in their clever schemes to make the man, any man, pay for a change?” But to succeed in this project of revenge, the gold digger must “not fall heir to sentimentality which blinds her emotions.” She must know what she wants and go “after it without apology, even to herself.” Men who wanted to be fawned upon and flattered, or treated like a daddy or a son by the women in their lives got what they deserved in the arms of a gold digger. False values produced false emotions: “The really proficient gold digger is made, not born.” (13–14) And van Deventer concluded her manifesto by asserting that gold digging had made her more realistic, more practical, more self-reliant:






A woman is still at a great disadvantage in the economic world, and I think gold digging is a just compensation. Possibly as women begin to receive more equal pay for equal work, and as big business lets in more women into the big, paying executive positions, there will be fewer gold diggers. (31)







But for the moment there was little evidence that things would change.




Van Deventer’s pamphlet effectively voiced the economic dilemma of intelligent early-twentieth-century women. As an exponent of “hard-boiled gold digging,” (23) she exposed the economic basis for the period’s conflicts of gender. Implicitly she also revealed the close similarities between the socioeconomic position of most women and the colonized “lower races,” who were called upon to engage in similar patterns of flattery and deception to keep their heads above water, for she stressed that a gold digger, for all her machinations and apparent power, remained merely an upper servant in the household of the imperial male. She was forced to play the role of a silent subversive. She kept her willfully suppressed intelligence active by stealing crumbs from the master’s table and thumbing her nose at him behind his back. She was a woman with sweetness on her tongue and disdain in her heart: “I always listen with almost reverence to any opinion which a man states, no matter how silly or erroneous I may know it to be.” (13)




The gold digger of the Twenties and Thirties, then, was an economic terrorist invading the realm of the imperial male, a psychological interloper, a true Bolshevik of gender—and there is every indication that during the period of her reign she was often perceived as such by the men around her. She was even becoming an actual political danger, for in victimizing her masters, she mercilessly satirized their expectations of what a woman should be. By emphasizing this aspect, van Deventer’s little pamphlet gives us a far better insight into the actual mind-set of the Twenties’ gold digger than Anita Loos’s far more famous Gentlemen Prefer Blondes of 1925.




It is not surprising that Loos’s satire should have been a big hit, for her portrayal of Lorelei Lee as “the dumbest blonde of all” allowed the sophisticates of the Twenties to believe that they had their women well in hand. Van Deventer made it a point to warn that Loos’s Lorelei was not a useful role model “for a young aspirant. Too many instances in her experience are unreal.” But Loos had adopted the male point of view, reassuring the readers that the gold digger was indeed “as dumb as she should be” to fulfill her function in boy-toy land. In retrospect, what is perhaps most interesting about Loos’s book is her scathing antifeminine stance, which she had developed, as she was to admit in her retrospective preface to a 1963 reissue of her novel, partly in response to her amazement at the sort of attention she, who carried her intelligence on her sleeve, did not get from the men around her, while a woman she had come to regard as “the dumbest blonde of all” had “bewitched” even H. L. Mencken, her good friend and idol and “one of the keenest minds of our era.” Mencken, she added, “liked me very much indeed; but in the matter of sentiment he preferred a witless blonde.” When she wrote Gentlemen Prefer Blondes, she used Mencken’s current flame as a model, “for I wanted Lorelei to be a symbol of the lowest possible mentality of our nation.” Thus Loos’s “revenge” on the gold digger, eagerly appropriated by Hollywood, has deliberately skewed our perception of the motives of these female sexual entrepreneurs of the Twenties and Thirties.




But when Loos declared, with what was meant to be heavy irony, that she had “stumbled on an important scientific fact” (11—13) in her assessment of generic male attraction to blondes during the early Twenties, she was actually far closer to the social “truth” of the time than she recalled in 1963. The Twenties were the heyday of the “Nordic” genetic ideal. Mendelian biology insisted that proper dimorphic development of men and women was of absolute importance to “race balance.” The dumb blonde was seen as the most genuinely advanced product of female genetic evolution. She was the Twenties’ equivalent of the midnineteenth-century women who had tried to prove their “value” in bourgeois society by adopting a “cult of invalidism.”




The dumb blonde was the ideal Aryan reproductive female, the passive-instinctive maternal nymphomaniac whose long, naturally blonde hair (bleached blondes were obvious frauds) guaranteed her Nordic master-race credentials. Her public displays of inanity showed how far she had developed into pure “femininity.” To be seen with one of these creatures on one’s arm was, for the men of the Twenties, the ultimate status symbol, the purest indication of their right to belong to the evolutionary elite. The creation of the dumb-blonde stereotype, then, was a factor of the social demands racial thinking placed on “self-made men.”




The American social structure had relatively little room for rigid patterns of social ostracism based on class. In The Custom of the Country Wharton had bewailed their absence. She had portrayed Undine Spragg as the subversive agent of an American blight whose vulgar materialist ambitions were even beginning to infect the values of the European aristocracy. The popular Sumnerite conception of “genetic excellence” based on the accumulation of wealth now gave Aryan Americans a chance to correct that situation and develop a “racial” class system. When Madison Grant emphasized in 1921, in the introduction to the fourth edition of his The Passing of the Great Race, that to accept the “science” of genetics was “to admit inevitably the existence of superiority in one race and of inferiority in another,” he also triumphantly insisted that such an admission required that “inferior races and classes” be relegated once more “to their former obscurity and subordinate position in society.”




Grant still saw wealth as the surest indication of a man’s “election” to the ranks of the evolutionary elite, but the “lower races” were showing a disturbing ability to join that party when given half a chance (particularly in Hollywood). Of course everyone realized that “stealth” was the technique used by these inferiors (as opposed to the moral rectitude of Aryan businessmen), but the increasing infiltration of Semites into the ranks of the wealthy, Grant warned, showed that degeneration had been creeping into every aspect of American society.




Lothrop Stoddard, too, emphasized in The Rising Tide of Color that things were not right for the Aryan: “Everywhere the better types (on which the future of the race depends)” were losing ground and permitting the “lower types” to infiltrate society. “This ‘disgenic’ trend, so ominous for the future of the race, is a melancholy commonplace of our time, and many efforts have been made to measure its progress in economic or social terms.” Yet, noted Stoddard, the “tide of color” was still rising. (162)




Given this new race-is-class attitude sweeping through American society, it is hardly surprising that insecure men with new wealth thought they would gain status and “visibility” by associating with demonstrably “Nordic” women. What the racist geneticists of the period regarded as “sexual selection,” practiced by males in search of genetically superior females, was thus in actuality little more than a semiconscious act of social climbing. No wonder that the “real” vampire of the 1910s, the dark—and dark-haired—exotic temptress, was seen as a “genetic” contaminant. She was too much a symbol of racial “deterioration” to be seen as anything but a destroyer. During the moneymaking years of the “roaring” Twenties, the entertainment industry exploited her sexual attraction while denigrating her personality at every turn. Sally Lung, the Eurasian leper, was loose in the streets, disguised as an immigrant’s daughter.




But even the dumb blonde was from the very outset a focus of derogation. She might be “genetically superior,” but as a companion she was dead weight, and financially she was a constant drain, with her fabled ability to spend money and drive her husband to drink. At best she was the blonde dreamgirl of male fantasy whose innocent “maternal nymphomania” would turn her into as voluptuous a mother to her man as she would undoubtedly be to the Etter of kids she was bound to produce. The flappers of the Twenties, who were the real girls next door, inevitably took the behavioral directives provided by the entertainment industry much too seriously. They tried to hide their inexperience in the field of seduction by acting out the role of the vampire while bleaching their hair and trying to sound as dumb as they could. Forced to be culturally reactive, they remained regulated and exploited by male fantasy, although they saw themselves as having finally been liberated from Puritan constraints.




The gold digger was different. She combined the subversive mentality of Sally Lung with the looks of Lorelei Lee and came out Clara Bow, the “It” Girl of the Twenties, who used her smarts more than her looks to rope in the wealthy suitor of her choice. She was careful to invest her own money while she was out spending his. In the process she became emblematic of American moxie, and until she was killed by World War II, she added a loud-mouthed, gutsy shimmer, a no-nonsense attitude, and so much vitality to this country’s culture that she may well have helped tip the balance toward democracy when her country was flirting ominously with racial totalitarianism.




But if she triumphed for a while, that too was mostly thanks to Hollywood, where she had found support among the burgeoning culture of “Semitic immigrants” who had—the racial purists were convinced— deliberately begun to subvert the integrity of American values. But cultural imagery of the sort outlined here is, by its very nature, notoriously unstable in its “ambient” significations, and the social environment of the Twenties and Thirties inevitably produced a wide variety of recombinant mutations of these categories of femininity. But whatever woman’s social incarnations in the culture at large, one thing was certain: in the context of literature she was almost always treated with as much disdain as Anita Loos brought to her portrayal of the dumb blonde. And the less she was willing to do men’s bidding, the more she was shown to be a secret agent of the forces of degeneration.




To be a literary contender in the Twenties, you had to be a racist, an ironist, a misogynist, male. F. Scott Fitzgerald’s The Beautiful and Damned is a prime example of this trend. The novel straddles the gender metaphors of two generations, in both style and intellectual attitude. It is therefore structurally confused, and for this reason it has never been regarded as one of the author’s more successful works. Its heavy-handed symbolism and ponderous use of quasi-psychological exposition make the novel forced, artificial, and self-indulgent. Stylistically it hovers between symbolism and modernist realism. But its transitional qualities make Fitzgerald’s narrative an exceptional record of the transformation of turn-of-the-century scientific metaphors into the psychosocial constructs that would soon come to be seen as “universal archetypes” of the “collective unconscious.”




Published just two years after Huneker’s Painted Veils, Fitzgerald’s novel featured a desultory version of the symbolic overlay of Huneker’s text by suggesting that Gloria, the main female protagonist of The Beautiful and Damned, was the incarnation of Eve as “Beauty.” But Fitzgerald quite deliberately moved away from Huneker’s, and the previous decade’s, general tendency to make sexual women into deviously scheming devils of lust. To do so was to give women too much credit in thé intellectual realm for their depredations of men. Maury, the author’s philosophic mouthpiece, describes Geraldine, a passing infatuation of his, as a “little usher at Keith’s” who is a “peculiar little soul,” “utterly stupid,” and “a girl of nondescript and nomadic habits.” Maury finds it “remarkable that a person can comprehend so little and yet live in such a complex civilization.” Women like Geraldine were “timeless” in the most negative sense: “She’s just been carried along from an age of spearheads and plunked down here with the equipment of an archer for going into a pistol duel. You could sweep away the entire crust of history and she’d never know the difference.” (45–6)




Fitzgerald is equally disdainful of flappers: Muriel Kane, daughter of a “rising family of East Orange,” is characteristic of such clueless feminine upstarts:






She was short rather than small, and hovered audaciously between plumpness and width. Her hair was black and elaborately arranged. This, in conjunction with her handsome, rather bovine eyes, and her over-red lips, combined to make her resemble Theda Bara, the prominent motion picture actress. People told her constantly that she was a “vampire,” and she believed them. She suspected hopefully that they were afraid of her, and she did her utmost under all circumstances to give the impression of danger. (83)







Fitzgerald’s remarks indicate why Theda Bara’s career was destined to be short. Her petit-bourgeois imitators had taken the mystery out of her role:






Muriel appeared in a state of elaborate undress and crept toward them. She was in her element: her ebony hair was slicked straight back on her head; her eyes were artificially darkened; she reeked of insistent perfume. She was got up to the best of her ability as a siren, more popularly a “vamp”—a picker up and thrower away of men, an unscrupulous and fundamentally unmoved toyer with affections. Something in the exhaustiveness of her attempt fascinated Maury at first sight—a woman with wide hips affecting a panther-like litheness!







The sophisticated men of Fitzgerald’s novel were not about to be taken in by such ersatz vampirism. They all knew that wide hips identified a woman as a “breeder.” (95)




Virtually all the women Anthony Patch, the novel’s partly autobiographical, doomed hero, encounters are of Muriel’s kind—harebrained grown children, “vividly dressed, overpainted girls, who chattered volubly in low, lazy voices.” (321) Even so, Fitzgerald considers Anthony too generous in his assessment of women, too “tender-minded and pliable.” (325) He is cursed with a generosity toward them that leads to his undoing. When Anthony, while in the military, has an affair with Dot, a nineteen-year-old daughter of the petit bourgeoisie, he sees more in her than he ought to: “She was a dark, unenduring little flower—yet he thought he detected in her some quality of spiritual reticence, of strength drawn from her passive acceptance of all things. In this he was mistaken.” What makes Dot fall in love with Anthony is merely “that first hysteria of passion,” (327) not discernment.




When Anthony takes up with Dot, he finds that he has to learn to exist “in the present with a sort of animal content.” He is pleased by “her warm retarded kisses” (332—3) and her attitude of worship toward him. For the rest, “her violet eyes would remain for hours apparently insensate as, thoughtless and reckless, she basked like a cat in the sun.” (338) Though more presentable, Dot is like the plebeian women Anthony sees leaning from tenement windows: “rotund, moon-shaped mothers, as constellations of this sordid heaven; women like dark imperfectjewels, women like vegetables, women like great bags of abominably dirty laundry.” (283)




Fitzgeralds cynicism toward women, Eke H. L. Menckens, was based on his perception that their “collectivist” humanism had succeeded in undermining the grand evolutionary designs of nature. Again Maury, the skeptic, was the author’s spokesman: “Man was beginning a grotesque and bewildered fight with nature—nature, that by the divine and magnificent accident had brought us to where we could fly in her face.” Maury’s head was filled with the imperial ambitions of the master race. Nature “had invented ways to rid the race of the inferior and thus give the remainder strength to fill her higher—or, let us say, her more amusing—though still unconscious and accidental intentions. And, actuated by the highest gifts of the enlightenment, we were seeking to circumvent her.” Humanism was obstructing the road to “racial” progress.




Instead of trying to subvert nature’s attempts “to rid the race of the inferior,” man should help her haphazard efforts by installing a Nietzschean master race of intellectual males who could give proper direction to her clumsy processes of “natural selection” by actuating “the highest gifts of the enlightenment.” However, this glorious protofascist dream was being thwarted at every turn by effeminate, antiracial egalitarians:






In this republic I saw the black beginning to mingle with the white—in Europe there was taking place an economic catastrophe to save three or four diseased and wretchedly governed races from the one mastery that might organize them for material prosperity We produce a Christ who can raise up the leper— and presently the breed of the leper is the salt of the earth. (255)







The leper, the salt of the earth, and nature—the colonized lower races, the working classes, and woman—represented for Fitzgerald the inimical trinity of atavism, social regression, and emasculation that kept the master race from gaining its rightful ascendancy. This was the same racist/sexist sense of unease underlying Madison Grant’s The Passing of the Great Race:






In the city of New York and elsewhere in the United States there is a native American aristocracy resting upon layer after layer of immigrants of lower races and these native Americans, while, of course, disclaiming the distinction of a patrician class and lacking in class consciousness and class dignity, have, nevertheless, up to this time supplied the leaders in thought and in the control of capital as well as of education and of the religious bias of the community.







Grant, like Fitzgerald, saw Sumnerite doom ahead: “We are now engaged in destroying the privilege of wealth.” Cultural literacy was going by the boards: “In some quarters there is developing a tendency to attack the privilege of intellect and to deprive a man of the advantage gained from an early and thorough classical education.” The lower orders of society, by spreading socialism and institutionalized ignorance, were invading the body politic and making it “disregard the head with its brains and eyes.” (5—7)




The future must inevitably bring a race war, and the Aryan elite had better throw aside its humanist pretensions if it wanted to maintain its imperial superiority, for “no ethnic conquest can be complete unless the natives are exterminated and the invaders bring their own women with them. If the conquerors are obliged to depend upon the women of the vanquished to carry on the race, the intrusive blood strain of the invaders in a short time becomes diluted beyond recognition.” Guardians of “superior” racial strains who failed to eradicate the inferiors around them were doomed to eradication themselves:






It sometimes happens that an infiltration of population takes place either in the guise of unwilling slaves or of willing immigrants, who fill up waste places and take to the lowly tasks which the lords of the land despise, thus gradually occupying the country and literally breeding out their masters. (71)







Fitzgerald’s novel, published almost simultaneously with the second printing of the fourth edition of Grant’s immensely popular diatribe— and by the same publishers, Charles Scribner’s Sons—chronicles the decline of one man belonging to America’s “great race” of Aryan aristocrats. But by designating women as the primary source of degeneration, Fitzgerald went even further than Grant. In his work, issues of economics, racial inferiority and superiority, evolution and degeneration, and even sheer physical survival, all came to be mere factors of man’s unceasing struggle against woman, who in all her incarnations remained the Eurasian daughter of Fu Manchu, the insidious agent of reversion and chaos. But ordinary women, the Geraldines and Muriels of the world, were no more than disfiguring Dots on the face of creative evolution. Only the exceptional, seemingly most fully acculturated ones, those personifying “Beauty,” who kept their reversive masculinity hidden behind a deceptive air of vulnerability, posed any real danger. Masochistic existential agonists such as Anthony Patch (and Fitzgerald himself) became putty in their hands.




Such women were the undead revenants of being’s urge to return to nonbeing. They were Freudian Doras, evil sisters in search of jewelry boxes full of their fathers’ precious pearls. Spoiled Electras, they instinctively understood that semen and gold constituted the essence of a man’s being and did not hesitate to deprive him of both: the mythical vampire Cristina of F. Marion Crawford’s “For the Blood Is the Life” had multiplied into an army of gold diggers who understood that a man’s bank account was his “manhood.” These women frequently ended up depredating their suitors’ savings more efficiently than their “blood.” They had learned that to possess a man’s money was to possess his penis.




Run-of-the-mill female erotics like Fitzgerald’s Dot were no more than updated versions of the clinging vines who attached themselves blindly to a man’s arms. In describing Anthony Patch’s final meeting with Dot, Fitzgerald shows her to be “appallingly in earnest. Her violet eyes were red with tears; her soft intonation was ragged with gasping sobs.” When Anthony repulses her, she shows herself to be a very “average” woman whose consummate masochism is a necessary component of her reproductive function: “ ‘Hit me!’ she implored him— wildly, stupidly. ‘Oh, hit me, and I’ll kiss the hand you hit me with!’ ” (445) Anthony obligingly throws a chair at her before his mind snaps, weakened beyond repair by this final evidence of woman’s social perversity




But natural gold diggers such as Fitzgerald’s Gloria wanted to usurp the male identity altogether. They wanted his money—that is, his hierarchical penis rather than his actual “penis-baby” They had never reached the final stage of normal feminine acculturation Freud had identified in 1918, in his essay “The Taboo of Virginity,” as the stage during which the girl finally learns to desire “instead of the penis—a child.” (82) In 1925, in “Some Psychological Consequences of the Anatomical Distinction Between the Sexes,” Freud was to clarify his position further: “The girl’s libido slips into a new position by means— there is no other way of putting it—of the equation ‘penis = child.’ She gives up her wish for a penis and puts in place of it a wish for a child.” (191) A woman who was unwilling to bear her husband children rebelled against this normal development. Instead, she actively usurped his manhood by taking his gold without giving him children in return. To become involved with a woman like that was thus, in effect, an act of “race-suicide.”




This is exactly Anthony Patch’s fate in The Beautiful and Damned. When we first meet him, in 1913, he is a worthy member of the financial and intellectual elite. He has a substantial income, “the interest on money inherited from his mother,” and always enjoys his visits to his broker: “The big trust company building seemed to link him definitely to the great fortunes whose solidarity he respected and to assure him that he was adequately chaperoned by the hierarchy of finance.” When his grandfather dies, Anthony stands to inherit some seventy-five million dollars. (12—13) The Aryan nation has reason to be proud of him.




Following the symbolist manner of the 1910s, but adding the ironic distance of modernism, Fitzgerald subsequently presented his readers with the Eve of paradise—“Beauty”—who engages in a dialogue with the disembodied “Voice” of the masculine intellect. The Voice tells Beauty that she is about to be sent to the United States, a world of henpecked husbands, a place where “women with receding chins and shapeless noses go about in broad daylight saying ‘Do this!’ and ‘Do that!’ and all the men, even those of great wealth, obey implicitly their women to whom they refer sonorously either as ‘Mrs. So-and-so’ or as ‘the wife.’ ” Beauty, the Voice announces, will be incarnated as a society girl and be referred to as “a ragtime kid, a flapper, a jazz-baby, and a baby vamp.” (27–9)




In the next chapter, titled “Portrait of a Siren,” we are introduced to Gloria, Beauty’s incarnation in the sublunary world. A young woman recently arrived from Kansas City, she is, according to one of Anthony’s friends, “darn nice—not a brain in her head.” Anthony, easily conversant with the details of Freudian analysis, misunderstands the young lady’s name. He has to be told that it is “not Dora—Gloria.” (37) Shadows of Freud’s jewel box must have sounded an alarm in Anthony’s mind.




Gloria enjoys talking about her legs, and about what sort of tan might go well with them. The gentlemen are intrigued. Maury reflects: “There was something about that little girl with her absurd tan that was eternally old—like me.” (51) Anthony sees a girl “in a state of almost laughable self-absorption.” She is the eternal child-brained woman, Beauty: “She talked always about herself as a very charming child might talk,” yet “he understood what Maury had meant by saying she was very young and very old.” “This baby” with hands “small as a child’s hands should be,” whose body is “amazingly supple and slender,” is a “female Methuselah,” a “timeless,” archetypal woman. (60—3)




Gloria warns Anthony from the first that she does not “want to have responsibility and a lot of children to take care of.” (64) But he, artist, “romanticist,” and man of “deep sophistication,” (73) falls in love with her anyway. This made it possible for Fitzgerald to parade his knowledge of psychoanalysis (Anthony made certain excuses “with Freudian regularity,” we are told at one point [370]) by casting Gloria as a veritable case study of the regressive, masculinized woman. He carefully sketched out the “primal narcissism” of his antiheroine: Upon becoming the “most celebrated and sought-after young beauty in the country,” Gloria “had fed on it ruthlessly,” as an intuitive temptress who “struck to kill” while enjoying her notoriety “with a vanity that was almost masculine.” (80–1) “Such women love only themselves with an intensity comparable to that of the man’s love for them,” Freud had said in 1912 in “A Note on the Unconscious in Psychoanalysis.” (General Psychological Theory, 70)




A bit further on, Fitzgerald, constrained by the censors, dealt with the issue of Gloria’s penis envy by means of a set of double entendres easily decodable by Freudian initiates. Soon after their marriage, Gloria and Anthony prattle playfully about the genetic disposition of their children-to-be (though by this time it is already obvious to the reader that Gloria has no intention of complying with Anthony’s paternal desires). As Gloria enumerates the features she thinks their child should inherit from her, Anthony exclaims: “My dear Gloria, you’ve appropriated the whole baby.” Then he adds: “Let him have my neck at least... your neck’s too short.” This attack upon her clitoral inferiority exasperates Gloria and makes her display the imposing length of her symbolic claim to phallic self-sufficiency: “‘Short? You’re crazy!’ She elongated and contracted it to convince herself of its reptilian sinuousness. ‘Do you call that a short neck?’ ” Anthony tries to deflect the conversation into a practical discussion of eugenics, but Gloria cuts him short with masculine assertiveness: “Let’s have them all with my neck.” (183–5)




Although Anthony recognizes Gloria’s archetypal femininity (her eyes “appeared to regard him out of many thousand years”), he fails to alert himself to the acute nature of his new wife’s “castration complex.” When her arms wrap themselves around him, “sweet and strangling,” (209) it is the “sweet” he notices, not the “strangling.” Infatuated beyond reason, he looks upon other women disdainfully as only “so many females, in the word’s most contemptuous sense, breeders and bearers, exuding still that faintly odorous atmosphere of the cave and the nursery.” But Fitzgerald carefully stresses Anthony’s own growing feminization: “It never occurred to him that he was a passive thing, acted upon by an influence above and beyond Gloria, that he was merely the sensitive plate on which the photograph was made.” (105—6)




In matching the “masculinized” Gloria with the “weak” Anthony Patch, Fitzgerald was following the era’s fashionable notions about the masculine/feminine mix that determined the person’s character. This was the notion Jung was about to appropriate as his animus/anima theory, by delving into a well-picked-over grab bag of derivative notions about the atavistic residues of “primitive bisexuality” to be found in humanity. As we have seen, notions of that sort had become an obsession among his older contemporaries. After outlining his theory in Keyser- hng’s The Book of Marriage (1926), Jung subsequently returned to the notion at length in The Relations Between the Ego and the Unconscious (1928). His animus-anima theory is expressive of the tendency among psychoanalysts to construct theories that reflect rather than analyze the prevailing social prejudices. Popular fads such as the flapper flirtation with the idea of the “masculinized” female (tied-down, flattened breasts, pageboy haircuts, and waistless clothing) were far more subversive in their playful, satirical take on the ponderous “scientific” verities of the time. But psychoanalysis habitually cooperates with the dominant value system by interpreting such spontaneous popular commentaries as blind expressions of “universal” drives or “archetypal” patterns of human behavior.




Fitzgerald wanted to show that Glorias “masculinity” was irresistible to Anthony because he was seeking to complement the female strain in his own personality, which made him “less of a man” and therefore undercut his right to be part of the Nordic evolutionary elite. Anthony was indeed dangerously weak:






Instead of seizing the girl and holding her by sheer strength until she became passive to his desire, instead of beating down her will by the force of his own, he had walked, defeated and powerless, from her door, with the corners of his mouth drooping and what force there might have been in his grief and rage hidden behind the manner of a whipped schoolboy. (115)







Soon after this Fitzgerald has Gloria remark: “I’ve got a man’s mind.” And Anthony responds: “You’ve got a mind Eke mine. Not strongly gendered either way.” (134) Even when it comes to making love, Gloria behaves in a very unladylike fashion. In sexual encounters she is only after “her own satisfaction.” The haEowed feminine procreative impulse, the urge to be “plowed Eke the fertile earth,” is absent in her. Her mood after sexual encounters is instead “the masculine one, of satiation and faint dislike.” (344) She is not changed by a salutary desire for a “penis-baby.” Instead, she continues her quest for the real thing. Even years after their marriage she stiE refuses to give “any show or sign of interest in chfldren.” (424)




Having established the phallic focus of Gloria’s personality, Fitzgerald returns to the heavy-handed symboEc literary mode of the 1910s. During his last night as a bachelor Anthony has a nightmarish epiphany: the “Breath of the Cave” of female sexuality sweeps over him across “moon-flooded roofs.” He hears “the noise of a woman’s laughter. It began low, incessant and whining—some servant-maid with her fellow, he thought—and then it grew in volume and became hysterical.” Soon it “reached a high point, tensed and stifled, almost the quality of a scream—then it ceased and left behind it a sflence empty and menacing as the greater silence overhead.” Anthony is “upset and shaken,” for “some animal quality in that unrestrained laughter had grasped at his imagination.” Aversion and horror sweep over him as he realizes that “life was that sound out there, that ghastly reiterated female sound.” (148–50)




However, still in the thrall of regressive erotic impulses, Anthony is powerless to prevent his descent into the cave of sex. The marriage is consummated, and the outcome of Fitzgerald’s novel is no longer in doubt. Anthony’s dissolution begins almost immediately. Soon we learn that “Gloria had lulled Anthony’s mind to sleep. She, who seemed of all women the wisest and the finest, hung like a brilliant curtain across his doorways, shutting out the light of the sun.” (191)




Fitzgerald made Gloria’s obsession with money characteristic of the “sterile” masculinism of the destroying women of the Twenties. The vampire women of the decade just past had still been driven primarily by a regressive sex drive. But these new vampires, having just been given the vote, were eager to usurp the daily affairs of their victims as well as their vital essence. Instead of merely “bleeding” their victims financially, the way Theda Bara’s characters used to, they were beginning to show an active interest in maintaining the financial solvency of their mates. No wonder, for as Marie Stopes was pointing out, appropriation of that “substance, ‘hormone,’ ‘vitamine’ or stimulant” contained in man’s contribution to the perpetuation of the race affected women’s “internal economy in such a way as to benefit and nourish their whole systems.” The anabolic energies of the female were thus enhanced with every infusion, lending new virility to her economic appetite, while the male’s catabolic depletion could only contribute to the weakening of his financial resolve. As Freud had shown, woman’s vital depredations, if not stimulated directly by a desire for motherhood, were an obvious attempt at appropriating, if not the male’s actual phallus, at least its social fruits. Thus, with their “internal economy” steadily nourished at the expense of the masculine intellect, these women were growing strong enough to challenge the weakened male in the arena of his greatest phallic triumphs: his economic potency.




As Betty van Deventer was soon to make clear, the gold digger knew that to gain access to a man’s material possessions, she must permit herself to be seen as a possession by her prey. But she always kept in mind that this was a transitional stage. Thus she used her position as possession to accumulate wealth even while her body accumulated health. The gold digger’s existential goal was to be able to state: “I own, therefore I am.” No wonder she began to exhibit humanity, spontaneity, and joyful energy within the context of the populist spirit of the later Twenties and the Thirties, when the rule of the economic elites seemed to have been broken. No wonder, as well, that in the realm of “high” literature, the private cultural domain of the Aryan ruling class, she remained a subversive, a destroyer, a piranha.




It is therefore also no surprise that in Fitzgerald’s world of Sumnerite finance, where seminal continence and financial potency were interdependent, Anthony’s “feminization” inevitably led to financial insolvency: “Of late their income had lost elasticity.” (221) This alarms Gloria much more than Anthony, and the second half of the novel is largely taken up with Gloria’s pursuit of the seventy-five million dollars Anthony should have inherited from his grandfather.




She rapidly degenerates into a sterile predator. Soon after Anthony returns from the army, drunk and defeated, he realizes that he has fallen “into the bottom of a deep and uncharted abyss” lit only by the moon. The breath of the cave has done him in: “All the distress he had ever known, the sorrow and the pain, had been because of women, it was something that in different ways they did to him, unconsciously, almost casually—perhaps finding him tender-minded and afraid, they killed the things in him that menaced their absolute sway.” (444)




With clumsy irony Fitzgerald has Gloria announce the decision of the court just as Anthony’s mind has finally and irretrievably snapped: “You’re worth thirty millions!” When last we encounter Anthony, he is “a bundled figure in a wheel chair,” on the deck of an ocean liner. Though defeated and permanently emasculated, a hollow shell of a man, he is still at heart a poet, dreaming of better days. By his side, Gloria holds court in “a Russian sable coat that must have cost a small fortune.” An observer, a fresh young girl, just starting out in life, remarks: “She seems sort of—sort of dyed and unclean, if you know what I mean. Some people just have that look about them whether they are or not.” (448)




The girl’s perceptive evaluation of Gloria does not, however, promise new hope for womanhood in future years, for Fitzgerald emphasized that Gloria, too, was “intensely skeptical of her sex” and had always been preoccupied with






the question of whether women were or were not clean. By uncleanliness she meant a variety of things, a lack of pride, a slackness in fibre and, most of all, the unmistakable aura of promiscuity. “Women soil easily,” she said “far more easily than men. Unless a girl’s very young and brave it’s almost impossible for her to go down-hill without a certain hysterical animality, the cunning, dirty sort of animality. A man’s different—and I suppose that’s why one of the commonest characters of romance is a man going gallantly to the devil. (234–5)







Gloria here reiterates an axiom of gender ideology that already had been articulated in an almost exactly analogue fashion more than fifty years earlier by the dedicated antifeminist Horace Bushnell in his book Women’s Suffrage: The Reform Against Nature (1869):






Women often show a strange facility of debasement and moral abandonment, when they have once given way consentingly to wrong. Men go down by a descent—-facilis descensus—women, by a precipitation.... When they do wrong, they have more to face, on which account they fall as much faster and lower. (142)







Thus Fitzgerald had his symbolical Everywoman neatly summarize the misogyny that shaped the antifeminine content of The Beautiful and Damned.




But the novel’s documentation of the degeneration of Anthony Patch was more than an attack on woman as the vampire of man’s golden soul. Time and again Fitzgerald emphasized that Gloria was linked, both emotionally and constitutionally, to the lower orders of society. True, she had “eyes whose irises were of the most delicate and transparent bluish white” and “yellow ripples of hair” and should therefore have been a prime Aryan breeding ground, but her unacculturated “masculinity” cancelled out all those “positive” qualities.




The treachery of the Eurasian was hidden under Gloria’s deceptively Aryan skin. She had all the telltale evolutionary deficiencies of the lower orders: “childish” and without a brain in her head, she wanted “just to be lazy”—though she was able to win a major court case involving millions of dollars without any help from her husband. Like the “racial inferiors,” Gloria is unable to accept her role in society: “I don’t want to have responsibility and a lot of children to take care of” (57—64)




Fitzgerald, indeed, made Gloria express her instinctive kinship with Semites, Asians, and other “social defectives” at every opportunity. In a cheap cabaret, where out-of-tune musicians play “primitive” music, she murmurs obligingly: “I belong here ... I’m like these people.” Anthony is shocked: “For an instant this seemed a sardonic and unnecessary paradox hurled at him across the impassable distances she created about herself.” Entranced by the music of “a Semitic violinist who swayed his shoulders to the rhythm of the year’s mellowest fox-trot,” Gloria remarks: “I’m like they are—like Japanese lanterns and crape paper, and the music of that orchestra.” Now Anthony is appalled: “It was like blasphemy from the mouth of a child.” When he upbraids her for her foolishness, she shakes “her blond head” and insists: “I am like them ... You ought to see ... You don’t know me.”




To forestall any thought that Gloria might be a political progressive with a humanist agenda rather than a typical woman responding to the sound of jungle drums, Fitzgerald made her add:






I’ve got a streak of what you’d call cheapness. I don’t know where I get it but it’s—oh, things like this and bright colors and gaudy vulgarity. I seem to belong here. These people could appreciate me and take me for granted, and these men would fall in love with me and admire me, whereas the clever men I meet would just analyze me and tell me I’m this because of this or that because of that. (72–3)







You can keep your Freud, and I’ll keep my phallus, Gloria is saying here. Inevitably Anthony is horrified when he discovers that Gloria has freely associated with, and even taken money from, Joseph Bloeckman, a generic Jewish economic predator and “Hollywood Semite” straight out of the pages of the race theorists. In a cheap attempt at irony, Fitzgerald even tells his readers that Bloeckman, to hide his Jewishness, has changed his family name to “Black.” In a drunken stupor of despair, Anthony bravely confronts Bloeckman/Black and calls him a “Goddam Jew.” But Bloeckman beats him up and has him thrown into the street. The Passing of the Great Race is taking place before our very eyes.




In the downfall of Fitzgerald’s semiautobiographical hero, we have thus witnessed exactly that “gradual dying out among our people of those hereditary traits through which the principles of our religious, political and social foundations were laid down,” (ix) which Henry Fairfield Osborn had predicted in his 1916 preface to Madison Grant’s racist diatribe. The “insidious replacement” of these traits by inferior ones, as Osborn had termed it, had been triggered in Anthony by Gloria, that perverse Everywoman, who had so emphatically asserted her kinship to the “lower orders.” Fitzgerald clearly expected his readers to recognize in this “kinship” between woman and the agents of reversion one of the principal causes for “the decline of the west” (the title of Oswald Spenglers influential treatise of 1918).




The Beautiful and Damned indicates all too graphically that racist and sexist prejudices had begun to mingle inextricably in the minds of many during the 1920s. This blending had given rise to a set of images delineating a single, ominously spreading plague of sexual and racial degeneracy. An unholy alliance of lascivious, phallic women and weak, eroticized, racially inferior males was pitted against a beleaguered elite of spiritually evolving males and their immaculately maternal wives. The metaphoric speculations of science had succeeded in establishing an etiology of degeneration in which the gold digger, the sexual vampire turned economic parasite, had become the main undercover operative of the Jewish Eurasian Bolshevik conspiracy. Millions of genetic inferiors were waiting to invade the United States. When the initial poison of reversion, that “breath of the cave” dispensed by the women, had done its work, they would coax the sex-weakened Nordic-Americans into throwing open their borders to the waiting hordes of antiindividualistic foreign inferiors. Ultimately these agents of reversion would seize social and economic power and drag the country back into the Stone Age.




Fitzgerald was by no means the only literary light of the Twenties to follow this train of thinking. Ernest Hemingways The Sun Also Rises (1926) is, like The Beautiful and Damned, based almost entirely on the author’s implicit acceptance of the scientific logic of the “inherent” symbiotic relationship between racial and sexual “degenerates.” The Sun Also Rises posits that one’s manhood is absolutely determined by one’s ability to cope with the temptation of woman. Hemingway’s Jake Barnes is better at this than Anthony Patch because he has gained ultimate observer status in the battle of the sexes as a result of his own war wounds. Even so, he is clearly not man enough to overcome the vampire altogether. Hemingway’s thinking about gender was no less rooted in turn-of-the-century fantasies about the evolutionary male’s transcendence of woman than Fitzgerald’s. But where Fitzgerald’s narrative apparatus was perfectly adapted to the ironic, Menckenesque, self-styled symbolist “cleverness” of the smart set of the immediate postwar years, Hemingway had learned much from the flippantly voyeuristic show-and-tell of the period’s pulp-magazine writers: “Brett was damned good-looking. She wore a slipover jersey sweater and a tweed skirt, and her hair was brushed back like a boy’s. She started all that. She was built with curves like the hull of a racing yacht, and you missed none of it with that wool jersey.” (22)




Hemingway’s celebrated “lean” writing could not have existed without the self-conscious modernity of such mysteries as Earl Derr Biggers’s Seven Keys to Baldpate (1913): “She had cheeks like peaches and cream, but a heart like a lunch-counter doughnut” (214); the tough talk of early Black Mask writers such as Carroll John Daly: “She didn’t do nothing but hang close to me and keep her head up against my chest as she clung to my coat” (“Three Gun Terry,” 1923); or the “neutral observation” of Dashiell Hammett: “A plump maid with bold green eyes and a loose, full-lipped mouth led me up two flights of steps and into an elaborately furnished boudoir, where a woman in black sat at a window” (“Women, Politics & Murder,” 1924).




In addition, Hemingway’s experience as a journalist helped give The Sun Also Rises a reportorial tone. Exploiting the modernist tenet that less is more, he omitted any attempt to give his characters psychological nuance, instead relying upon his readers to project their own perceptions onto his hollow-shelled personalities. This approach suggested that he was unwilling to “judge” his characters, and therefore seemed to place him beyond facile moralizing. But by avoiding directive authorial commentary, he also gave many readers the impression that he was portraying things as they were without any interpretation. The novel conveys the human relationships it depicts with the inevitability of things seen. It has the imperative narrative organization of a good film script.




But by means of such conceits, The Sun Also Rises preaches more effectively than most other novels of the Twenties—by example rather than by statement. Its cinematic emphasis on descriptive exposition interspersed with lean dialogue recalls the catechismic verbal rituals of Porter Emerson Browne’s novelization of A Fool There Was. Unfortunately Hemingway’s catechisms about gender relationships are much the same as well. His vaunted slice-of-life approach is carefully orchestrated to make us accept the notion that the thoroughly modern, free-spirited Brett Ashley was, in fact, an unconscious vampire woman driven by needs beyond her control. At least Browne’s scheming predator had still been a self-consciously evil creature. She had been a woman with a deliberately antimasculine agenda—a true “virago.” Hemingway’s modernist use of understatement highlighted the counter-rational impulses characteristic of the women in his fiction. Thus he assured the further ascendancy of Fitzgerald’s basically inane and unconscious, womb-driven evil females in American literature.




In The Beautiful and Damned Gloria had also been shown, time and again, to have no evil intentions. All she wanted was “to be young and beautiful for a long time, to be gay and happy, and to have money and love. She wanted what most women want, but she wanted it much more fiercely and passionately.” (276) Like Freud’s Dora, Gloria had still known what she wanted. She was a transitional woman, halfway between Browne’s deliberate virago and Hemingway’s unconscious destroyer. For Hemingway denied to woman even the will to evil, the satanic, deliberate power over men earlier generations of writers had given her.




Although Robert Cohn at one point declares Brett to be Circe, this merely emphasizes his own outdated symbolist mentality. In Brett even more than in Gloria, any suggestion of a conscious will to evil is transformed into a blind, benumbed expression of woman’s “primordial needs.” If Brett “turns men into swine,” (144) she doesn’t mean to; if she destroys men’s lives, it is because she is no different from the bulls at the fiesta in Pamplona, blindly gouging all those who get in her way—she destroys men not because she wants to but because she has to.




Hemingway deliberately emphasized the kinship between Brett and the bulls. She enjoys watching their violent behavior: “ ‘Funny’ Brett said. ‘How one doesn’t mind the blood.’ ” (211) That was a normal reaction for a woman, Hemingway implied. “Brett’s not a sadist. She’s just a lovely, healthy wench,” (166) Mike, a man who “knows” her in the biblical fashion, declares casually. Moreover, Brett takes the equation of blood and semen very seriously. When she sees Pedro Romero, the bullfighter, dominate “the bull by making him realize he was unattainable,” she instantly wants to have a go at Romero herself. Unconsciously she is seeking a man who can pierce her with his phallus the way the bullfighter pierces the bull with his sword. As Jake remarks early on, “Nobody ever lives their life all the way up except bull-fighters.” (10) The sexual significance of Romero’s intercourse with the bull is obvious: “His left shoulder went forward between the horns as the sword went in, and for just an instant he and the bull were one.” (218)




So there could be no misunderstanding his intention, Hemingway soon after this repeated his description of the magic moment of union between the bull and his dominator: “The bull charged and Romero waited for the charge, the muleta held low, sighting along the blade, his feet firm. Then without taking a step forward, he became one with the bull, the sword was in high between the shoulders, ... and it was over.” (220) In the all-male world of bullfighting, Hemingway argued, the bull is a priapic underdog to the bullfighter, the real man, the imperial dominator, who, unlike the primitive bull, is in full control over his phallus. In Hemingway’s ring the bull becomes Freud’s clitoral-phallic female, a horned woman, acting out her futile masculine fantasies. The bullfighter dominates her, brings her to her knees, then drives her to an ecstatic death—excises her phallus with the cleansing penetrations of his sword. In Hemingway’s world of “real men,” only dominance is love. “The bulls are my best friends,” Romero says. Skeptically Brett asks, “You kill your friends?” “Always,” Romero answers, “so they don’t kill me.” Within minutes Brett and Romero are on their way upstairs to explore their new friendship. (186)




Jake wistfully remarks: “Pedro Romero had the greatness. He loved bull-fighting, and I think he loved the bulls, and I think he loved Brett.” For Romero killing the bull and making love are simply two analogous processes in the domination of nature. Romero shows how a real man does “it”:






Never once did he look up. He made it stronger that way, and did it for himself, too, as well as for her. Because he did not look up to ask if it pleased he did it all for himself inside, and it strengthened him, and yet he did it for her, too. But he did not do it for her at any loss to himself. He gained by it all through the afternoon. (216)







The “it” here is bullfighting—metaphoric sexual dominance. The “her” is Brett, Hemingway’s own version of Everywoman. No wonder Hemingway’s novel has been a favorite among manly men for more than sixty years.




Indeed, Romero is such a good lover that “at the end of the pass they were facing each other again. Romero smiled. The bull wanted it again, and Romero’s cape filled again.” Brett, watching, is swept away by these intimations of tumescence. After Romero kills his second bull, he brings her the animal’s “notched black ear.” Proudly she holds it in her hand: “ ‘Don’t get bloody,’ Romero said, and grinned.” (221) But the blood is the life: Brett’s loins are anointed with the blood of others. She too is a horned, instinctual creature eager to turn each of her men into a “cornuto,” an amateur of love lying in the dusty village streets of Pamplona with “a horn through him. All for morning fun.” (198)




Brett, then, Eke Gloria, is very much a phallic woman. She recognizes this in herself, and prides herself on it. She is the inventor of the pageboy hairstyle (“She started all that”), and like Djuna Barnes and many other creative women Hemingway knew at this time, she wears a “man’s felt hat” or a “Basque beret.” She calls herself a “chap.” Romero (the book’s only truly manly man) is ashamed to be seen with her because she looks so masculine: “He wanted me to grow my hair out,” Brett remarks. “He said it would make me more womanly.” (242) But then there is always Brett’s remarkable racing-yacht bosom to compensate men like Romero for her masculine tendencies. Hemingway also gave Brett a Florence Nightingale strain: Jake and Mike both know by experience that “she loves looking after people.” (203)




Indeed, Brett could have been every manly man’s dream girl, had her rampant sexual hubris not exceeded even that of the bull. Her phallic desires are obvious, but she is not willing to exchange her penis envy for a proper baby. She clearly suffers from the “maternal nymphomania” Huneker had diagnosed in his portrait of Mona in Painted Veils, but she has none of Mona’s blind passion for children. Thus Brett is Huneker’s “female ever in pursuit of masculine honey” without the leavening effect of the phallic woman’s appropriate self-castration through submission to the demands of motherhood. From the bullfighter’s—the imperial castrator’s—point of view, then, the “lost generation” of men who had seen their manhood, their lifeblood, destroyed by war was a sorry lot. Like Jake, these men were too fatigued to be able to supply Brett with the Liebestod—the deadly final love-ritual of domination and submission she so sorely needed.




Brett unflinchingly pursues her blind quest for liberation from phallicism even so. Her companions’ inability to subject her is the tragic source of her personal failure to become a properly acculturated female (Romero, as a Latin lover, can only be a passing fling for an Aryan lass). We are to understand that Jake, Hemingway’s approximation of a “thinking” man, would have been Brett’s natural soulmate had it not been for his unfortunate war wound. But not having to share his vital essence with women anymore has made Jake into quite a philosopher. He compassionately observes how other men allow themselves to be devastated by women such as Brett. Thus he becomes the exemplary modern male hero, living a life of continent, strong-spined, quiet desperation.




At first Jake’s spiritual manhood is entirely beyond doubt, particularly since he is disadvantaged only in the realm of tumescence and not in his transcendent “masculinity” Hemingway even had Jake express a manly urge to bash homosexuals who had the gall to be pleased with their own spiritual “inadequacy” as males: “I know they are supposed to be amusing, and you should be tolerant, but I wanted to swing on one, any one, anything to shatter that superior, simpering composure.” (20)




Brett is more severely wounded than Jake. By not yielding to the maternal motive underlying her buxom sexuality, she is doomed to pursue a sterile seminal vampirism that only increases her masculine energies and undermines her intuitive quest for acculturation. She was meant to be Jakes natural ringside companion: “I simply turn all to jelly when you touch me,” she admits. But when the philosophical Jake tries to argue that sex is not everything in a relationship (“it isn’t all that you know”), the nymphomaniacal Brett shows that, for her at least, there can be no separation between sex and sensibility: “We kissed good night and Brett shivered. ‘I’d better go,’ she said. ‘Good night, darling.’ ‘You don’t have to go.’ ‘Yes.’ ” (26–34)




Hemingway was a firm believer in the medical validity of the seminal-nutrition theory. Consequently he portrayed Brett as fidgety, weepy, and weak whenever she had no sexual partner. She needs men to be healthy and to maintain her mascuhnized lifestyle. She depends on men more than men depend on her. Brett knows this very well, and the prospect of a life of perpetual depredation, of restless seminal vampirism, distresses her. Toward the end of the book, “shaking and crying” with what one is tempted to regard as seminal-withdrawal symptoms, Brett unconvincingly intends to turn over a new leaf. “I’m thirty-four, you know. I’m not going to be one of these bitches that ruins children.” (243)




But in Hemingway’s world bitchdom was the future of any woman not satisfied with the modest seminal energies meted out to her in measured quantities by a bullfighter male full of manly self-control. Brett simply cannot overcome her need for masculine vitality even to settle down to merely symbolic motherhood: “It’s my fault, Jake. It’s the way I’m made,” she remarks bluntly when Jake suggests that they “just Eve together.” (55) Jake begins his own descent from the lofty perch of spiritual manhood when he becomes her pimp to his friends—men with whom he otherwise bonds in bouts of alcoholism and other equally dangerous manly sports such as fishing and watching bullfights. “That was it. Send a girl off with one man. Introduce her to another to go off with him. Now go and bring her back. And sign the wire with love. That was it alright.” (239) In effect he becomes Brett’s steer, one of those castrated intermediaries who serve to quiet the constitutional aggression of a frisky bull until it is ready to be conquered by the bullfighter’s sword.




Thus true manhood, as an abstract ideal, becomes the ultimate victim of this unholy alliance between Jake and Brett. Ideal manhood was a nirvana of testosterone distributed in carefully controlled gestures of racial mastery. It had been Jake’s greatest pride that, notwithstanding his wound, he was counted as a genuine “aficionado” by the cognoscenti of bullfighting. He was part of their secret society, a closed boys’ club of initiates.




But by accepting his role as Brett’s pimp, Jake adds spiritual emasculation to his physical inadequacy. He becomes a traitor to the brotherhood of masculinity. Montoya, the book’s undisputed arbiter of manhood, makes this very clear when he ostracizes Jake after Brett’s fling with Romero: He “did not come near us. One of the maids brought the bill.” (228) Having allowed himself to become a conduit for the forces of degeneration, Jake, the defective male of modern decadence, must henceforth remain locked out of the tower of true manhood forever.




In the figure of Brett Hemingway created the model for numerous subsequent female predators in fiction. But Robert Cohn, the racial inferior of the novel, is in many ways her mirror image. If the sun sets on Jake, if he becomes part of the passing of the great Nordic race, it is the destructive alliance between Brett and Cohn that is ultimately responsible for Jake’s fall. Hemingway immediately established the symbolic importance of Cohn to his narrative by opening the novel with his name. Cohn is an economic parasite, an interloper in the world of the Nordics. Though he has gained wealth in this manner, he remains passive—a “drain” upon the system. A “fish out of water” among the Gentiles of Princeton University, he is enough of a “chameleon” (one of the Jew’s most typical characteristics, according to the racist theorists) to adopt a semblance of their manly traits and become middleweight boxing champion, even though his heart is not in it. But his attempts to hide his otherness fail among the Aryan elite: “No one ever made him feel he was a Jew, and hence different from anybody else, until he went to Princeton.” To the elite he is a true nonentity: “I never met any one of his class who remembered him.”




Effeminate as well as passive, Cohn displays his genetic defects at every turn. Hemingway portrayed him as something of a wallflower in the sexual realm, by remarking that he “was married”—deliberately phrased to emphasize the passive tense—“by the first girl who was nice to him.” Later, “just when he had made up his mind to leave his wife she left him and went off with a miniature-painter” (clearly the most “effeminate” sort of painter Hemingway could think of, but even so, “as a man,” still clearly preferable to Cohn). Thereupon he “had been taken in hand by a lady” who hoped to profit from his connections. Throughout his novel Hemingway continued to describe Cohns relationships with women in the most passive terms possible: “The lady who had him,” “she led him quite a life,” and so on. (3–7)




The ultimate proof of Cohns “effeminacy” is his lack of interest in bullfighting. Jake hates him with particular intensity because, like the “effeminate homosexuals,” he chooses to be what Jake has been forced to become. Indeed, Hemingway’s more manly characters like to rib Cohn about his “steer-like” nature. “ ‘It’s no life being a steer,’ Robert Cohn said. ‘Don’t you think so?’ Mike said. ‘I would have thought you’d loved being a steer, Robert.’ ‘What do you mean, Mike?’ ‘They lead such a quiet life. They never say anything and they’re always hanging about so.’ ” The decline of the West, Jake’s spiritual emasculation, and the rise of the chameleonic Jew were inextricably intertwined.




Obviously Cohn is not man enough to keep from being gobbled up by the vampire: “Is Robert Cohn going to follow Brett around like a steer all the time?” Mike jeers. What rankles the Aryans of Hemingway’s novel most is that Brett’s sexual degeneracy is so all-inclusive that she is even willing to put up with half-males such as Cohn: “Brett’s gone off with men. But they weren’t ever Jews, and they didn’t come and hang about afterward.” (141–3) Mike is a consummate anti-Semite, vituperating against Cohn, “that kike,” with his air of “Jewish superiority” Cohn, in fact, is less of a man than Brett herself. He becomes green in the face when he sees the slaughter of the bulls, and Mike ends up taunting him: “Do you think you amount to something, Cohn? do you think you belong here among us?” Finally Jake’s upstanding Aryan blood brother tells the crawling Semite to leave him alone: “Go away for God’s sake. Take that sad Jewish face away.” (165–77)




The tendency among critics has been to accept these passages as integral to Hemingway’s “realistic” portrayal of the widespread racism of his contemporaries. An “objective” rep or ter/novelist, they argue, could hardly be blamed for such passages, since this was the way people around him talked. But in The Sun Also Rises the denigration of Cohn is not presented critically. It is an organic element in the unfolding of the author’s thesis. The decline of masculine values was the result of a twopronged attack. The masculinized woman and the feminized Semite were eclipsing the sun. Mike and Jake are the two “true Aryans” in Hemingway’s novel. But they both end up “damaged” by Brett’s promiscuity and Cohn’s unmanly behavior. Neutralized in this fashion, they become melancholy witnesses to the decline of manliness. But as Hemingway’s title indicated, the sun also rises: if the Aryan could overcome his growing enslavement to feminine eroticism and chase away the sexual woman’s Semitic acolytes, the golden light of masculinity might yet return to save the world.




William Faulkner, too, accepted the findings of the early-twentieth-century psychoanalysts and sexologists without hesitation. The vital-essence theory, and particularly the notion that young women suffered from a “Dora syndrome” they must overcome to become even halfway tolerable, was deeply imbedded in his near-paranoiac conception of gender relationships.




Faulkner’s vicious portrayal of seventeen-year-old Temple Drake in Sanctuary (1931) adds a dense thicket of metaphoric and verbal complexity to what was otherwise unfortunately a very ordinary prejudicial ideology of gender and race. The key to the novel’s antifeminine message is Popeye, Faulkner’s version of what Lothrop Stoddard in the subtitle of his book The Revolt Against Civilization (1922) had called “the menace of the under man.” Popeye, a violent killer, is like Hemingway’s Jake, sexually impotent. But unlike Jake, Popeye has not lost his “natural manhood” in manly warfare. Instead, his impotence is a factor of the constitutional degeneracy of his parents. “An undersized, weak child,” he was born to a dissolute, syphilitic father and a simpleminded mother who had been infected with her husband’s disease at the time of her impregnation. As a result, Popeye “did not learn to walk and talk until he was about four years old.” A doctor’s assessment clarifies everything: “He will never be a man, properly speaking. With care, he will Eve some time longer. But he will never be older than he is now.” (319—23) His degenerate ancestry has thus made Pop eye into a “female man” and therefore, according to the quasi-phrenological black magic of the period’s genetic theories, a born criminal.




Stoddard considered “under men” such as Popeye representative of “the workings of that fatal tendency to biological regression which has blighted past civilizations.” This degenerative pattern had caused a “species separation” between “the high biological level” of the evolutionary elite and the lower orders of human society. The future of civilization depended upon the quality of its “racial stocks.” The group “of superior individuals” at the top of the evolutionary scale had a natural right to rule the world. “At the other end a number of inferior individuals” made up the category of “the under man,” while between the two extremes stood “the mass of intermediate individuals, who likewise grade up or down the scale.”




Stoddard sketched a sadly recurring pattern of creeping humanism as the immediate cause of the destruction of past civilizations. Time and again “the successful superiors who stood in the vanguard of progress” would “divert human energy from racial ends to individual and social ends.” Foolish attempts to improve the lot of the under man caused the “superiors” to neglect their “racial” responsibilities. “Late marriage, fewer children, and celibacy combined to thin the ranks of the successful, diminish the number of superior strains, and thus gradually impoverish the race.”




In the meantime, of course, the dastardly inferiors could be counted upon to continue to breed uncontrollably. “No longer ruthlessly weeded by natural selection, the inferior survived and multiplied.” Like Maury in The Beautiful and Damned, Stoddard saw only evil in humane behavior: “saturated with dullards and degenerates,” the upper layers of the human foundation would wither away, leaving civilization to sink to a lower level or collapse in utter ruin. Once again humanity was at such a crossroads, Stoddard warned. More than ever, “the nemesis of the inferior” should concern Nordic Americans of the 1920s, for “the fatal tendency to biological regression” was always sparked by the “atavistic revolt against civilization” of the “Under-Man,” that “congenital caveman” who instinctively hated the constructive order of society and who was therefore “always in trouble and usually in jail.” (19—23) The “legions of the degenerate and the backward” were “spreading like a cancerous blight and threatening to corrode society to the very marrow of its being.” Only the “racially superior” could still thwart their ascendancy: “It is this ‘thin red line’ of rich, untainted blood which stands between us and barbarism or chaos.” (105—6)




Faulkner’s Popeye has all the characteristics of Stoddard’s “UnderMan.” A murderous “anarchist,” he represents the forces undermining “civilized society.” Though a nondescript “lower-class” white man, he is a carefully constructed composite of society’s “racial degenerates.” “He smells black, Horace Benbow thought.” This just after we have been told that “his skin had a dead, dark pallor. His nose was faintly aquiline, and he had no chin at all.” Thus, implied Semitic traits mingle with phrenological evidence of “mental defectiveness” and “atavistic” signs of an African heritage to make Pop eye into a Nordic’s worst nightmare of miscegenated manhood.




Stunted and impotent, Popeye was of course also meant to evoke thoughts of the predatory, “penis-envious,” prematernal female. Faulkner even tried to make his readers associate him with the maneating arachnids: “Across his vest ran a platinum chain like a spider web.” Popeye, as a “female man,” was constitutionally closely allied with women in the throes of a “masculinity complex”—women who, as Freud had pointed out, still looked upon themselves as castrated males. Faulkner therefore saw him as a perfect foil to the very phallic Temple Drake. But while Temple is restlessly in search of her lost phallus, Popeye has compensated for his impotence by adopting a handgun as his symbol of phallic strength. The pistol’s destructive power becomes his “masculine potency” substitute: “He squatted in his tight black suit, his right hand coat pocket sagging compactly against his flank.” (5–7)




In Faulkner’s morality tale of social degeneracy in action, Temple was still another Everywoman, much like Gloria had been for Fitzgerald and Brett for Hemingway. Horace Benbow, though himself not untainted by weakness, is the fascinated outside “observer” of Sanctuary who watches degeneration infiltrate the ruling class. In the opening scenes of the book, he enunciates the conflict between nature and civilization in traditional gender-ideological terms: “Nature is ‘she’ and Progress is ‘he’; nature made the grape arbor, but Progress invented the mirror.” The “conspiracy between female flesh and female season,” Benbow adds, makes such a dichotomy inevitable. (14–16) In other words, woman is driven by her womb, and man by his reason. Woman reproduces and man creates. The future Nobel Prize winner’s mind contained a plethora of such standard slogans of the gender wars.




Temple Drake, a judge’s daughter, is a typical Anglo-Saxon uppermiddle-class girl on the verge of womanhood. She is supposed to be a virgin when we first encounter her, though Faulkner makes Temple suggest otherwise in Requiem for a Nun, his 1951 continuation of Temple’s story: “that is, a virgin as far as anybody went on record to disprove.” (113) In the title of this sequel he also continued his play on the Renaissance double meaning of “nunnery” (whores’ sanctuary) to highlight his heroine’s “natural” aptitude for prostitution.




Temple, even at seventeen, is the standard sexual woman of the Twenties and Thirties. She has a “boldly scarlet” mouth (Sanctuary, 38) and a “soft chin”—an early phrenological indication of her spiritual kinship with Popeye—and her eyes are “blankly right and left looking, cool, predatory and discreet.” Thus her appetite for sexual dissipation is adumbrated in every aspect of her appearance from the moment we first meet her: “Her face was quite pale, dusted over with recent powder, her hair in spent red curls.” (30)




A quick bit of authorial artifice causes Temple to be abandoned by her boyfriend Gowan Stevens in a remote, dilapidated farmhouse amid the dregs of humanity, including, of course, Popeye. Faulkner spends the better part of the first hundred pages of his novel exploiting his readers’ taste for voyeurism. We watch as, watched by the men around her, Temple runs about aimlessly for a good many pages, “like a trapped animal,” still largely unaware of the nature of the passions stirring in her loins: “She whirled and ran. She ran right off the porch, into the weeds, and sped on. She ran to the road and down it for fifty yards in the darkness, then without a break she whirled and ran back to the house and sprang onto the porch and crouched against the door.” (69) We watch the men watch her. We even watch her watch herself: She “saw within her fallen coat naked flesh between brassiere and knickers and knickers and stockings.” (91)




Thus, for nearly the first third of the novel Faulkner does everything he can to make the reader complicit in the prurient anticipation of a rape Temple, he intimates, desperately longs for without knowing it. Only Ruby Lamar, mostly referred to as “the woman,” an earthy, honest “motherwoman” and the closest approximation to a “good” woman anywhere in the book, has instantly understood what Temple’s body craves. The girl stands before her holding the woman’s child, and Faulkner’s earth mother, whose “breast moved deeply and full,” calls her a “little doll-faced slut.” She “looked at Temple with cold, blazing eyes. ‘Man? You’ve never seen a real man. You dont know what it is to be wanted by a real man. And thank your stars you haven’t and never will, for then you’d find just what that little putty face is worth, and all the rest of it you think you are jealous of when you’re just scared of it.’ ” Apparently Faulkner considered the concept of penis envy to be so obvious that he did not think it out of place for a rural illiterate to refer to “it.” The woman knows exactly what the envious girl will do when she is confronted with the real thing: “If he is just man enough to call you whore, you’ll say Yes Yes and you’ll crawl naked in the dirt and the mire for him to call you that.” Furious at Temple’s hypocrisy, she commands: “Give me that baby.” Temple is clearly not a mother-wo man in training. (62–3)




But grovel and say, “yes, yes,” we shall see her do plenty. Popeye has been parading around with his pistol showing. Young Temple at last goes to sleep on an improvised mattress of “gnawed corncobs”—a grossly symbolic resting place, not designed to quiet her unacknowledged physical longing. Later, recounting her experience to a horrified yet fascinated Horace Benbow, she recalls how lying on the cobs made her penis envy run wild: “That was when I got to thinking a funny thing. You know how you do when you’re scared. I was looking at my legs and I’d try to make like I was a boy. I was thinking about if I just was a boy and then I tried to make myself into one by thinking.” Hoping to conjure up the desired appendage by sheer force of will, she had wondered “if I could tell when it happened. I mean, before I looked, and I’d think I had and how I’d go out and show them—you know. I’d strike a match and say Look. See? Let me alone, now. And then I could go back to bed.”




But Temple had not just wanted to be one of the boys. Recollecting a chastity belt she had seen in a museum, she had imagined putting it on: “I was thinking maybe it would have long sharp spikes on it and he wouldn’t know it until too late and I’d jab it into him. I’d jab it all the way through him and I’d think about the blood running on me and how I’d say I guess that’ll teach you.” Unlike Hemingway’s Brett, Temple was not merely waiting for the right bullfighter to come along; she wanted to be a bullfighter herself. She had been unaware that “it was going to be just the other way.” (227—8) In consequence, Temple was to spend the rest of Faulkner’s novel trying to take revenge upon the men around her.




Two years after the publication of Sanctuary, Freud, in his New Introductory Lectures on Psychoanalysis, summed up his previous writings on penis envy in a way that read like a direct gloss upon Temple’s experience. Seeing the genitals of the other sex, Freud said, girls






at once notice the difference and, it must be admitted, its significance too. They feel seriously wronged, often declare that they want to “have something like it too,” and fall a victim to “envy of the penis,” which will leave ineradicable traces on their development and the formation of their character and which will not be surmounted in even the most favourable cases without a severe expenditure of psychical energy (125)







In Sanctuary Temple never relaxes her pursuit of the phallus. But Popeye, after shooting and killing Tommy, a half-wit who is naively trying to protect her, rapes Temple in a truly unorthodox fashion, presumably in an effort to accommodate his natural disability. Though at the trial that ends the book it is suggested that his instrument of violation is a corncob, it would seem that at this earlier point Faulkner wanted his readers to think that he had used his gun:






She sat there, her legs straight before her, her hands limp and palm-up on her lap, looking at Popeyes tight back and the ridges of his coat across the shoulders as he leaned out the door, the pistol behind him, against his flank, wisping thinly along his leg. He turned and looked at her. He waggled the pistol slightly and put it back in his coat. Then he walked toward her. (107)







Faulkner made it clear that Temple herself afterward associates her rape with Popeye’s gun. He also wanted to make his readers doubt whether what happened was really a rape. Ruby’s verdict was already in. But in Requiem for a Nun Faulkner went ever further, making the lawyer Gavin Stevens upbraid Gowan, by now Temple’s husband, for continuing to dwell upon this episode in Temple’s history and for taking the blame “for something your wife hadn’t even lost, didn’t even regret, didn’t even miss.” What was more, “she didn’t even suffer, but on the contrary, even liked it.” (63—4) What mattered to Faulkner was that Popeye’s unorthodox defloration of Temple brought out the latent vampire in her.




Soon after the murder and rape, Popeye takes a passive, willing Temple to her “sanctuary,” a Memphis house of prostitution. Here she maintains a passive, vegetative existence in what is obviously her “natural” environment, never attempting to escape. We are to understand that Popeye’s gun has become the object of her phallic affection. The dark, degenerate owner of this instrument has taken to visiting her on a regular basis. In her room, in a closet, he keeps his black clothes. “Hanging from a nail was an automatic pistol in a holster of oiled silk. She took it down gingerly and removed the pistol and stood with it in her hand. After a moment she went to the bed and hid it beneath the pillow.” (237) Then, in an attempt to realize her dream of becoming a “boy,” Temple directly “appropriates” Pop eye’s “manhood”: “She felt the pistol through the pillow. She slipped it out and looked at it, then she slid it under her flank and lay motionless, her legs straight, her hands behind her head, her eyes focussing into black pinheads at every sound on the stairs.” (242)




But just when she has made herself grow a penis-gun instead of a penis-baby, Temple is finally introduced to the real object of her obses-
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sion, in a manner that allowed Faulkner to exploit his own obsession with voyeurism even further. Popeye brings Red, one of his criminal associates, to Temple and watches him have sexual intercourse with Temple. But the introduction of Red’s personal endowment makes her furious at Popeye for “misleading” her: “Dont you wish you were Red? Dont you wish you could do what he can do? Dont you wish he was the one watching us instead of you?” Temple has finally understood what she’d been looking for all along. Popeye had misled her by offering her no more than a penis surrogate. “ ‘He’s a better man than you are!’ Temple said shrilly. ‘You’re not even a man! He knows it. Who does know it if he dont?’ ” (243–5)




Almost immediately after this, the sight of Red at a nightclub brings out the already none-too-latent nymphomaniac in Temple. Faulkner shows that, even so, she is still a somewhat confused “little girl,” still not quite able to remember the difference between a real phallus and Popeye’s gun:






She put her hand on [Popeye’s] shoulder. “Daddy,” she said. Moving to shield them from the room, her hand stole toward his armpit, touching the butt of the flat pistol. It lay rigid in the light, dead vise of his arm and side. “Give it to me,” she whispered. “Daddy. Daddy.” She leaned her thigh against his shoulder, caressing his arm with her flank. “Give it to me, daddy,” she whispered. Suddenly her hand began to steal down his body in a swift, covert movement, then it snapped away in a movement of revulsion. “I forgot,” she whispered; “I didn’t mean ... I didn’t....” (249)







Her loyalty for Popeye gone, and in brute animal rut, Temple now rapidly becomes a true sexual vampire. When Red approaches her, all civilization falls from her and she turns into an uncontrollable predator: “When he touched her she sprang like a bow, hurling herself upon him, her mouth gaped and ugly like that of a dying fish as she writhed her loins against him.” Then, “with her hips grinding against him, her mouth gaping in straining protrusion, bloodless,” she begs him to take her with him. Focusing relentlessly on Temple’s rapacious mouth, Faulkner stressed the primitive feminine “blood hunger” that made her act in this fashion: “ ‘Come on. What’re you waiting for?’ She strained her mouth toward him, dragging his head down, making a whimpering moan.” Red’s true masculinity drives her beyond herself: “ ‘You’re a man. You’re a man.’ She began to grind against him, dragging at his head, murmuring to him in parrotlike underworld epithets, the saliva running pale over her bloodless lips.” (252—3)




Like every other vampire before her, Temple leaves dead bodies in her wake wherever she goes. Popeye kills Red, and Temple, for no detectable reason other than because Popeye happened to have been the man who showed her how she could have a phallus of her own, gives false testimony at a trial dealing with Tommy’s murder and her rape. This allows Popeye to run free, while Goodwin, Ruby’s common-law husband, is found guilty and is immolated by a vengeful mob. Temple, too, goes scot-free, to marry Gowan. In Requiem for a Nun we are to learn that she did go on to have children, but this information only serves to show her up as a truly terrible mother—a child-murderer, even. If Faulkner ever had any real qualms about the “sensationalism” of Sanctuary, as he later maintained, this revisitation of his vampire woman of the Thirties, twenty years after he created her, shows conclusively that he did not have any second thoughts about his characterization of this maniacal “Everywoman.”




Faulkner’s mixed erotic fascination with and hatred for Temple was patent, and it was very clearly focused. She was, he declared in Requiem for a Nun, the archetypal sexual woman, the agent of brute nature against whom society must struggle to survive, “insatiable and forever incontinent: demon-nun and angel-witch; empress, siren, Erinys.” (225) As for Popeye, he was, in Faulkner’s scheme of things, more a social pollutant than a truly satanic personage like Temple: he was therefore disposed of with cheap irony by being executed “for killing a man in one town and at an hour when he was in another town killing somebody else.” But though Popeye was thus summarily dismissed, the modern world, Faulkner implied, continued to offer sanctuary to Temple, the real monster of society. Degeneration had therefore won another victory. In Requiem for a Nun Faulkner made it clear that Temple, as the draconian personification of the eternal feminine, aided by her team of degenerate male allies, had halted “the old brave innocent tumultuous” ascendancy of “the Anglo-Saxon, the pioneer, the tall man, roaring with Protestant scripture and boiled whiskey,” who was “a married invincible bachelor.” Aryan brotherhood lay in the dust, and woman was responsible. (89—91)




Sanctuary, then, showed that Temple Drake was Popeye’s evil sister. Both were murderous by nature, and their heritage of lust made each a vile and impotent drag on humanity. The novel’s final message was that when society allows the “natural” maternal nymphomaniac in woman (Ruby) to be superseded by the terminally narcissistic, penis-envious, libidinally introverted and hence genetically regressive, masculinized women of decadent modern society, disaster must follow. Benbow sees the social beginnings of a “good,” spontaneously evolving nuclear family (Goodwin, Ruby, and their child) attacked and destroyed before his very eyes as a result of the false accusations of Temple Drake, who perversely protects the raping degenerate who taught her to be phallic. In this she is aided and abetted by the mean-spirited women who rule Benbow’s own feminized environment. Thus the evolutionary alliance between reproductive femininity and the creative masculine has been undermined once again in a vicious conspiracy between the dregs of human society: castrating women and emasculate men, the terrorist phalanx of social degenerates described by Lothrop Stoddard in The Revolt against Civilization as “the imbecile, the feeble-minded, the neurotic, the insane—all those melancholy waste-products every living species excretes but which are promptly extirpated in the state of nature, whereas in human societies they are too often preserved.” (22) Humanism, liberalism—the “effeminate sentimentalism” of an “emasculate civilization”—had created the vampire of species degeneration personified by Temple Drake.




What to do, then, about these sterile vampire women who wanted to steal the all-powerful phallic gun and who, blinded by violent bouts of penis envy, had aligned themselves with the “mongrel” races? In Requiem for a Nun Temple acknowledges that her maid, “an ex-dope-fiend nigger whore” whom she casually sacrifices to save herself from being condemned as a child-murderer, “was the only animal in Jefferson that spoke Temple Drake’s language.” (136) And Gavin Stevens, AngloSaxon to the bone, also speaking in this drama published years after the genocidal revelations of World War II, directly voices the solution Faulkner had only implied in Sanctuary. Describing Pop eye as “a little black thing with an Italian name, Eke a neat and only slightly deformed cockroach; a hybrid, sexually incapable,” (121) Stevens declares that his formal execution had been too weak a punishment: “He should have been crushed somehow under a vast and mindless boot, like a spider.” (126)




The spider woman, Temple Drake, and the mongrel, mixed-race Italians, the hybrid Semitic, Eurasian, and black “under men,” nature s degenerates, the emissaries of the Bolshevik revolt against civilization, should be summarily exterminated, this passage implied. And indeed, Faulkners portrayal of Temple Drake in Sanctuary had, Eke so many characterizations that had come before it, been calculated to make his readers jump up once again and intone the social directive of Oscar Wilde s Herod: “Kill that woman!” His presentation was intended to stir the gynecidal impulse in the reader just as much as Stoddard s diatribes served to prepare the world for genocide. Faulkners narrative closely followed the hard-line antihumanist social Darwinism of William Graham Sumner, which had also helped create the hard-line capitalist elitism of Lothrop Stoddard and Madison Grant. Proudly echoing Sumner s remarks about the “benevolent” passive extermination of the sick, the weak, and the poor, and further inspired by the categorical declarations of the geneticists, Grant took the line of thought to be found in Sumner’s writings to its logical conclusion in The Passing of the Great Race:






Where two distinct species are located side by side history and biology teach that but one of two things can happen; either one race drives the other out, as the Americans exterminated the Indians and as the Negroes are now replacing the whites in various parts of the South; or else they amalgamate and form a population of race bastards in which the lower type ultimately preponderates. This is a disagreeable alternative with which to confront sentimentalists but nature is only concerned with results and neither makes nor takes excuses. The chief failing of the day with some of our well meaning philanthropists is their absolute refusal to face inevitable facts, if such facts appear cruel. (77–8)







Exterminate the brutes, Grant was suggesting. But that was also the solution Faulkner placed in the minds of the readers of Sanctuary: exterminate these bitches! The imagery of the evil woman had blended with that of her degenerate allies. One could only fantasize about eradicating the sexual woman—after all, a man needed sons. But the Popeyes responsible for her awakening could be exterminated at will. Writers such as Fitzgerald, Hemingway, and Faulkner and innumerable other intellectuals and politicians in Western Europe and the United States thus helped prepare the world for the realpolitik of genocide. Their metaphoric excursions into the battle of the sexes were rapidly being translated into the language of global war. The “she” of nature and the “he” of progress were preparing for a decisive battle. The manly Aryan race must exterminate the “lower races,” or be destroyed in a tide of effeminate regression. The Eurasian demon must be killed, or society would perish.
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X. Dualism Enthroned: Oak Trees and Destroyers; Hitler and the Hammer of Death; Genocide as Gynecide in the Mythology of Popular Culture




The sun god—the man whose closely guarded phallus was a shield against the lunar depredations of the vampire of effeminacy— was the patron saint of the Third Reich. Aryan men must avoid being drained by the moon and, with “bodies hard as steel,” prepare for the coming millennium, Hitler argued in Mein Kampf. “Feminization of the man” and “masculinization of the woman,” Carl Jung insisted at just about the same time, “must be regarded as regression in a young person.” (Symbols of Transformation, 459) The anima in a man, he added during a 1930 lecture, “is always connected with the inferior function.” “She” represented the misty world of feeling and sentiment rather than “Logos,” steely reason, the man’s “conscious principle.” In Mein Kampf Hitler identified the hard body of the youthful male as the shining armor of spiritual masculinity: “What makes the Greek ideal of beauty immortal is the wonderful combination of the most glorious physical beauty with a brilliant mind and the noblest soul.” (614)




Jung explained why the young Aryan needed physical armor: “The anima represents the primitive layer of man’s psychology,” and she is therefore “eternally a heretic and does not fit in at all, a perfect pagan, in more or less open revolt against the Christian point of view.” It was “common for her to take on the quality of the Orient or an older civilization.” After all, she was a negative entity, Jung reminded his audience, for she represented “the inferior Eros in man.” To prove this point, the analyst discussed the dream of an Aryan man who had found himself in church, singing a hymn with the refrain “Rejoice, O Christendom.” Behind him the churchgoer had heard somebody “singing the same words in a peculiar soprano voice, exceedingly loud and the melody quite different.” The others shrill, dissonant voice made the Christian worshipers sing “completely out of tune.” After the service the dreamer heard the inferior singer remark to someone that, for once, he had been able to show that he too could sing. Though infuriated by the singers clumsy insensitivity to his environment, the dreamer restrained himself from “making a disagreeable remark,” observing that the other appeared to be “more masculine this time” and had “a Jewish type of face.” The dreamer then “remembers that his son is a friend of his. Then the son suddenly appears and violently reproaches his father because he upset the hymn.”




Jung was certain that the stranger represented the anima in this dream, but he corrected a member of his seminar who identified her as a “Jewess”: “That she is feminine is probably quite clear to you, but why is she masculine too? This is a very unusual case. And mind you, afterwards she becomes a man, a Jew.” This dream-Jew, Jung insisted, was an expression of the dreamer’s own immature sexual ambiguity:






If a man’s anima is masculine, he is absolutely possessed—obsessed by her, and he cannot establish a relationship with her until she is feminine. To say he is effeminate means the same thing—that she has power over him. The fact that the dream expresses is: you are effeminate, you are possessed by your anima.







Both the dream and Jung’s explanation are dramatic examples of the casual blending of prejudicial gender and race imagery by 1930. Jung took it for granted that, to the average Nordic male, effeminacy and Jewishness would be interchangeable concepts. The dreamer’s irate son, he suggested, was his “Logos,” his Aryan consciousness. This Logos rightfully blamed the father for having “disrupted” the Christian service with his “Jewish anima,” the embarrassing public manifestation of his effeminate eros. The father, Jung concluded, could not expect to regain the friendship of his son until he ceased his disruptive Hebraic chanting—that perpetual disruption of Logos by eros that made Aryan society sing out of tune: “Such ideas would not fit in with the ideas of the Protestant church and would prove most disturbing. Obviously!” Jung exclaimed. The dreamer must conquer this “demon,” this “phantom” of the feminine in himself, to give sacred masculinity, Logos, a chance to triumph and make him “whole.” (Aspects of the Masculine, 127—39)




The casual domestication of anti-Semitism during the Twenties and Thirties could not have been expressed more dramatically than it was in this example of Jungs analytic technique. During the early 1910s Freud had broken with Jung over the latter’s use of mythological imagery to explicate psychological states. Freud recognized Jung’s constant use of such images as a facile attempt to falsify the patterns of causality underlying the formation of neuroses. Jung’s approach simplified complex crosscurrents of social, economic, ethical, and sexual conflict and turned these environmental influences into mere expressions of “universal” patterns of human behavior. By 1930, Freud, as a Jew, had been forced to take stock of the social impact of the prejudicially metaphorized arguments of medicine, biology, and genetics. In Civilization and Its Discontents he finally acknowledged that the condition of the world suggested “the diagnosis that, under the influence of cultural urges, some civilizations, or some epochs of civilization—possibly the whole of mankind—have become ‘neurotic.’ ” (91) But Jung, caught in the prison of his own metaphors, considered “the cultural urges” that had made Western society by this time not just neurotic but psychotic, a normal part of its psychic “growth.” Freud, at least, had belatedly realized that a social paranoia was sweeping the Western world.




Jung’s contention that human behavior was organized by a “collective unconscious” consisting of unchanging, primordial images actively encouraged the negative metaphors of sex, class, and race developed by the scientists. By positing the existence of “universal” psychological states and arguing that every “archetype” was linked to a specific stage of evolutionary development, he helped justify the reign of Logos over eros as the only reasonable outcome of humanity’s internal battle of the sexes. In fact, he had merely adopted the racial-memory arguments of the genetic ideologues. Using a barrage of images and metaphors tendentiously imposed on a welter of myth and folklore, he argued the existence of “ur-forms” of cognition that determined every aspect of human behavior. But his “archetypes” were all directly shaped by the prejudicial race and gender proposals of the scientists of the early years of this century. Masculine aggression became representative of the cultural “voyage of the hero,” and feminine sexuality was an expression of the predatory call of the perpetually hungry and hence “deadly” womb of the “great mother.” The hero was “the man who overcomes the Terrible Mother, breaks the teeth out of her vagina, and so makes her into a woman,” as Jung’s faithful follower Erich Neumann succinctly summarized the master’s point of view in The Great Mother: An Analysis of the Archetype (1955).




Jung’s system was thus tailor-made for the aggressive psychosocial paranoia of the Twenties. The self-liberating voyage of the “hero” could easily be read as a metaphoric representation of the evolutionary elite’s genetic responsibilities. The Aryan must do to the “lower orders,” the “effeminates” of modern society, exactly what the hero, the leader, the “Führer” of Aryan civilization, must do to the woman within. “Inferiors” could be subdued and made useful, but they should never be given equal rights with the ruling elite. “By mating again and again with other races, we may well lift those races out of their former cultural level to a higher one, but we sink down from our own high level forever,” (637) Hitler exclaimed. To maintain racial purity was to overcome the reversive temptation of the “Terrible Mother.”




But the members of “mongrel” races were not always easily identified. They often “passed” for white and could be counted upon to infiltrate the ranks of the Aryans and weaken them, “feminize” them, from within. The “Eurasian Semite,” the hybrid most closely resembling the master race, was therefore also most likely to do serious genetic damage to the superior strains of humanity The Aryan who had learned to assert his masculinity by breaking the teeth out of his woman’s invasive vagina, must now learn to go further, and break the teeth—as well as the skull—of any inferior intent upon polluting the “racial purity” of the sons and daughters of the Aryan elite.




Frank Cowperwood, in Theodore Dreiser’s The Titan (1914), already exhibited every aspect of the Jungian hero. A superman of capitalism, he knew that sexual and economic slavery were two sides of the same coin. He was, Dreiser noted, one of “a set of giants—Titans— who, without heart or soul, and without any understanding of or sympathy with the condition of the rank and file, were setting forth to enchain and enslave” all others. Cowperwood (and Dreiser with him) knew that it was every good woman’s fondest dream to have a real man come along and bash her teeth out: “Say what one will, the wish buried deep in every woman s heart is that her lover should be a hero. Some, out of the veriest stick or stone, fashion the idol before which they kneel, others demand the hard reality of greatness.” (478)




Membership in the master race of imperial masculinity required that one engage in drastic action to punish those who failed to “kneel.” Cowperwood made this clear in his attitude toward Stephanie Platow, a mongrel of Russian Jewish and “southwestern American” descent, with whom, against his better judgment, he has a brief fling. This woman, who is an “unstable chemical compound,” a “poison-flower,” a “beautiful, enigmatic, immoral, and promiscuous woman,” remains protected from his wrath only by the sappy effeminacy of modern times: in earlier days “he would have had her strangled, sewn into a sack, and thrown into the Bosporus.” (218—21) The titanic males of the Aryan elite clearly longed for those days to return. Hitler understood their dislike of “feeble humanism”:






All these symptoms of decay are ultimately only consequences of the lack of a certain, commonly acknowledged view of life and of the general uncertainty in the judgment, and the definition of an attitude towards the various great questions of the time, resulting from it. Therefore, everything, beginning with education, is half-hearted and wavering, shuns responsibility and ends thus in cowardly tolerance of even recognized evils. Dreamy humaneness becomes the fashion, and by a weak surrender to the excrescences and in sparing the individuals, one sacrifices in turn the future of millions. (364)







Throughout Western Europe and the United States the ideologues of race agreed with Hitler. The steely resolve and “iron will” of the “higher man” were constantly threatened by women, liberals, Jews, and other do-gooders, whose “dreamy humaneness” served only to undermine the necessary evolutionary inequalities of race, sex, and class. Oswald Spengler, in his Jahre der Entscheidung (Years of Decision), published in the dark year of 1933, warned: “Western civilization of this century is being threatened by not just one but two world revolutionary movements of enormous proportions.” The first came from “below,” the other from “outside.” They were “class war” and “race war.” The poor, the weak, and the inferior had learned to take advantage of the “pacifism” of the humanists who had come to rule the West. The dregs of society, realizing that the white race no longer had the stomach to rule with an iron fist, were responding to this new form of cultural effeminacy by undermining the social order.




While the white leaders continued to prattle about “humane” behavior and “eternal peace,” Spengler warned, the inferior “sniffed out the incompetence and the irresolution of the West’s will to defend itself” Instead of grinding them down under its iron heel, the West was countering the “colored races” with a powderpuff of humane concerns. In consequence, those who had once feared the white man now simply despised him for his weakness. Russian Bolshevism—and let no one misunderstand, Spengler emphasized in a familiar refrain, “Russia is lord over Asia. Russia is Asia”—was fomenting the extermination of the white race under cover of its Marxist egalitarianism.




In addition, Spengler insisted, offering as incontrovertible proof of this contention Lothrop Stoddard’s The Rising Tide of Color, The Japanese were teaming up with the Indians of Mexico, to whom they were racially akin, to foment a race war against the Aryans. Stoddard claimed that in 1914 the Japanese had devised a plot, a “Plan of San Diego,” to destroy America. An army “composed solely of ‘Latins,’ negroes and Japanese” had been about to invade Texas in order to foment a race war. “The racial results were to be decisive,” Stoddard said, “for the entire white population of both our South and Southwest was to be pitilessly massacred.” Fortunately the plot had “completely miscarried.” (133)




Spengler used Stoddard’s claim to intimate that Russia and Japan— Bolshevism and the Yellow Peril—were conspiring against the white race in order to exterminate it. All this because the West had allowed itself to grow weak and mushy with humanism and sentimentality. But Spengler disapproved of “the anti-Semites in Europe and America among whom it is the fashion to see the issue of race solely in Darwinist and materialist terms.” For him the future belonged not to those who worried about “race hygiene.” Instead, what counted was the strength of the race. That strength manifested itself first and foremost in the fertility rate of the women. In the coming global race war, only hyperfertile nations could expect to triumph. The most valuable women of the race were not those sentimentally seen as “partners” or as “sweethearts,” but those willing to devote themselves solely to the business of breeding. Only such women were worthy of the Aryan male’s respect. The intellectual pretensions of big-city women were an expression of society’s ongoing feminization. The increasing prominence of such women highlighted the weakening of the white race’s will to survive. (147–65)




The innumerable theorists of race, class, and gender of the first thirty years of this century saw the betrayal of Logos by eros as central to a nation’s moral and physical degeneration: the decline of the West started in the white man’s lack of sexual self-control, which in turn led to a loss of “power” and “manhood.” The main symptoms of social deterioration were “sentimentality,” an emphasis on humanistic concerns over the exigencies of “nation building,” and a weakness for egalitarian political systems. The iron heel of evolutionary masculinity must crush the spider of effeminacy or be crushed itself. The sexual woman, the main enemy of civilization, had many degenerate masculine allies. Everywhere Popeye’s brothers were using Temple Drake’s sisters as lures to tempt the rank and file of Western culture into perdition.




The notion that the “race war” must be fought first and foremost on the battlefield of human sexuality pervaded social thought. David Starr Jordan, generally credited with turning Stanford University ffom a “cow college” into one of the most distinguished American institutions of higher learning, is also still remembered for his opposition to the politics of war. But Jordan’s reasons for opposing war were virulently racist. The title of his eugenicist manifesto of 1902, The Blood of the Nation—A Study of the Decay of Races Through the Survival of the Unfit, made his position crystal clear. More than a decade later Jordan elaborated upon his views in his book War and the Breed (1915). “War,” he said, “leads toward racial decadence by the obliteration of the most virile elements, these being thereby unrepresented in heredity.” The “War System of the world” was a dangerous “reversive” tendency in civilization, well up there with immigration and “unwise charity.” A true believer in Sumner’s no-nonsense attitude toward the “unfit,” Jordan saw charity as weakness: “pauperism is helped to perpetuate itself, feeblemindedness becomes the heritage of future generations, and races of idiots and criminals have been created.” (10—11)




The term “blood will tell” had the ring of racial truth, Jordan insisted. Genetics had shown that “the structure of the germ-cell and its contained germ-plasm” were the key to racial improvement. On the metaphoric level “blood which is ‘thicker than water’ is the symbol of race unity. In this sense lies the apparent paradox that blood determines history and history determines blood.” Jordan was willing to admit that improvements in education and the quality of life might have a slight euthenic—“environmentally generated”—influence on the behavior of coming generations, but it would always remain the genetic inheritance of “the breed” itself that counted most. “Older, deeper set, more permanent than climate or training or experience are the traits of heredity and in the long run it is always ‘blood that tells.’ ” (16)




Immigration should be drastically curtailed to prevent race suicide, for “everywhere under these conditions, the blood of the slave or the conquered had diluted that of the dominating race usually to its detriment.” (29) Indeed, immigration was something of a genetic conspiracy among weaklings taking advantage of the foolish eradication of the truly able in the world war. As proof Jordan offered a remarkable synthesis of pseudohistory, pseudogenetics, pseudoanthropology, and pseudofolklore, all rolled into one fantastic theory exemplary of the ideological function of the period’s academic scholarship. “An interesting phenomenon in London,” this president of Stanford University began, without revealing his source,






has been discussed as “The Return of the Fairies.” It is a current theory that the fairy tales of Europe are based on persistent memories of pre-historic swarthy dwarf races which once lived on the continent. It is now claimed that these types, not yet extinct, are tending in the prevalence of military selection to reassert themselves and to “congregate in their old haunts.” The “pygmies of London,” undersized, darkskinned people, “clothed in rags and begging an existence,” are now increasing in relative numbers. “The prehistoric small, dark types which were submerged by the Celtic and Teutonic invasions have been asserting themselves numerically, and have also been percolating back to the areas from which they were driven by those bigger, fiercer, blonde immigrants.”







Jordan saw “the increase of these dwarfs” as the return of the genetically repressed—a direct result of “their immunity from military service.” They were a racial menace, for in their case “we must be dealing with a matter of heredity,” not merely with euthenic disadvantages. “Life in the slums causes deterioration in all types of men. But it is the weak and unstable who create the slums. Slum-life with its associations of liquor and vice constitutes at once a cause, an effect and a symptom of personal weakness.” (17—19)




Jordan’s obsession with these “dwarfs” of London is a clear example of the steadily more abstruse blending of metaphor and “science” during the early decades of this century. His dwarfs were clearly the children of Robert Louis Stevenson’s Edward Hyde, who was, as a creature on whom evil had left “an imprint of deformity and decay,” also “more of a dwarf” compared to Jekylls “tall fine build.” (67) The Western imagination was shopping for a scapegoat who might blend the fantasies of reason with the rationalizations of fantasy. It needed to find that “swart” and “dusky” being, “inherently malign and villainous,” whose “bestial avidity” in pursuit of the pleasures of the flesh had begun to infect the “germ-plasm” of the Aryan, causing “the animal within” him to lick “the chops of memory” while his “spiritual side” drowsed. (86–92)




By the mid-1920s the social identity of this evil dwarf who dwelled in the slums was conclusively identified, not only by Adolf Hitler, but by most of the eugenicists, geneticists, racial theorists, and patriotic anti-Bolshevists of the Western world. He was, of course, none other than that Eurasian nomad, inventor of Marxism and seducer of the blonde daughters of the Aryan: Dracula, the ever invasive immigrant, the Wandering Jew. Wherever he went he made otherwise decent women his slaves, polluting their easily contaminated bodies and turning them into sensual predators.




Otto Weininger, who ought to know what he was talking about, had declared in Sex and Character (1903) that women were the Jews natural minions. The Jew was a male with a female sensibility. Like woman, he was “always more absorbed by sexual matters than the Aryan.” Both were instinctive dialecticians, intent upon undermining the progressively developing dualistic principles of rational thought. “The homology of Jew and woman becomes closer the further examination goes,” Weininger insisted. “In the Jew and the woman, good and evil are not distinct from one another.” Being “in constant close relation with the lower life,” the Jew understood the desires of women instinctively and was able to manipulate them in ways Aryan males could not imagine. That was exactly why the Jew was Dracula. (307–20)




Far from being seen as a demented eccentric, Weininger, for several decades after the publication of the book, remained unquestionably one of the most highly respected and frequently quoted “authorities” on the subject of sex and race, in both Europe and the United States. An outsider himself, he had made the identification of “otherness” the central task of his life. The enduring popularity of his book was a tribute to the accuracy of his assessment of the prevailing racial sentiment among his predominantly “Nordic” audience. Recognizing his own otherness as a homosexual and a Jew, and masochistically accepting the “correctness” of the Aryan s antipathy to his “subversive” ambiguity of race and gender, he killed himself. Thus he remained a faithful slave to his Aryan masters, anticipating their every wish, even to the extent of his protogenocidal self-eradication.




But most Jews were not so accommodating. Lothrop Stoddard pointed out in The Alien in Our Midst that unless they were too obviously “descended from West-Asiatic stocks” and hence even more primitive than the superficially acculturated “Western” Jews, they instead appeared to be making every effort to “hide” themselves among the Aryans, sometimes even adopting Christianity. In The Melting-Pot Mistake Henry Pratt Fairchild recounted an “amusing” anecdote he had read in the work of Moses Hess about “the son of a rich German-Jewish banker, who would stand in front of his mirror for hours on end, desperately endeavoring to iron out the Semitic kinks of his hair.” But, added Fairchild with calculated malice, “straight hair or curly locks, can any Jew ever hope to straighten out the ‘kinks’ of his oriental soul?” (224)




In their self-reflective vanity, Weininger had said, both the Jew and the woman tried to disparage the procreative function of sexual intercourse in favor of the act as an end in itself. The fin de siècle’s preoccupation with sterile eroticism made it fair to say that “our age is not only the most Jewish but the most feminine.” Jews and women had forged a lewd alliance, for woman had always understood “that her whole significance and existence depend on her mission as a procreating agent, and that she goes to the wall if man is allowed to occupy himself altogether with other than sexual matters.” (335)




Though it was clearly not Weininger s report from the front but the prevailing temper of his time that gave Adolf Hitler the opportunity to create a common cause among Nordics, the Führer did keep a copy of Sex and Character in his library, no doubt as a guide to the devious feminine recesses of the Aryan enemy’s mind. Weininger’s insistence on very precise analogues between sexual and racial degeneracy probably helped Hitler to identify the Jew as a vampire-master. For in Mein Kampf Hitler promoted an image of the Jew as a sexual and economic aggressor who preyed on and infected Aryan womanhood and business indiscriminately. The Führers Aryan manifesto was a rambling, two-volume tirade of nearly a thousand pages. It fulminated against “race-mixing,” internationalism, “Jewish Marxism,” and “cultural effeminacy” The first half was published late in 1925 and was later combined with the second half, which was first published in 1927. In Mein Kampf the socially constructed imagery of the sexual woman as vampire, which had already destroyed the lives of untold millions of women throughout Europe and the United States during the preceding decades, finally took an openly political turn when it became the organizing principle of Nazi antiSemitism.




Hitler had gathered together all the clichés of early-twentieth-century science. He identified true masculinity as an exclusively Nordic trait. Effeminacy was a typically Jewish defect, and “good” femininity was characterized by a constant yearning for motherhood. The devious alliance between the Jew and the sexual woman could be seen in the parallel effects of the sexual woman’s descent into sterile eroticism and the Jew’s equally sterile lust for gold. Their combined depredations had undermined the Nordic nations’ vitality with a “blood-sucking tyranny.”




Over and over again in Mein Kampf, the Jew was identified as the ur-form of the sexual woman, as the master vampire who stood in the way of humanity’s ascent toward a perfectly balanced dualistic nirvana of continent men and constantly breeding women. Guided by the “führer,” the “strongest man,” (752) humanity must patiently follow its upward path along the “endless ladder” to perfection. (405) The inferior could not hope to vault to the top by mating with superior specimens of evolved humanity. Blood was easily tainted, and hence blood-mixing was “blood-poisoning.” (390)




Hitler’s sources for such statements were the same as those used by the French and Anglo-American racist nationalists. He presented his readers with statements they could easily accept as factual, because an entire generation of biologists, geneticists, and physicians had paved his path to the politics of race hatred with a barrage of misogynist rhetoric. Hitler simply took their familiar vital essence and germ-plasm arguments and turned them into the basis for a policy for “national survival.” Just as the sexual woman was the unevolved, still “masculine” primitive who depredated the continent male and siphoned off his gray matter with her vagina dentata, so the Jew was the still effeminate male sensualist who entered the nation by stealth and proceeded to pollute it through miscegenation. Thus the Jew and the sexual woman both plundered the national coffers of masculinity—for, as Carl Jung would write a few years after the publication of Mein Kampf, “we might compare masculinity and femininity and their psychic components to a definite store of substances of which in the first half of life, unequal use is made. A man consumes his large supply of masculine substance and has left over only the smaller amount of-feminine substance, which must now be put to use.” (Aspects of the Masculine, 32) Hitler used this reliable medical principle to conflate the racist imagery of the Jew as an economic predator with that of the sexual woman as a “consumer” of the steely masculinity German men so urgently needed for “the first half of life.”




The metaphoric link between Hitler’s rhetoric and the imagery of vampirism was unmistakable: the Jew, he stressed over and over again, was “always only a parasite in the body of other peoples,” a “sponger who, like a harmful bacillus, spreads out more if only a favorable medium invites him to do so.” (419–20) He was “the ‘ferment of decomposition’ of nations and races and, in a wider sense, the dissolver of human culture.” (666) The Jew had lodged himself “inside the body of the other peoples during the course of the centuries” by appropriating the fruits of his hosts’ labor. Thus he was “a real blood-sucker which attaches itself to the body of the unfortunate people,” the “alien element” in the body of the Aryan state.




Like H. Rider Haggard’s two-thousand-year-old She, and like women in general, the Jew had remained virtually untouched by the processes of evolution: “His character qualities have remained the same, whether two thousand years ago he spoke Roman as a grain merchant in Ostia or whether as a flour profiteer of today he haggles German like a Jew. He is always the same Jew”—an unchangeable mass-male. (42730) None of Hitler’s contemporaries would have had any difficulty recognizing these implied homologies between “the Jew” and “woman.” As late as 1948, William Carlos Williams, still echoing Weininger, insisted that “every portrait of some woman comes out as woman; every portrait of man comes out as some man—or nothing.” (“Woman as Operator,” 182)




No wonder, then, that like Dracula, the Jew liked to hide and make women do his dirty work: “He poisons the blood of the others, but he guards his own. The Jew does not marry a Christian woman, but always the Christian a Jewess. Yet the bastards take to the Jewish side.” (434) But as a consummate sensualist, the Jew liked to contaminate Aryan women whenever he could:






For hours the black-haired Jew boy, diabolic joy in his face, waits in ambush for the unsuspecting girl whom he defiles with his blood and thus robs her from her people. With the aid of all means he tries to ruin the racial foundations of the people to be enslaved. Exactly as he himself systematically demoralizes women and girls, he is not scared from pulling down the barriers of blood and race for others on a large scale.







Thus “he systematically tries to lower the racial level by a permanent poisoning of the individual.” (448—9) Once polluted in this manner, a nation was lost, for “alone the loss of the purity of the blood destroys the inner happiness forever; it eternally lowers man, and never again can its consequences be removed from body and mind.” (452)




To accomplish this permanent lowering of races, the Jew tried to turn the nations he had infiltrated toward eroticism. The “bolshevistic wave” used a febrile, effeminate “intellectualism” to undermine the Aryan male’s iron control over his body. Indeed, “this Jewish disease” had caused the intelligentsia of the last several decades to become “physically completely degenerated.” To combat the muscle-weakening intellectualism of the Jewish Bolshevist conspiracy, “theater, art, literature, movies, the press, billposters and window displays must be cleaned of the symptoms of a rotting world and put into the service of a moral idea of State and culture. Public life has to be freed from the suffocating perfume of our modern eroticism.” (345–8) To counter the “poisoning of the soul” of the German nation organized by “this peoples’ vampire,” (451) the Aryan must pursue the rigorous “preservation of our people’s health in body and soul. The right of personal freedom steps back in the face of the duty of the preservation of the race.” (348)




But “Jewry, through its Marxist and democratic press,” (374) was resisting any attempt to lead the Aryan out of “the swamp of a gradually decomposing world” (579) whose ongoing degradation was the product “of the Jew’s attempt at excluding the overwhelming importance of the personality in all domains of human Efe and of replacing it by the number of the masses.” (666) Thank God for the army, for “in this time of the beginning and slowly spreading decomposition of our national body,” the army had become “the mightiest school of the German nation.” Single-handedly it was bringing Aryan manhood back from the brink of perdition:






In the face of the Jewish democratic idea of a blind worship of numbers, the army upheld the faith in personality. Thus it also bred what the newer times need most of all: men. Yes, indeed, in the swamp of a generally spreading softening and effeminacy, out of the ranks of the army, there shot up every year 350,000 vigorous young men who in two years’ training had lost the softness of youth and had gained bodies hard as steel. (383–6)







The French, British, and American racist theorists, largely due to their countries’ far more extensive colonial empires and relatively open immigration policies, had found a wide variety of racial inferiors in every corner of the world, and this had diffused the immediate effect of their venom toward any one group. Hitler, however, conveniently simplified the scattershot racial rhetoric of this group by concentrating the German people’s racist energies on a single, easily identifiable, and already well-established object of hatred, thereby maximizing the political usefulness of prejudice.




In addition, Hitler deliberately fused the prevalent image of the fiendish, “gold-consuming” Jewish erotomane with that of the semenconsuming, darkly erotic sexual woman who depleted her man’s bank account. He used the cultural mechanisms of metaphoric gynecide to foment a mentality of genocide against a single alien “bacillus” of degeneration eating its way into the Aryan body politic. Pure Aryan manhood, its blood defiled by Jewish temptresses and its bank accounts invaded by Jewish investors, must at last rise up against the agents of degeneration and recapture its destined position at the top of the ladder to perfection by driving a stake through the heart of the Eurasian.




The Führer was obsessed with the imagery of the sexual woman as personification of Sin, Sensuality, and Depravity to be found in the work of late-nineteenth-century artists such as Arnold Böcklin (singled out by Hitler in Mein Kampf as an artist “endowed with the grace of God”), Franz von Stuck, Lovis Corinth, Max Slevogt, Otto Greiner, Fritz Erler, and a host of others. These artists had already identified the sexual woman and the Jew as co-inhabitors of a world ruled by degenerate eroticism. Their work no doubt helped consolidate Hitler’s obsession with the Jew as Dracula, as the pollutant vampire-master lording it over swarms of evil sisters—degenerate women whose only role in life it was to take the Aryan’s mind off his voyage toward the sun of spiritual transcendence. The language of Mein Kampf indicates relentlessly that, in seeking to eradicate the Jew, Hitler also sought to eradicate the sexual woman.




The Führers conception of a “good” woman was simple. The “folkish State” of the Aryan could brook only women who “are able to bring men into the world.” Therefore “the^od/ of female education has invariably to be the future mother.” (621) Strict Aryan matching would foil “the ice-cold plan of the Jews” to “begin bastardizing the European continent at its core and, through infection by inferior humanity, to deprive the white race of the foundations for a sovereign existence.” (908) To prevent the Aryan woman from cozying with degenerates, she could only become “a State citizen when she marries.” Until that golden day she should remain a “State subject” like others “without honor or character,” such as “the common criminal, the traitor to the country, etc.” (659) Hitler thus let it be known in no uncertain terms that the good Aryan woman must consider herself first and foremost a breeder. Any woman who indulged in sterile sexuality was likely to be a mongrel with a predisposition to prostitution.




Hitler’s conflation of the issues of sex and race may well have been a deciding factor in solidifying his appeal to the German petit bourgeoisie. His demons were also their demons. His insistence that the Jew was a “parasite” or “bacillus” who had “invaded” the “national body” explained to them the social and economic disorder that had descended upon Germany following its defeat in World War I. In Hitler’s pseudoscientific terminology, the “national body” became every German’s body. The fatherland needed to be tended by a good physician to counter the “degenerative disease” that had infected it. Turn-of-the-century neo-Platonic dreams of a world populated by an immortal elite of purely masculine souls served as the basis for his exploitation of his countrymen’s sexual paranoia. The Jew, as the “peoples’ vampire,” leeched the gold of masculinity from his “host” by infecting all with his own erotic efieminacy. This “polyp,” this “blood-sucker,” had poisoned the nation’s blood and was responsible for the eroticized social chaos of the Weimar years, which in turn had destroyed the Germans’ domestic tranquillity.




Thus the rash mistakes and metaphoric half-truths of early-twentieth-century medicine and science served as the foundation for Hitler’s appeal to the German nation. He cast himself as the stern doctor who would heal the nation with his leadership by overcoming the “bloodsucking tyranny” (426) of the Jews and by eradicating the sexual threat of these “peoples’ parasites.” (451) He became the Jungian hero Germany longed for: that exemplary fuhrer of men who could end the erotic “spending” of the nation and reassert the hierarchies of masculine order by breaking the teeth out of the “male-female womb-gullet” of the Jewish Gorgon.




If the dominant themes of Western science and culture provided Hitler with the metaphoric framework for his genocidal politics, the continuing emphasis of the popular culture of the later Twenties also contributed to the social legitimation of his conflation of the imagery of the sexual woman and the peoples’ vampire. Josef von Sternberg, for instance, who showed in The Blue Angel (1930) that the sexual woman’s erotic virus could invade a perfectly decent teacher and turn him into a slobbering subhuman almost overnight, was only one of a host of filmmakers and writers who exploited the public’s obsession with sexual depredation. For them the effects of erotic spending became a convenient way to explain a character’s descent into social degeneracy. The blood is the life, the Bible had said; gold is a distillate of the brain, Sumner declared; the blood is the essence of the nation, Hitler shouted; lose your essence, lose your brain, lose your gold, lose your nation. The ideas swirled around and became ever more intricately mixed, until they produced a vicious miscegenation of half-baked pseudoscientific ideas—the stuff demagogues’ dreams are made of




Everyone got into the act. Novelists found Fagins everywhere and hastened to team them up with heartless, immoral, predatory women. Having already given in wholesale to the visual mix of racist and antifeminine propaganda of D. W. Griffith and Cecil B. De Mille, Hollywood was easily seduced by the particularly Germanic brand of antifeminine imagery laced with anti-Semitism habitually concocted by F. W. Murnau, Fritz Lang, G. W. Pabst, Eric von Stroheim, Ernst Lubitsch, and Josef von Sternberg. These directors turned “serious” moviemaking during the late Twenties and early Thirties into a bastion of racist and misogynous clichés, languorously conveyed by Garbo and Dietrich, whose simmering feminine perversity was a far cry from the feisty, loudmouthed independence of such characteristically American pop gold-digger heroines as Clara Bow and Jean Harlow.




G. W. Pabst’s Pandora^ Box (1929) is a characteristic exposition of the sex-and-race equation Hitler was exploiting so effectively at just about this time. Pabst’s self-conscious conflation of antifeminine and antiSemitic images was an attempt to delineate the catastrophic downward spiral of degeneration visited upon a world that had given in to the “virus” of sex. He used Frank Wedekind’s antifeminine characterization of Lulu in his plays Earth Spirit (1895) and Pandora^ Box (1902) to give his film a very “current” anti-Semitic twist. His Lulu is, like Wedekind’s, an “instinctive” prostitute without personal character, willing to be molded into any form the men around her might want to impose on her. She is a creature with no existence other than that conferred upon her by the male imagination. But Pabst expanded the role of Lulu’s initial seducer, Schigolch, and turned him unmistakably into one of Hitler’s peoples’ vampires. To late-twentieth-century audiences the film would, no doubt, reveal its propagandistic nature more readily had the veteran actor Carl Goetz not played Schigolch, the “disreputable man who poses as Lulu’s father to exploit her,” with such gusto, or had a lesser talent than Louise Brooks been chosen to play the title role. In Brooks Pabst had found an actress brilliantly able to humanize Lulu’s sense of innocent bewilderment at the moral agonies of the men (and the one man-woman, Countess Geschwitz) on whom she bestows her attentions with such a blissful lack of discrimination.




Pabst’s Lulu was Pandora, the personification of woman as blind natural force, a creature sculpted out of the earth’s primal clay, a pagan Eve, who, when she opened her legs to a man, unsealed the lid of the box that contained all the world’s evils. She was the lascivious vessel into whom man poured his selfhood for the sake of reproduction. But she was also the personification of blind chaos, the uroboros, the phallic snake biting its own tail. She refused to succumb to the requirements of evolution to become the incubator of future generations of Aryan leaders. Instead, she naively pursued proto-Bolshevist fantasies of gender equality.




The parallel themes of misogyny and anti-Semitism established themselves in the film Pandora’s Box with an aura of logical inevitability. They became a given, the sort of “higher truth” to be accepted as part of the “natural laws” of society—an expression of the uncritical social complacency that permitted someone Eke William Carlos Williams to write casually in his semiautobiographical novel A Voyage to Pagany, also published in 1928, that “a Jew of the usual objectional type made himself objectionable” (285) in a train compartment. No sensible reader, such a remark assumes, could possibly be expected to find fault with such a perfectly reasonable observation.




The racial assumptions underlying Pabst’s work are of the same order: easily understood by its target audience but just as easily overlooked by those no longer driven by such concerns. Its opening scene is a case in point. It serves no useful function within the narrative progression of the film, but it was essential to Pabst’s racial theme. A gas company meter inspector, in the vestibule to an apartment, is making some annotations in his ledger. He is a lower-echelon functionary who carries himself with a certain dignity, though he is clearly a man of the people. The slightly shabby cut of his clothing reveals this. Gray-haired and with a neatly trimmed moustache, tall, upright, and trim for his age, he is, though a menial, clearly an Aryan.




In the main doorway to her apartment, Lulu appears in a flouncy, formfitting dress. She is looking into her purse (Pandoras purse: everything in this film is symbolic) and rummages for money. Under her arm she carries a bottle of schnapps. The meter man’s eyes light up as she pours him a glass. He expects this traditional public servant’s reward on his appointed rounds. As he takes his first swig, well aware of the minor infraction of the rules his action represents, he cautiously looks at the seductive lady before him.




Flirting coyly, Lulu takes a bill and some coins out of her purse and hands them to the flustered meter man, who drops the coins, thus inadvertently spilling financial essence. Just then there is a knock on the door. “Allow me,” the meter man gestures gracefully, still charmed by Lulu. He walks to the door and opens it. We see Schigolch with his back to us, outside the door. He is a shabby, dwarflike creature, one of David Starr Jordan’s London “pygmies.” As the meter man opens the door he faces the audience so that we may observe his reaction. In it disdain and astonishment mix. A close-up of Schigolch removing his bowler follows. Greasy, foul, smirking, stunted, with glittery eyes and a pronounced hook nose, Schigolch proves to be a typical “objectionable” Semite.




The meter man, suddenly taller, more dignified, and serious now, does not quite know how to react. Should he allow this horrid creature to enter this delightful young lady’s apartment? But Lulu solves his dilemma. She joyfully shouts: “Schigolch!” and rushes toward him. With a big smile on her face, she wraps her arm around the dwarfish man’s neck and excitedly hustles him into her apartment. Her flounces flutter about her as if she were a butterfly. The door abruptly closes upon the two. The meter man, tall and dignified but wide-eyed with astonishment, now stands alone in the vestibule. His face becomes contemplative. He grimaces knowingly, and looks down as he unfolds the bill Lulu handed him. Suddenly he remembers the coins he dropped a little earlier. We see a close-up of his hands as he gathers them up from the floor. The camera now pans to a chair on which his official meterreader cap lies abandoned. He reaches for it, puts it on. Standing straight, a wizened Aryan soldier, a dignified member of the petit bourgeoisie of the most highly evolved race in the universe, he grimly, and with visible disdain, leaves this house of crass miscegenation as the screen fades to black.




But Pabst’s mise-en-scene of the race/gender parallel was not yet complete. The next scene opens on the scruffy dwarf and the much taller, elegantly slender Lulu, whom we see whirling around the center of the room, arm in arm, in joyous celebration of their reunion. A head-and-upper-torso shot of Lulu, hands on hips, shows her saying, “Where have you been, you old rascal, you. I’ve missed you!” Beside her, prominently displayed against an otherwise empty background, so the viewer cannot possibly avoid seeing it, stands a menorah, the central religious symbol of the Jewish faith.




During the ensuing scenes this menorah remains one of the most noticeable background decorations, reappearing repeatedly and at crucial moments in the dramatic unfolding of the plot. Its function is not to suggest that Lulu is Jewish—Louise Brooks’s features are far too “Aryan” to make that credible. The menorah is there to identify the man who “awakened” Lulu and set her up in her trade. It reveals the “degeneracy” of Lulu’s physical environment, its “Jewish” character, and the racial nature of Schigolch’s “polluting” influence.




We learn that Lulu is mistress to Ludwig Schoen, a pillar of the community, a wealthy publishing mogul. Schigolch is her pimp. We are also made to understand that, even now, she would have absolutely no compunction about sharing her bed with him again—but the old man clearly has none of his paltry store of manhood left. Lulu is thus demonstrably amoral, a polymorphously and indiscriminately sexual woman, living always, as Weininger had put it, “in a condition of fusion with all the human beings she knows.” (198)
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Lulu and her menorah confront Dr. Schoen in Pandora’s Box (1929).






She is Schigolch’s conduit to the Aryan elite. That is why Lulu’s apartment is the realm of the menorah. That is why Schoen, though radiant with the mature masculine mens sana in corpore sano his name reflects, turns into a mere donkey as soon as he enters Lulu’s realm.




Everything that happens in the film after this opening segment is designed to bear out the validity of these assumptions. Schoen, upon surprising Lulu in the company of Schigolch, is determined to renounce her, but he is soon turned into her sexual slave. The scene of his catastrophic second seduction is set backstage during the premiere of a stage revue, which is to feature Lulu and has been organized by Aiwa, Schoen’s son, who is also visibly smitten by her erotic charms. The episode is deliberately cast to show that the otherwise authoritative evolutionary male does not stand a chance against the childish wiles of the sexual woman.




Acting like a spoiled little girl, Lulu gradually manages to overcome Schoen’s steely disapproval. But as soon as Schoen has allowed himself to succumb to her charms, his Aryan intended and his son enter the dressing room. Unmistakably cast as a vampire at this point, Lulu looks up, a feeding predator glowering at them over her ecstatic prey. Her dark, kohled eyes are filled with triumph, and a sinister half-smile curves along the corner of her sensuous mouth. Louise Brooks is chillingly convincing during this scene, full of fire, erotic energy, and earthy power. The scene makes it very easy to understand why so many young women of the Twenties wanted to pattern themselves after the vamps of the movies. Marginalized and manipulated in real life, they imagined themselves in Lulu’s place, in total control over men’s bodies—sweet revenge for the damage these men had done to their inner sense of self.




When his intended silently bows her head and walks away, Schoen stumbles to the doorway and murmurs to his son: “This is my execution.” He decides to marry Lulu, although just a reel earlier he had wisely warned Aiwa that “men don’t marry such women. It would be suicide.” He will soon prove the accuracy of this assessment. Fade in upon the wedding reception. Only Lulu and Schigolch have cause for boisterous celebration. Countess Geschwitz, an artist (most Twenties lesbians were typecast as artists) and hence a “sexually intermediate” masculine female (even her name is a derisive sonic analogue to the vulgarity implicit in the name Schigolch), desires Lulu as much as any man. Among the dignified guests at the wedding reception, pillars of the community all, Geschwitz is an isolated island of oddity, her eyes hungrily devouring Lulu. Knowing better than anyone that Lulu, the eternal female, is “polymorphously perverse,” Geschwitz makes a last-ditch attempt to lure Lulu into her own degenerative realm. She asks Lulu to dance with her, and, scandalously, before the eyes of the assembled dignitaries, they do. Geschwitz leading, a lover entranced, while the malleable, always willing, totally indiscriminate Lulu nestles herself in her arms. Schoen rushes in to break them up before the scandal becomes insurmountable. In his face we see a desperate recognition of Lulu’s pansexual nature.




Meanwhile Geschwitz’s pseudomasculine counterpart, Schigolch, has also been busy. The presence of this Semitic dwarf astonishes not only the openly appalled Aryan wedding guests but even the lowly servants, among whom he carouses drunkenly in the company of his newest discovery, the grossly proletarian trapeze artist Rodrigo Quast. Schigolch has cause to celebrate, for Lulu’s marriage to Schoen represents a toehold for him in the world of the Aryan. The “invasion of the under man” has begun in earnest. No wonder he feels an urge to decorate the fateful marriage bed of his protégé with flowers, lots of flowers, the vulval symbols of Lulu as gateway to civilization’s final degradation.




Schoen, depressed and glowering, is like a spectator looking in upon his own degradation. Awareness of the desperate future of civilization wracks his consciousness. He has sent Lulu into the bridal chamber, under the lustful eyes of his son and the desperate Geschwitz. In that bridal chamber, to her infinite delight, she meets the flower-strewing Schigolch in the company of Quast. Lulu soon finds herself on Schigolch’s lap, blithely defiling her Aryan’s husband’s bridal bed with a vile kiss. This is how Schoen finds them: the decline of the West is documented right before his eyes. The blinders of lust fall from him. He knows what he must do. Gun in hand, his masculine potency no longer in thrall to the demon of eroticism, he chases the clownish Jewish vermin and the doltish emissary of the criminal proletariat from his house of Aryan dignity—but only to discover further sensual devastation when he returns. Aiwa, his own son, has buried his head in Lulu’s lap and declares his undying love. A tower-of seething anger now, though in icy control over his emotions, truly a lord of creation at last, Schoen makes his son get up and leave.




Now, finally, the evolutionary male is ready to confront the sexual woman as she must be confronted. But Lulu, unaware of the turmoil she has caused, has begun to prepare herself for her wedding night in front of a long, oval mirror—the self-reflective emblem of her pansexual femininity. Schoen is appalled at her insensitivity. Ponderously, gloom personified, he appears behind her in the mirror. He speaks. Lulu is shocked. Terrified now, she backs into a corner of the room. His gun, emblem of true manhood on the rebound, is in his hand. He must teach Lulu to do what is right. To renounce her past and to become a true woman at last, she must kill herself—she must extirpate the reversive sexual woman within. Schoen tries to hand her his gun, to make her fingers wrap themselves around its barrel so she can turn the force of what she has appropriated inward for the good of the Aryan future. “NO,” she gestures, “I won’t!” But for once masculinity stands its ground. Fierce determination glowers in his eyes: “Take it!”




He succeeds in forcing the gun into her hand, then makes her turn the weapon’s mouth against her own belly: “Kill yourself!” He moves very close to her, pleading now: “Kill yourself... it is the only way to save both of us.” The death of the sexual woman meant life to the Aryan men of steel, for it would save woman’s place in the evolutionary order as mother of us all. Pabst knew exactly what he intended to convey with this scene and was confident that his audience, too, would understand its significance: after all, he was expressing one of the cultural commonplaces of the Twenties.




But the phallic woman in Lulu—Diana of Ephesus, the pagan predator—rebels. She turns the gun barrel away from her body and fires. Instead of letting herself be slain by the phallus as a good woman should, she appropriates the phallus to kill the man. An imposing erotic apparition, her tightly clinging evening gown revealing every nuance of her sexual self, Lulu stands before Schoen. Mortally wounded, he staggers toward her. In a final, shameful gesture that reveals his inner weakness, he lovingly strokes her pitch-black pageboy hair. He tries to kiss her lips, but instead he slowly sinks onto his knees. As his arms slide helplessly down along her slender, sensuous body, he presses his head against her belly in mute erotic worship. Finally, having thus slipped down into the pit of deadly animality symbolized by Lulu’s body, he finds himself on hands and knees, reduced to the condition of a dying beast—another Schuyler in extremis. Aiwa rushes in and tries to help his father, but Schoen is too far gone. “Beware, Aiwa. You are next!” he warns his son—and dies. Pabst’s point was unmistakable: when the Jew is allowed to become pimp to the sexual woman, humanity’s course is locked into an ever more dizzying downward spiral.




The obligatory trial scene that follows allowed Pabst to belabor the “Pandora’s box” theme. Pointing to Lulu, the prosecutor intones: “The Greek gods created a woman: Pandora. She was beautiful—enticing— well versed in the infatuating arts of flattery ...” Lulu smiles enticingly at the prosecutor, who becomes flustered but finally manages to continue: “But the gods also gave her a casket in which they locked up all the evil in the world. The heedless woman opened the box and disaster overcame us!” Lulu, after having allowed her casket to be opened by the erotomaniacal Jew, has become the carrier of all evil—sister to the peoples’ vampire. She is a “ferment of decomposition” herself. Having rejected the civilized world’s cleansing ceremony of gynecide, Lulu now falls into a downward spiral of her own.




A ruse on the part of Aiwa, Schigolch, and Quast allows her to escape the punishment of the law. But soon predatory lowlife encircle her everywhere. Schigolch’s continuing influence can lead her in only one direction, for she is “hardly first class merchandise” anymore, as one character remarks callously. An erotic child, sitting on Schigolch’s lap, Lulu cries at one point: “Everyone—everyone wants my blood—my life.” The rapacity of the “lower orders” of society was emblematic of a world in decline, a world in which only Schigolch, the eternal Jew, the relentless economic schemer, could continue to survive. “He pursues his course, the course of sneaking in among the nations and of gouging them internally, and he fights with his weapons, with lies and slanders, poison and destruction, intensifying the struggle to the point of bloodily exterminating his hated opponents,” Hitler had written two years before Pandora’s Box was released. (960)




Schigolch was the “bacillus” who “consumed” the Aryan nation’s blood, its vital essence, its “manhood.” He used Lulu, as Dracula had used Lucy Westenra, as a conduit to the sources of his own rejuvenation. It was not “everybody,” but only Schigolch, the leech, who wanted her blood—her life, for her blood was the blood of the Aryan nation she had consumed needlessly. But in the end even she must fall victim to the Jew’S voracious appetite.




In London Pabst’s tragedy of the world’s erotic/economic depredation by the eternal Jew and his most dangerous instrument, the sexual woman, comes to a predictably grim conclusion. We see Lulu, Schigolch, and Aiwa huddled in a miserable garret in the cold of winter. It is Christmastime. Outside the Salvation Army gathers alms. A young woman brimming with earnestness, a modern madonna, comforts the dispossessed. Within Pabst’s universe, man’s choice was clear: he must follow Christ’s army. He must find his redemption in the soothing sexlessness of the acculturated woman cleansed by the fires of motherhood, or be doomed to follow the eternal prostitute, the blind tool of species degeneration.




These are also the alternatives that face Jack the Ripper, the archetypal conflicted male, who now emerges from the fogs of London to serve as Pabst’s deus ex machina. In Pandora’s Box he is a figure of melancholy, brooding introspection. Like Schoen, that other brooder, he is a man hopelessly torn between the knife and the cross. The Ripper is a man who, when waylaid by sexuality against his will, exorcises woman, the eternal vampire, by driving his knife through her heart in a desperate attempt to regain control over his precarious mental existence. But in the London fog the Ripper’s own heart is temporarily warmed by the Salvation Army’s daughter of mercy, who offers him a sprig of mistletoe.




Lulu has become a common prostitute. Schigolch has made sure of that. He even resents Aiwa’s feeble attempt to keep her from soliciting a bourgeois gentleman in the fogs of London: “A pity”—he grins at her—“I would so like to have eaten a Christmas pudding once in my life.” Resigned to her task, Lulu walks deeper into the fog and solicits the Ripper. When she precedes the man with the knife up the stairs to her garret, he hesitates. “I have no money,” he says. But Lulu is a sexual demon, not, like Schigolch, also intentionally an economic monster. Smiling, she answers: “Come just the same—I like you!” The Ripper’s intellectual side is deeply moved by Lulu’s charitable nature. Perhaps there is a mother-soul hidden within her after all. Surreptitiously he drops his switchblade over the railing of the stairs. This may be a salvageable woman.




In her garret, Lulu makes cozy with the Ripper. In his coat pocket she finds the mistletoe the Salvation Army madonna has offered him. She puts it on the table and lights a candle. Angelic in its light, she seems very far removed from sin. Instead, it is Christmastime for two of society’s outcasts, driven to desperation by divergent forces. They hold hands. Lulu snuggles onto the Ripper’s lap. The mistletoe on the table makes his inner torment recede. He picks it up and holds the modern madonna’s holy sprig over Lulu’s head. Becoming playful now, a thin, redemptive smile struggling about his mouth, he says: “You are under the mistletoe—now you must let yourself be kissed.”




But he should have reread The Golden Bough, Sir James George Frazer’s monumental study of the myths and rituals based on the symbolic meaning of mistletoe for primitive man. A one-volume abridgment by Frazer himself, published in 1922, had become hugely popular at just about the time Pabst was making his film. Mistletoe, Frazer had let the world know, was an ancient symbol of the feminine in all its forms. When not controlled, when not safely suspended above the womb of the earth but rooted in the soil, this parasitic evergreen was bound to wind itself ever more tightly around the oak of manhood. Ultimately it would suck the oak’s soul into itself and turn into gold. Such rooted mistletoe was emblematic of phallic femininity. Only a woman who had accepted her ritual castration by “cutting herself loose” from her roots in the earth to become a loose sprig of mistletoe dependent for her survival on the oak of manhood (like the Salvation Army woman who had offered her sprig of mistletoe to the Ripper) could be considered a truly acculturated member of Aryan society.




A modest, acculturated daughter of Christ had given him this sprig, the Ripper remembers. The oak of manhood had been about to blaspheme the ffeely suspended mistletoe of passive femininity by anointing Lulu, a parasitic sexual woman with her roots still firmly planted in the soil of degeneracy who was winding herself around his loins at that very moment. We see this realization dawning in the Ripper’s eyes. The madonna’s Christmas gift has been a warning. For a moment Pabst keeps the audience in suspense: which of the two forms of feminine parasitism will the Ripper choose? The good or the bad? The desperate lovers kiss.




At this time in the development of twentieth-century cinematic symbolism, well before the advent of obligatory scenes of nude bodies cupped in bed-shaking simulated sex, a kiss of this sort was, just as Theda Bara’s kiss had been, still a symbolic representation of THE KISS—“consummation”—which was why virtually every movie made during the Thirties and Forties still ended with THAT kiss. As late as 1943, the sweet and still innocent Elena of Cat People was—and for good reason—terrified of being “kissed” by her infinitely patient husband: she knew THAT kiss would bring out the Beast still latent within her. Yet longing for THAT kiss also made her claw the upholstery in their apartment to shreds.




THAT kiss, too, reveals Lulu- to the Ripper as the emissary of the forces of degeneration that Wedekind, more than thirty years earlier, had shown her to be in his prologue to Earth Spirit:






created for every abuse,




To allure and to poison and seduce,




To murder without leaving any trace.







THAT kiss makes the Ripper recognize Lulu as the parasitic phallic woman who, though rooted in the soiled energies of Schigolch, the eternal Jew, strives to fasten herself to the oak of Aryan manhood.




When the bread knife glistening in the candlelight of Christmas on the garrets rickety table catches the Rippers eye, we know at once that it must pierce Lulu’s body. In meretricious homage to the period’s predictable equation of sex and death, Pabst shows her body tense in what seems to be orgasmic ecstasy. Then we see her hand drop in a mockery of postcoital relaxation. The Ripper, the melancholy, conflicted male adrift in a world of rampant degeneracy, in search of spiritual transcendence, has excised the sexual woman—cut her from the oak of manhood.




Thus the Ripper does for civilized society what neither Schoen nor his son have had the strength to do. Pabst sees him as a hero who has destroyed the link between the phallic woman and Schigolch, the effeminate Jewish seducer. When the Ripper disappears into the fog, we have learned to understand the reasons for his existential agony. The social tragedy of Lulu’s necessary sacrifice is revealed to the viewer when, in the last frames of his film, Pabst shows Schigolch thriving “on the impotence of nations” while “guarding his own parasitic blood,” just as Hitler had said. We see the Jew in a festive mood, celebrating his ascendancy in the Christian’s world by blithely eating the Christmas pudding that is brought to him in a rowdy tavern. We watch him gingerly remove a sprig of mistletoe that has been placed on top—Lulu’s wasted lifeline, cut from its roots at last by the Ripper. He discards it callously: it has served its purpose. The viewer understands that Schigolch will find other wombs to recruit in his campaign against civilization. Pandora has many boxes to spare.




While Lulu’s blood seeps into the floor of her garret, draining into the dried wood of civilization, Schigolch joins the tavern’s rowdy cheer. In a vile mockery of piety he removes his hat as the Salvation Army marches by. But his eyes glitter with base intentions. Pabst wanted his Aryan audiences to understand that it could no longer serve any purpose to shout “Kill that woman!” until they had recognized that they must first learn to “kill that Jew!” The early twentieth century’s circle of metaphor was closing. The imagery of gynecide had engendered the ideology of genocide. No wonder Pabst, in 1939, after first announcing his intention to move to Hollywood, abruptly chose to stay in Europe and make propaganda films for the Nazis. He had come to recognize that Hitler was the Aryan nation’s own Jack the Ripper.




Though it is no doubt true that many of Pabst’s film’s original viewers would have missed many of his more abstruse symbolic allusions, general audiences could not help but be affected, at least on a semiconscious level, by the evil message hidden in Pandora’s Box. Moreover, the film’s blatant anti-Semitism had clearly identified the sexual woman’s degenerate masculine ally as the dwarfish Jew of the Occidental imagination. Pabst’s Hitlerite message was clear: the oak of manhood was, as Frazer had declared in The Golden Bough, “pre-eminently the sacred tree of the Aryans.” Hitler, as Mein Kampf makes all too clear, had come to regard himself as the sacred priest of Nordic superiority, as the man who would sever the bond between the parasitic mistletoe of female sexuality and the invasive eroticism of the eternal Jew. The Nordic race had been chosen by God “to lift marriage out of the level of a permanent race degradation.” The Aryan would at last use the reproductive process “to beget images of the Lord and not deformities half man and half ape.” Man must replace “his lost instinct by perceptive knowledge” and in this manner transcend nature. The racial purity of the “great stocks of Nordic-Germanic people who remain unblended” was “the most valuable treasure of our future.” But the Jew, that treacherous “peoples’ vampire,” was eager to contaminate the Aryan’s blood. Race mixing was his tool. But the inferiors must “succumb in the mutual struggle for life, as long as there exists a higher race, that remained unmixed, as opponent.” Therefore only the sacred marriage bond, cemented by the Aryan mother-woman’s iron will to produce male offspring, stood in the way of the erotic onslaught of the Jew. (604–6)




Hitler, of course, had learned his racial-purity catechism primarily from German sources such as the eugenics of Wilhelm Schallmayer and Alfred Plotz and Oswald Spengler’s rousing generalizations about the imminent “decline of the West.” But the virulent anti-Semitism of such not so “Germanic” writers as Otto Weininger and the British-born nationalist—racist historian Houston Stewart Chamberlain were equally instrumental in giving his racial imagery focus. Hitler could also have taken most of his arguments virtually verbatim from the likes of Lothrop Stoddard, Madison Grant, Henry Pratt Fairchild, David Starr Jordan, Henry Fairfield Osborn, and countless others who were widely considered to be among the lights of the American academic establishment during the 1920s, and whose diatribes were cited frequently by their European counterparts.




From these sources Hitler had learned that genetic engineering was the key to the eradication of the “unfit,” the weak-blooded, the effeminate. The Aryan male must guard the Aryan female’s health at all cost. He should realize that the laws of evolution had forced him to leave woman behind in the realm of brute nature. It was therefore his evolutionary responsibility to administer appropriate infusions of Aryan seed to the sexually awakening female and turn her into a mother before she was driven into miscegenation, prostitution, and disease by her blind reproductive needs. Young people must learn that marriage “cannot be an end in itself, but has to serve the one greater aim, the propagation and preservation of the species and the race. Only this is its meaning and its task.” (343)




“Sports and gymnastics” would help cultivate in the young Aryan an “iron-like inurement” against “sensual gratification.” Bolshevism was attractive to “the so-called ‘intelligencia’ ” only because “the intelligencia itself is physically completely degenerated.” (345–6) Intellectual and physical effeminacy, prostitution, Bolshevism: these were the ingredients that constituted the “Jewish disease.” These were, of course, also precisely the ingredients of Schigolch’s contamination of Lulu, who had, in turn, contaminated the Schoens—those fine specimens of Aryan manhood. A society that permitted such outrages demanded an Aryan Jack the Ripper, a fuhrer, to set things right.




“The homology of Jew and woman becomes closer the further examination goes,” Weininger had said. “The Jew is always more absorbed by sexual matters than the Aryan, although he is notably less potent sexually and less liable to be enmeshed in a great passion.” Communism was little more than a political version of woman’s pervasive antiindividualist carnality. Therefore “the Jew is an inborn communist.” (307–11) Hitler agreed wholeheartedly: “The destructive effect of Judaism’s activity” within the “national bodies” of Aryan Europe “must basically be attributed only to its eternal attempts at undermining the importance of the individual in its host nations and to put the masses in its place.” (666–7)




To prevent such social degeneration, the masses needed a fuhrer just as much as a wife needed the steely determination of her husband: “Like a woman, whose psychic feehng is influenced less by abstract reasoning than by an undefinable, sentimental longing for complementary strength, who will submit to the strong man rather than dominate the weakling, thus the masses love the ruler rather than the suppliant.” (56) The weak males of modern society who had abdicated their responsibility to rule their women with an iron fist had been infected by effeminate humanism, the “Jewish disease” that always made a shambles of proper gender separation. Advocacy of social equality for women was simply another version of Jewish Marxism’s fey glorification of the masses, a typical example of “dreamy humaneness”: “Therefore, everything, beginning with education, is half-hearted and wavering, shuns responsibility and ends thus in cowardly tolerance of even recognized evils.” (364) The Jews had dehberately invented the flabby modern pacifist mentality to undermine the spiritual power of an Aryan nation ruled by real men with “bodies hard as steel.”




The world needed a peace, Hitler said, “supported not by the palm branches of tearful pacifist professional female mourners, but founded by the victorious sword of a people of overlords which puts the world into the service of a higher culture.” (599) Thus as long as Schigolch remained alive, the Ripper’s attempts to cut Lulu ffom the tree of manhood would remain futile. For the Jew was the soil ffom which the mistletoe had grown. Without woman’s sentimental cooperation in spreading the plague of miscegenation, the Jew was doomed. And since she had absolutely no identity of her own, the pendulum logic of dualistic thought dictated that woman could as easily be made into the madonna of the Salvation Army of Nordic purity as into a conduit for the Jewish poison.




The Aryan woman should therefore be supervised closely. She must be made to realize that her only role in Efe was to serve the state as the incubator of the Nordic race. The processes of sexual selection would, in this manner, produce an Aryan nation of beautifully proportioned blond males, whose bodies could glisten with that “steel-like versatility” characterizing the Greek ideal of beauty Hitler admired so much—that “wonderful combination of the most glorious physical beauty with a brilliant mind and the noblest soul.” The Fuhrer’s suppressed homoerotic longing for a “truly masculine” beauty he himself patently did not possess became most apparent when he expressed his hope that the young Aryan male would learn to shed his clothes more often in public. That would be a character-building experience for the youth, as well as “a stimulant for his physical fitness,” for it would make him selfconscious and arouse his vanity: “not the vanity in beautiful clothes which not everyone is able to buy, but the vanity in a beautiful, wellshaped body which everyone can help in building up.” No wonder Leni Riefenstahl became the principal propagandist for the Nazis: Hitler and she shared the same erotic desire for steely bodies with shimmering swords.




Hitler emphasized that a greater measure of Aryan public disrobing had “use also for the future.” Young women would be much less likely to latch blindly onto effeminate males if they were given ample opportunity to admire the manly musculature of the Aryan superman:






The girl should become acquainted with her knight. If today physical beauty were not pushed completely into the background by our dandified fashionableness, the seduction of hundreds of thousands of girls by bow-legged, disgusting Jewish bastards would never be possible. Also this is in the interest of the nation, that the most beautiful bodies find one another and thus help in giving the nation new beauty. (619)







The artists of the Third Reich rushed in to satisfy Hitler’s appetite for steel-bodied males and wax-coated women.




Hitler saw visual imaging—particularly the visual drama of oratory—as the central means to power. As Mein Kampf attests, he was acutely sensitive to the emotional impact of “public performance.” The speaker, he pointed out, as opposed to the writer, “receives from the mass before which he speaks a continuous correction of his lecture, insofar as he can uninterruptedly read from the faces of his listeners how far they are able to follow his arguments with understanding, and whether the impression and effect of his words lead to the desired goal.” This added “psychological finesse, and consequently suppleness,” to the propaganda of the orator. The Fiihrer’s paeans to the seductive efficiency of the aural/visual media over the written word, as well as his shrewd delineation of the “difference in effect and impression” produced by even such apparent minutiae as the time of day during which audiences attend a theater piece (this “applies even to a movie,” he emphasized) are still the most original (perhaps the only original) observations to be found in Mein Kampf. They are detailed préfigurations of the marketing strategies that dominate advertising today.




Hitler stressed that “traditional memories and images which exist in man, are able to determine an impression decisively,” thereby showing that he was quite as attuned to the social uses of “archetypes” as Carl Jung. Imagery and the spoken word, the Führer knew, were far more effective than print in swaying the emotions of the masses. What was printed could be scrutinized closely—it was subject to rational evaluation. Therefore it was of limited usefulness in the realm of propaganda. But theater, film, and the “public performance” of speeches were the bread and butter of indoctrination.
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Josef Thorak, Comradeship, 1937
Hitler’s ideal of the steel-bodied Aryan male, and the same dream transplanted to America in the postwar era:
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Those who criticized the content of propaganda failed to realize that it was only the form that counted. All propaganda needed to do was use the psychological power of the “traditional memories and images” that existed in the collective memory of the nation. Hitler disparaged the use of any image or turn of phrase whose meaning might be misunderstood by the general public. But any already existing image-structure could be reused, refigured, and enhanced for purposes of social indoctrination. Power, in the new world of aural and visual media, was dependent on familiar propaganda pitched as truth. Cultural prejudices, presented as “racial memories” common to all, as universal expressions of the “collective unconscious,” would make Nazi ideology accessible to “the greatest layers of the people.”




A “domineering apostolic nature” was needed, Hitler emphasized, to exploit the public’s preexisting cultural assumptions. When used properly, the new media could effect unprecedented “encroachments upon man’s freedom of will.” A simple image was always preferable to words: “Far greater chances has the picture in all its varieties up to and including the motion picture.” The fact was that “many will be far more ready to take in a pictorial presentation than to read a lengthy piece of writing.” (704—16) Hitler’s rise to power was thus a factor of the burgeoning social influence of the visual media. He understood that the complexly nuanced imagery the human mind is capable of producing when left to its own synthesizing capacities represents a profoundly subversive antidoctrinal force in society. He also understood better than most of his contemporaries that, to countermand this force, nothing was as effective as the pat gesturing, rote imaging, sloganeering, and poppsychologizing characteristic of the new visual media. To establish a useable robot mentality among his ideal constituency, his propaganda machine therefore worked primarily in the visual realm (the mass rallies were visual theater) to create a simple imagery the people could understand. Even Mein Kampf can be seen as an experiment in “pictorial representation.” Hitler knew that the modern demagogue’s success was dependent upon an effective visual exploitation of assumptions already pervasively present in the public imagination.




Within such a framework the Jew was an ideal scapegoat. His graphic demonization could explain nearly everyone’s sexual problems and money worries. A tribe of feminized Bolshevik erotomanes, of “black-haired,” “blood-poisoning,” “bow-legged bastards,” had established a “Jewish machine of world conquest.” By seducing the blonde, clean-limbed, buxom mother-women of Nordic Europe, they had “poisoned” the Aryan gene pool. Moreover, they had turned hordes of lowlife working-class women into prostitutes, sexual lures designed to sap the economic strength of the German nation. “An icy shudder,” Hitler announced melodramatically, “ran down my spine when seeing for the first time the Jew as a cool, shameless, and calculating manager of this shocking vice.” This recognition had taught him that behind the temptresses who were “spreading decomposition” and death through the nation with their diseased, syphilitic bodies stood the Jew, inventor of the false, leveling doctrine of social Democracy. (78)




The “peoples’ parasites” of Marxism had, by the time of World War I, encircled the German nation in a sweeping, two-pronged attack, Hitler contended. Now “the spider began slowly to suck the people’s blood out of its pores.” (251) Thus, poisoned from within, God’s nation had lost the war. Jewry’s social tools, “syphilis and its pacemaker, prostitution,” had polluted Weimar culture until “the Judaization of our spiritual life and the mammonization of our mating impulse” had caused that “prostitution of love” that now “befouls our entire new generation.” (337) The task of National Socialism was therefore simple: “What we have to fight for is the security of the existence and the increase of our race and our people, the nourishment of its children and the preservation of the purity of the blood.” (288—9)




Nosferatu, the still internationally famous 1922 film directed by E W. Murnau, that probably gave Thea von Harbou the idea to make Rot- wang into an incarnation of the plague-spreading son of Solomon of Metropolis, had already established the exact visual context for the racial melodrama Hitler, too, was to elaborate further in Mein Kampf. The film was thus, in a number of ways, to contribute forcefully, both directly and indirectly, to the Western world’s store of anti-Semitic imagery by offering its viewers what may well be the most relentlessly evil incarnation of Dracula ever imagined.




Using the expressionistic techniques of the early German cinema, Murnau zeroed in on the xenophobic themes of Bram Stoker’s original novel. Stoker had limited his delineation of Dracula’s Semitic origins to a quasi-scientific enumeration of the vampire’s criminal traits—derived directly from Lombroso’s phrenological classifications: “His face was a strong—a very strong—aquiline, with high bridge of the thin nose and peculiarly arched nostrils; with lofty domed forehead and hair growing scantily round the temples but profusely elsewhere. His eyebrows were very massive, almost meeting over the nose, and with bushy hair that seemed to curl in its own profusion.” (27)




Stoker had also emphasized that the unleashing of Dracula upon England was precipitated by the unstoppable Eastward push of the British Empire. This Kipling quotient of Dracula had been essential to its plot. Traveling to Transylvania, for instance, Jonathan Harker realizes that he is “leaving the West and entering the East.” Harker himself is “a solicitor’s clerk sent out to explain the purchase of a London estate to a foreigner.” (25) This was the heart of the matter: to make money in the new world of international finance, decent Brits were being forced to deal with grubby aliens, and even allow them to buy property in England.




Stoker’s message was that civilized society should think twice before selling the farm. Harker, being a loyal door-to-door salesman of British finance, had no choice but to complete his real estate transaction for his employer even when he realized that Dracula was evil: “What could I do but bow acceptance? It was Mr. Hawkins’s interest, not mine, and I had to think of him, not myself.” (40–1) Even so, the patriot in Harker was shocked at his own complicity: “This was the being I was helping to transfer to London, where, perhaps, for centuries to come he might, amongst its teeming millions, satiate his lust for blood, and create a new and ever-widening circle of semi-demons, to batten on the helpless. The very thought drove me mad.”




Dracula was the product of a “cursed land, where the devil and his children still walk with earthly feet.” He must maintain direct contact with that barren soil to survive: “There in one of the great boxes, of which there were fifty in all, on a pile of newly dug earth, lay the Count!” (57) He was rooted in the same dead, dusty womb of earth as the phallic mistletoe threatening to strangle the Aryan oak. Stoker’s “blood sucker,” was another Svengali, that “filthy black Hebrew” of George Du Maurier’s Trilby (1894), who had been fashioned from the polluted clay of Eurasia, “the poisonous East—birthplace and home of an ill wind that blows nobody good.” (377) A Semitic nomad, Dracula must take his “boxes, with their freight of earth,” wherever he goes. (61) No wonder, then, that, in the end, pierced by the knives of his AngloSaxon pursuers, Dracula simply “crumbled into dust”: robbed of his parasitic life, he was nothing but barren soil.




By turning the women of Britain into gateways to species reversion, Dracula had been able to soak his foreign earth-body, “fertilize it,” with the blood of the British nation. The blood transfusions Lucy Westenra received from four strapping Anglo-Aryan men had kept her alive only long enough to feed the “peoples’ vampire.” They had shown that woman was indeed the vampire’s conduit to the blood of the men of the nation. But these transfusions were also bluntly symbolic of the economic parasitism of the poisonous alien interloper. Thus the theme of the Jew as financial vampire was already solidly embedded in Stoker’s narrative, though this aspect of his story is usually overlooked by the novel’s late-twentieth-century readers, who tend to be after sadomasochistic thrills rather than late-Victorian economic enlightenment. But Stoker’s point had by no means been lost on Murnau. Indeed, in the filmmaker’s hands this theme became central. In Dracula the erotic depredations of the Semitic vampire still took precedence. In Nosferatu the economic eroticism of the vampire took center stage.




Murnau’s film, made twenty-five years after the book’s publication, showed how much more intense and “directed” racism had become during the intervening years. For obvious ideological purposes (and to avoid having to pay royalties to Stoker’s widow), the director had “localized” the events of the novel for his German audience and changed the names of the characters. Dracula became “Graf Orlok,” Harker turned into “Hutter,” and Renfield was rechristened “Knock.” These adaptations were so transparent that when the film was released in the United States, the names of the principal characters were simply “retranslated” into those of Stoker’s originals. Still, whoever did the transposition apparently relied on a somewhat clouded memory of the original source: Mina became “Nina” in the process. To facilitate comparison I have here used Stoker’s, not Murnau’s nomenclature, though it should be remembered that the “German Nationalist” message of the film was tied into the local significance of Murnau’s alterations.




To enhance that aspect of the film, the director also changed the time and setting of the original. Where Stoker’s Dracula attempted to subvert a self-consciously “modern” England replete with such newfangled inventions as dictaphones, shorthand, blood transfusions, rapid transatlantic travel, and so on, Murnau opted to present the German viewers of 1922 with a setting in 1843, a date with a historically important nationalistic Biedermeier setting. These were the years of the middle-class aesthetic’s greatest triumph in Germany, just before the worker revolts and Marx’s Communist Manifesto of 1848. Soon a fundamental political shift would begin to undermine the German bourgeoisie’s proprietary self-confidence—a development that would ultimately result in the political ascendancy of Hitler.




It was also in 1843 that Marx wrote his essay On theJewish Question, in which he attacked the concept of individualism and the glorification of man as bourgeois in capitalist democracy. Using the issue of religious freedom for the Jews as his point of departure, he argued for the gradual emancipation of humanity from the dictates of self-interest. The establishment of a society in which the masses had been liberated from the strictures of private property would bring about the cultivation of the genuine and harmonious species-life of man.




It matters little whether Murnau, his scriptwriter Henrik Galeen, or for that matter Hitler himself ever read this early essay of Marx. The Führer claimed that he had extensively investigated the “contents and the meaning of the life-work of the Jew Karl Marx,” (289) but the average German’s knowledge of Marx was limited to what had been written about him by his opponents. Central among such writings were attacks on Marx’s “Jewish anti-individualism.”




To see “the revenge of the under man” in the actions of Nosfer- atu required little specialized knowledge on the part of the film’s original viewers. Nosferatu personified all the evils viewers had come to associate with the Jew. Hitler’s focus on terms such as “bloodsucker” and “peoples’ vampire” to identify the Jew deliberately exploited the same popular sources Murnau used to identify the horror of Dracula. Whether or not Hitler had seen Nosferatu when he wrote Mein Kampf is therefore of little importance to an identification of the film as a fundamental expression of the protofascist sentiments rampant throughout Western culture as the Twenties got under way.




Still, as a graphic delineation of the social prejudices that helped formulate the Nazi conception of the world, Murnau’s social theater of fear undoubtedly contributed to Hitler’s rise to power. The Führers mind, like Murnau’s, was a creation of German nationalism. Thus Nosferatu can be regarded as a remarkably accurate filmstrip of Hitler’s “racial” imagination. The conflation of race, gender, and economics that formed the basis of Hitler’s popular appeal was equally essential to the argument of Murnau’s film. Nosferatu is therefore a remarkable indicator of the blend of cultural metaphors that would soon lead to the triumph of Nazism. The film joins Kipling’s colonized leper with the destructive female “sexual vampire” of the 1910s, to bring about the birth of their miscegenated offspring: Hitler’s emblematically destructive, disease-ridden, parasitic Jew.




As we have seen, the Fuhrer’s culturally constructed political imagination purposely echoed the fantasies of millions of ordinary people throughout Europe and America. It was his express purpose to use as ordinary a set of images as he could find. In Mein Kampf Hitler captured and exploited the racist spirit of the Twenties. He did not produce it. Truculent, mean-spirited, antihumanist, and obsessed by the rhetoric of sex-as-sin, but fiercely loyal to the “truths” of evolutionary science, he was the voice of the “Nordic” bourgeoisie of the period between the wars. Nosferatu, in turn, can be seen as a compendium of the visual sources Hitler exploited to gain his position of “leadership.”




Murnau’s anti-Semitic theme went Stoker’s one better right from the start. In Nosferatu Harker is not a perfectly “normal” member of the British economic system but the unwitting pawn of an evil schemer. Renfield takes the place of the original novel’s nondescript British Mr. Hawkins. A pronouncedly Semitic, greedy real-estate agent himself, he knowingly sends Harker off to unleash Dracula upon the unsuspecting German town of Wisborg (Bremen in the English version). Thus Murnau emphasizes the conspiratorial cooperation between the degenerates already within Germany and those still waiting to be invited in. The Jews in Germany, his implication is, cannot be trusted—they are constantly plotting to undermine the nation by expanding their clannish presence through immigration.




Stoker’s Renfield and Dracula were linked only by Renfield’s demented fascination with the “big-fish-eat-little-fish” principle of nature’s food chain. Murnau’s twosome, however, are explicitly linked by race. This gives an entirely new spin to Renfield’s real estate dealings in Nosferatu and provides a direct focal point for Dracula’s habit of carrying coffins full of native soil about with him wherever he goes. As the polluted, “prostituted” soil of the nomadic immigrant—the “syphilitic flesh” of the vampire—it becomes the visual focus of Murnau’s symbolic presentation of Nosferatu s vile desire to mingle with the “clean, fresh” mother-soil of the fatherland.




The vampire’s soiled earth of course also represented the danger of Bolshevism, the “Jewish social disease.” The vampire’s blood, when mingled with that of the fatherland, undermined the Aryan’s “individuality,” contaminating it with rat-infested Bolshevik egalitarianism.
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A ig^ Nazi poster depicting Hitler’s image of the Jew as Nosferatu: the syphilitic disease of “oriental” Marxism threatens the Aryan world—and in particular the Aryan family—with extinction.






Murnau’s Renfield is an only slightly less degenerate version of Dracula. The latter proves to be an intensely emaciated, tall, talon-nailed, skeleton-faced, bald creature with sharply pointed animal ears, a large, bloodless, thin-lipped mouth, and sinister, deep-set eyes as deeply kohled as those of any of the standard female film vamps of the time. But the monsters central facial feature is an enormous, beaklike hook nose—perhaps the largest ever produced by the anti-Semitic imagination. In the popular imagination noses were traditionally seen as indicators of a man’s phallic endowment, and Murnau was very well versed in such lore. Nosferatu is thus quite clearly an unspeakably horrid, disease-ridden, blood-sucking, Semitic satyr. Stills of this creature of death are still among the most widely reproduced images in the history of the cinema.




If Renfield, the other Semite of Murnau’s parable, initially still shows the civilizing influence of the Aryan environment in which he operates, he is presented in this manner only to offer the director a chance to chronicle the progressive degeneration of his facial structure toward Dracula’s own level as the latter approaches German soil. By the end of the film, Renfield has taken on virtually every feature of Dracula’s “Semitic degeneracy.”




The coffins full of soil this Wandering Jew carries with him at least half the time we see him in Murnau’s film are, inevitably, filled with pestilence. Crawling with plague-ridden rats, these coffins are portable emblems of Nosferatu’s contagious syphilitic degeneracy. Once he has landed on German soil, Dracula’s influence is felt immediately. The Aryans are poisoned by the alien plague-carrier. The nation’s soul is weakened. The people die in the streets. The racial dissolution of the nation has begun.




But the economic pestilence accompanying the Jew’s invasion is rooted in his sexuality. Nosferatu must therefore be shown to live in a state of permanent erection befitting the shape and size of his nose. Murnau hinted at the vampire’s satyriasis whenever he could. When Harker first approaches Dracula’s castle, for instance, we see it from a distance: The silver screen has never produced a more formidable and graphic, anatomically correct, erect penis. The Aryan’s fascination with the Jewish vampire’s sexual potency could not have been expressed more blatantly. Precariously poised, rock-rigid, fully engorged, this architectural manifestation of nature’s primal need is topped with a glans we only slowly learn to identify as the walls and roof of a castle that is rimmed at its root by a scraggly pubis of pine trees.




It is the old story: the Jew’s hypersensual erotic degeneracy creates the efieminacy that causes him to hunt for blood. In visual appearance Murnau’s Nosferatu is a perfect match for the image of the habitual masturbator the generation of 1870 had been told to be on the lookout for in their children. He is thus precisely the sort of man Murnau’s parents no doubt told him he would become if he indulged in that “vile effeminate practice.” Murnau’s Dracula has all the requisite symptoms: a “pallid, bloodless countenance, and hollow, sunken, and half-ghastly eyes.” Indeed, he was clearly an extreme case, for the excessive indulger “will have black and blue semi-circles under his eyes, and also look as if worn out, almost dead from want of sleep, yet unable to get it.” This passage from John Cowan’s The Science of a New Life is characteristic of such medical directives to parents. The plague with which Dracula infected the men and women of his host country (Murnau’s vampire no longer operated under Stoker’s heterosexual strictures) was obviously of a syphilitic nature.




Murnau also depicted Nosferatu’s body as something of a permanent erection itself: stiff, slow, elongated, and insistent. Even in this respect the mere sight of him signalized his sensual degeneracy, for many of the film’s original viewers would have known that one could “detect a boy who is educated to this vice, by the peculiarity of the motion which is discernible at the junction of the locomotive organs with the body.” Such a victim walked “as if he were stiffened. He does not show the peculiarity so much when walking slowly, or when running very fast, as he does when walking fast; then he impresses the looker-on that he is rheumatic, and suffering from stiffness in the small of his back.” (Cowan, 361–2) Nosferatu exhibits exactly these characteristics when he walks.




Hitler knew what Murnau was trying to depict: Nosferatu was that “black-haired Jew boy” waiting, with “diabolic joy in his face,” for unsuspecting Aryan girls to defile “with his blood.” He was Fu Manchu crawling out of the Asian marshes to drag the Aryan woman back into the realm of primitive bisexuality. On Murnau’s screen a title flashes: “Nina had promised never to open the book of the Vampires but she could not resist.” The audience remembers Pandora—another woman who could not resist opening what should have remained closed. But once again Pandora’s primal sin is about to be redeemed by a properly acculturated specimen of Aryan womanhood: “Only a woman is able to break the terrible spell—a woman pure in heart must offer herself to Nosferatu. The woman must remain at the side of Nosferatu until the crow of the rooster heralds the break of day.” Stoker’s Mina had still gained the upper hand over Dracula by remaining mentally independent until her male companions were able to kill the vampire. In Murnau’s and scriptwriter Henrik Galeen’s version, only a direct sexual confrontation will do.




Mina is the perfect Aryan woman. To remind us of this, Murnau shows her embroidering an “I love you” antimacassar as her last message to Harker. She will sacrifice herself for the nation. The pollution must stop. She will outwit the child-brained monster by doing what, after all, comes naturally to woman: she will seduce him into self-destruction. Thus Murnau’s Mina becomes a kamikaze in the service of evolution by sacrificing herself to Nosferatu s lust. At night, with the vampire lingering outside, she opens the window to her room—the symbolic entry to her body. She performs Pandora’s archetypal gesture of opening her box, but this time she does so to redeem woman and lock the demon in. Though visibly appalled by what she is about to do, she stumbles back to bed, to receive Nosferatu s ambulant erection. This Aryan woman is about to become a prostitute, not in service to, but to subvert, the pollutant ambitions of the invading Jew. Terrified, but demurely receptive, she awaits her fate self-sacrificially upon her bed. This scene represents the apotheosis of the sadomasochistic conception of sex as death in Western culture.




Soon the Semitic monster of disease and pestilence hovers above her loins; the shadows of the vampires talonlike hands fall slowly, sadistically, over her barely covered breasts. Then the too heavily burdened Mina’s bed fades into darkness—until we see the cock crow, triumphantly announcing a new day. The sensualist slowly lifts his lustful head: he has been caught off-guard after a night of effeminate dissipation. In punishment for this fatal weakness he now must wither in the masculine light of the Aryan sun. His body is consumed in the blazing furnace of a new day. The Nordic woman has exterminated the Jew: Germany shall rise again.




Mina, polluted beyond salvation but sanctified by her sacrifice to the fatherland, dutifully expires in Harker’s arms: “And at that moment as if by a miracle, the sick stopped dying and the oppressing shadow of the vampire disappeared in the morning sun.” A flame consumes the remains of the monster. Castle Dracula lies in ruins: the alien seed has come to its final dissolution. “Only a woman, a woman pure at heart” (though not in body), only the utterly passive mother-soil of the Aryan nation proves to have greater anabolic strength than the Semitic devourer, only the fire of the Aryan woman’s self-sacrificial resolve can keep the Ed on Pandoras box. Equal partners in the underworld of species evolution, the erotic forces of woman and Nosferatu ultimately cancel each other out, leaving only Harker, the Aryan male. Alone, and appropriately grateful to his departed helpmeet, he is now ready to stride upward toward the Thousand Year Reich and immortality, toward the ultimate triumph of the will.




At least that was the promise Murnau offered his audiences as his drama of Aryan survival wound to a close. But he had left them with a burning question: Renfield, the vampire-master’s loyal human servant, the everyday version of the monster’s symbolic incarnation, who represented the atrocious commercial schemes of the Jewish merchant class, still lived. True, he had been imprisoned and was being restrained by a straightjacket. For the moment he had been neutralized. Even so, as Murnau’s film had shown him doing once before, he might still escape from his confinement. If Nosferatu had been made to perish in the cleansing fire of the Aryan new day, would it not be better for mankind if Renfield, too, were given that fate? Wasn’t it time for a final solution to the Jewish question?




Once again the implied solution was genocide. Fantasy, science fiction, pop endocrinology, medicine, biology, genetics, eugenics, anthropology—each of these sources of the twentieth century’s pervasive rhetoric of class and race had helped to create a relentless barrage of metaphors and images that constantly circled back to this question: Shouldn’t something be done about this spreader of disease? The many “scientific” quackeries that were doing the rounds during the early years of this century had all contributed to Murnau’s imagery of the criminally invasive and subversive Eurasian Jew. The creator of Nosferatu, like G. W. Pabst and hundreds of other directors, writers, artists, journalists, and politicians throughout Western Europe and the United States, had taken up a strategic position next to Oscar Wilde’s woman-hating Herod, so that when the time came for him to shout, pointing to Salome, the phallic decapitator, “Kill that woman!” they would be able to add to his gynecidal order their own genocidal call: “And kill that Jew, for he is the one behind all her abominations!”




The mentality speaking through much of the culture of the Twenties shows all too clearly that many intellectuals had been drifting toward the concept of genocide long before Hitler came to power in Germany. The colonial powers had been involved in brutal policies of suppression for centuries. But the “scientific” legitimation of policies of extermination had to wait for the ascendancy of the theory of evolution. The colonial leper now ceased being a nuisance, and became an active threat to “species survival.”




The social, scientific, and economic causes for the spread of the genocidal mentality in twentieth-century culture are multifarious and convoluted. And it is true, metaphors don’t kill, people do. But people need weapons to kill with: only animals and vampires use their own teeth. Hitler offered his followers the weapon of manhood to slay the dragon of effeminacy. He could not have done so without the metaphors of therapeutic gynecide that had become cornerstones of the male imagination during the early years of this century. The murderous animosities of gender cultivated during this period helped justify the climactic final scene of Nosferatu in which self-sacrificial Aryan femininity enthralls the Jewish vampire until he can be exterminated by the sunlight of manhood. As a brutal préfiguration of the monstrous realities of the Third Reich’s “final solution,” the scene remains emblematic of the psychosocial displacement of Western culture’s demonization of female sexuality in the figure of the Jew. The all-consuming ovens of the Nazi concentration camps were first constructed in the gendered racist-evolutionist fantasies of turn-of-the-century males.




The chilling immediacy of this link is perhaps most strikingly expressed in Adolf Hitler’s unbounded admiration for the art of symbolist painters such as Arnold Böcklin and Franz von Stuck. The latter’s work in particular had a dramatic influence on the Fiihrer’s conception of feminine sexuality as a profound evil. This painter’s widely reproduced canvases had documented woman’s primitive bisexual lust for the phallus since 1889. His paintings could be seen in art magazines, books, and even on postcards—as well as in the form of posters suitable for framing produced by printing presses owned by the family of Hitler’s friend “Putzi” Hanfstaengl. They fascinated Hitler. When he came to power, he quickly acquired several of von Stuck’s paintings for his personal collection, including one of the many versions of the figure of “Sin” the artist had painted. This was von Stuck’s most popular image—always a voluptuous naked woman, with thigh-long hair and a gigantic snake whose lower half was nestled between her legs while the rest of it curled upward around her body. A symbol of phallic female sexuality, the serpent would lean its vagina dentata—shaped head on the woman’s shoulder and glare ominously at the viewer, its eyes a mirror image of those of the woman herself.




Von Stuck’s women personified the temptation of “otherness” transformed into a sexual obsession. The artist eroticized the “phallic” power of these women to show that they represented an alien evil that must be destroyed. They were an invitation to rape as an act of domination and castration symbolizing the excision of these women’s “phallic” independence, the destruction of their psychological and physiological identity. To perform this quasi-surgical rape, the male must be both “potent” and “continent”—in other words, he must destroy the usurper by using his phallus as a sword. By maintaining his erection and retaining his seed, the warrior proved his manhood. The phallus refusing to give up its seed was the hammer of the gods, the crown of species evolution. Loss of seed, ejaculation, signaled defeat—a loss of self, reverse castration by the sexual vampire of masculine essence. Only effeminates, racial inferiors, and semibestial men freely joined von Stuck’s sexual women in their revels.
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Franz von Stuck, Depravity, oil on canvas, 1894






In a painting of 1889, the year in which Hitler was born, von Stuck portrayed the Norse god Wotan as a caped avenger, an Aryan superman. As he gallops at top speed directly toward us we realize we are about to be trampled by this Nordic ur-fiihrer’s impetuous steed. The god’s rigid, bloody sword is poised to thrust itself into whoever stands in his way. In the background voluptuous, newly conquered women are dragged along as booty by the god’s marauding companions. In the middle distance we see the seemingly dismembered (symbolically castrated) figure of a male degenerate, justly overcome by Wotan’s sword. His face presents a striking anticipation of Nosferatu’s skeletal features. Wotan himself is, as Robert G. L. Waite pointed out in his book The Psychopathic God (1977), a meticulous portrait of Hitler, impossible as that might seem.




Von Stuck was not gifted with clairvoyance concerning the political future of Germany. But along with the majority of the intelligentsia of the age of imperialism, he can be held partly responsible for engendering the monster of Hitlerism. Given the future fuhrer’s obsession with this painter’s art, it is, as Waite points out, highly probable that Hitler was familiar with this painting well before he came to power. Hitler dreamed of being Wotan, the true fuhrer, the great Nordic leader of the Aryan advance. Most likely von Stuck’s Wotan thus served Hitler as a model for his own appearance, from his cowlick to his infamous moustache. But whether or not Hitler was actually familiar with this particular image is, frankly, of very little importance. The mentality, the cultural environment that allowed von Stuck to create this fantasy of a Nordic avenger, is what ultimately created the social phenomenon of Hitlerism. The confluence of patterns of prejudicial imagery produced by evolutionary theory, medical science, and genetics produced both von Stuck s imagination and the Nazis of twentieth-century politics.
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Franz von Stuck, The Wild Chase, oil on canvas, 1889






Because Hitler was so intensely aware of the dramatic social power of imagery and metaphor, he knew better than anyone how deadly their power could be. Images were social directives. Even the main Nazi symbol itself, the swastika, had a significance in the gender wars that was certainly known to Hitler. O. A. Wall, in his book Sex and Sex Worship (1918), delineated that meaning as follows: in Norse mythology the symbol represented “lightning, and was called Thor’s Hammer; but it also had a phallic significance, for with it Thor was supposed to bless or consecrate the newly married couples.” (524)




In addition, the swastika, Thor’s hammer, symbolized the continent Aryan phallus lost to the marauding sexual primitive, Nosferatu, Hitler’s sinister “black-haired Jew boy,” the priapic giant Thrym. As Wall pointed out,






In the Eddas, it is related how the god Thor lost this hammer at one time, it having been stolen by the giant Thrym; the latter refused to surrender the hammer to its owner, except on the condition that the goddess Freya should be given to him for a wife. Upon this Thor disguised himself as a woman, pretending to be Freya, thus succeeding in meeting Thrym; he then slew the giant and recovered his hammer. (524)







Woman was the battleground of civilization. Thrym lusted after Freya (“Frigga,” source of numerous colloquial terms for sexual intercourse)—the great mother—primal goddess of sexuality, Aryan fertility, and death. As mouth of the earth, she was the feminine principle personified, gentle mother or devouring monster. She was the conduit for all good and evil, keeper of Pandora’s box. Thrym and Thor, Schigolch and Hitler, wasteful eroticism and Aryan continence, were locked in a deadly struggle over her possession. The future of the universe was at stake.




Hitler—Odin/Wotan/Thor—the Aryan avenger, was Freya s rightful husband. It was his task to protect her against the incursions of the vampire master who sought to make her his wife in order to possess the earth. But to protect her he must become her, and to become her was to succumb to sublunary dissipation and hence to “die”—unless he could eliminate the snake of primal eroticism, the Jew trying to possess her. Subverting Hitler’s dreams of steely manhood was the reality of his slight, “effeminate” appearance—which had become a topic of frequent levity beyond Germany (and before his ascendancy, even within). He had already become Freya; to regain his hammer, to free masculinity from the yoke of eroticism, the Jew, the vampire master, must die.




Woman, most early-twentieth-century males believed, was man’s “lower half.” To be “with” her he also had to “be” her—descend to her level. Sex brought out the woman in man. Thus she drew him back into the realm of the “lower orders.” Only Thor’s hammer, the chaste phallus of Nordic masculinity, could conquer the serpent in woman, her degenerative link to primal bisexuality. That eternal peoples’ vampire, the Jew, who fed on femininity instead of trying to transcend it, was the “ferment of decomposition” behind the sexual woman’s attempts to appropriate Thor’s hammer.




Woman, then, was the conduit to degeneration, the weak link in the evolutionary process. Only chaste motherhood could “kill” her, break the teeth out of her vagina. To slay the vampire, to excise the serpent that had wound itself around woman’s loins, was also to excise the woman in man and bring on the Thousand Year Reich of Nordic masculinity’s spiritual transcendence. Mina Harker, in Murnau’s Nosferatu, had to die to prove herself a good woman, even though selflessly, purely in service to the fatherland, she had sacrificed herself to the sexual hunger of the vampire—to the woman in him. Thor had to become Mina to kill the monster of reversion, but to regain his manhood he had to kill Mina as well, for the feminine principle in nature was the root of all evil. Hitler no doubt perceived himself as a “hero” in the Jungian sense. He was “Mercurius, who was considered identical with the German national god, Wotan,” (Aspects of the Masculine, 154) the personification of the great oak of Aryan manhood. Woman was Lilith, the serpent in his tree. Thus he contained both the Devil and “God’s reflection in physical nature.” (163) Only in his higher aspect could he be seen as a “Christ figure.” A “loving belief in such a being” on the part of his followers “naturally involves cleansing one’s own house of black filth.” (165) Therefore the darkness of the body must be overcome by the spirit: only fire—the golden vengeance of the sun, the furnace of the intellect—could cleanse Mercurius and free him of his ambiguities.




Jung wrote this analysis of “The Spirit Mercurius” in 1943. Though it reads like a psychological profile of Hitler, it is, the Jungian analyst John Beebe pointed out in his recent introduction to Aspects of the Masculine, which includes Jung’s essay, a self-image: “Mercurius was the patron of Jung’s alchemical effort at self-unification, Jung’s ultimate father-figure and masculine way through the psyche.” Mercurius symbolized “the restless masculine spirit.” In fact, Jung’s Mercurius is the twentieth-century male, for it is a portrait of the concept of masculinity that had developed during the early decades of this century. Jung’s archetype was a blatant manipulation of elements taken from ancient myth, a tendentiously constructed metaphoric delineation of the cult of manhood nineteenth-century science had created in the wake of economic change. It was not an analysis but an expression of the early-twentiethcentury male’s socially organized self-perception. But Jung’s portrait of Mercurius is therefore also an exposition of the psychological inevitability of the Holocaust as a step on the road to the ultimate materialization of “the masculine spirit.”




“Every spiritual truth,” Jung maintained, “gradually turns into something material, becoming no more than a tool in the hand of man. In consequence, man can hardly avoid seeing himself as a knower, yes, even as a creator, with boundless possibilities at his command.” Nazi Germany, he implied, had become “benighted” by its obsession with the evil feminine: “The growing darkness reaches its greatest intensity on the day of Venus (Friday [i.e., “Freya’s day”]), and changes into Lucifer on Saturn’s day. Saturday heralds the light which appears in full strength on Sun-day.” Mercurius must relinquish the realm of Venus and return to his masculine instincts. But “modern man” was already “so darkened” by the feminine “that nothing beyond the light of his own intellect illuminates the world.” That, Jung concluded, “surely is why such strange things are happening in our much lauded civilization, more like a Götterdämmerung than any normal twilight.” (171—3)




In these remarks we reach the completion of the early twentieth century’s uroboric circle of blame: though the effeminate Jew stood behind the corruption of modern womanhood, it was the feminine principle itself, the darkness of primal chaos, that stood behind the Jew. Genocide, Jung hinted, was a factor of man’s failing illumination—a temporary aberration on the road to man’s attainment of true enlightenment, which could only be achieved through the elimination of the anima, the mistletoe rooted in the earth, the primal vagina dentata, woman. Mercurius’s millennium could dawn only in a cosmic act of gynecide.




As long as we allow the social fictions of past mythologies to shape our concept of the future, the present can be little more than an unlocked armory on the road to the next human disaster. When today’s social mythographers try to “reinterpret” or “update” their sources, they invariably fashion their interpretations of gender to fit into the complex mix of social, political, and economic influences outlined in this book—influences that, in their turn, shaped the very premises of the mythographers and psychoanalysts these writers use as “authorities.” The potential development of a truly humane social environment is still being undermined on an almost daily basis by new “scientific” revelations about the supposedly “fundamental,” “genetic” differences between men and women. Every day we are told that we should bray in the woods or run with the wolves. In Hollywood the sagging fortunes of a studio boss can always be boosted by still another movie in which a phallic woman with a knife, a gun, a scissors, or a dolt for a husband is shown to be more aggressive than nature has given her the right to be.




The majority of us have come to see our adherence to such predictable structures of gender ideology as expressive of our “true” nature. Women in particular are still constantly encouraged to see compliance with market-directed male sexual fantasies as a spiritual assertion of the archetypal “woman within.” Few realize how much of this supposedly “archetypal” creature they are trying to “liberate” within themselves is a male-constructed image—and a negative, deliberately condescending, manipulated male image at that. In almost every instance contemporary male attitudes hostile to successful women still express the convenient premise that such women resent being castrated males. Women who, tired of always being cast as the “receiver,” try to do a “man’s job” are disparaged as “ballbreakers.” Like Faulkner s Temple Drake, they are still virtually always cast as being driven by a regressive desire to recapture the penis they lost in the evolutionary process. The dualistic mind thrives on such strict categories.




The social fictions governing the behavior of most Americans were no different from those that drove the Germans to mass murder. But fortunately, there was far less cultural homogeneity in this country than in Europe—a reality the ideologues of race never ceased to bewail. It was, ultimately, precisely this “racial chaos” that helped save the world from the Thousand Year Reich and its cultural hammer of death. For as the forces of hatred asserted their grim hegemony over the minds of the German people during the 1930s, the United States, because it was ideologically fragmented, for a brief historical moment welcomed a remarkably heterogeneous intellectual community in which the values of cooperation and integration were given nearly as much emphasis as any theory of mutual depredation.




That intellectual community was created in large part by the many immigrants and children of immigrants who first set foot on American soil during the years around the turn of the century. Caught between worlds, they were also caught between prejudices. Their integration into the American cultural environment encouraged an unprecedented flourishing of creativity in which “Aryans” and Jews, men and women, and humans of many races learned and worked together, exchanged ideas, and sometimes even recognized value in the products of those who saw a different pattern in the tapestry of the world. It was that complex variety produced by a “chaotic” immigrant society that saved America from Hitlerism.




During and after World War II, however, the dualistic mentality reasserted itself with renewed intensity, encouraged by the closing of the American mind against the values of complex multiplicity through the assertion of a narrow elitism of -“national purpose.” Nourished by the same multitude of evolutionist antifeminine, anti-Semitic, and racist prejudices that had fueled the excesses of Nazi Germany, the United States, after the war, entered what was perhaps its most static period of social homogenization, until that in turn began to fall apart in the Sixties under the oppressive weight of its own leaden predictability.




We are slowly beginning to realize that we are not two sexes, but as many as there are humans in the world. Difference and variety are the wellspring of all qualitative change. The false science of early-twentieth-century sex, race, and gender theory encouraged a privileged minority to seek to regulate the emotions of the entire human race. “For the good of all” this minority turned speculation into categorical “truth.” The average person’s all too hopeful belief in the infallibility of science permitted spurious categorical imperatives to serve as “proof” of humanity’s “biological destiny” These still not adequately historicized “scientific” fictions of human predestination have made much of the century seem like the nightmare ward of an insane asylum strewn with Procrustean beds. On these, scientists driven by blatant prejudice have tried to stretch or shrink most others to make them fit their self-serving categories of excellence and inferiority.




Today we are in grave danger of repeating the intellectual mistakes of our grandparents. Every day we hear about one more scientist who has found “conclusive” genetic evidence for still another “bell curve” of “biological necessity.” Darwinism is again riding high. “Evolutionary psychologists” are acting as if they had newly discovered the notion that we are still prisoners of “the caveman within us.” Given the antihistorical bias of today’s society, these new academic lights may actually be unaware that such an idea was already hackneyed when, in 1922, William J. Fielding used it as the title for one of his pop-psychologizing massmarket “how to think” manuals.




What we forget about history is what locks us into humanity’s past mistakes. Demagogues and racists therefore almost invariably contend that history is bunk. Instead, they like the categorical imperatives of Jungian mythologizing and genetic puritanism. They hate the dangerous uncertainties and emotional pitfalls of a world guided by the polymorphous creativity of nongendered minds. That is why men have been so eager to turn “woman” into a political battleground. A world in which men are men and women housewives is a world without a future for most. Such a world would make us circle endlessly round as if we were inmates in the courtyard of a nineteenth-century prison.




True creativity depends on a recognition that we all have the potential to be different, that the architecture of Efe is infinite in its variety. The brilliant (and therefore forgotten) German feminist psychologist Rosa Mayreder said all this as early as 1905, in her book A Survey of the Woman Problem:






Woman as an abstraction, as a figment of thought, exists only in the brain of the thinker, and is absolutely dependent upon this—as the nature of thought demands, but woman as an individual exists for herself, and is as noble and as vile, as gifted or as stupid, as weak or as strong, as good or as wicked, as like to man or as unlike him; in short, as diversified as is made necessary by the human species. [Therefore] nothing is of greater importance to women than to battle against the abstractions into which they are constantly being converted by masculine thought. If they wish to achieve power as real persons in the world they must battle against woman as fetish. (240)







All of us, women and men and every shade of self-conception in between, can escape from the fetishized gender imagery that surrounds us only by refusing to accept the mass media’s lure of “evil sister” stereotyping. To fantasize about warlocks and witches, about vampires and werewolves, about Mars, Venus, and the caveman within, is to perpetuate the fantasies of a world eager for war and to remain complicit in the fetishization of others as “evil,” as “alien,” and as “inferior.” To do so is to see difference as a disease.




Evil lurks within every social configuration—it is a product of our self-conception, not a result of “predestination.” Groups are political; sex, race, and class are ethically and morally irrelevant physiological incidentals. But the media do everything they can to feed our desire to believe the reverse. Indeed, by turning gender and race conflict into the “virtual reahty” of today’s entertainments, they have effectively institutionalized the imagery of “scientific racism” developed during the early years of this century.




We are offered an ever more bloated menu of visual myths about the violence inherent in all forms of human interaction. The average living room has become a passive indoctrination chamber without any exits. By encouraging a renewed blind adherence to the early twentieth century’s myths of gender, the media make money while they progressively entrap us further in sadomasochistic fantasies. As the early years of this century have shown all too clearly, every fantasy can become a reality if it is made to look like a natural law.




Fictions of personal regeneration through violence still organize our world. The homogenization of our visual media and the rapid decline of our capacity to read suggest that many among us will never be given the chance to realize that the images the media feed us are not part of “human nature,” that they are not a mere expression of our “basic instinct” but a reinforcement of the early twentieth century’s social fantasies of conquest. Today’s films and music videos and most of our novels still glorify the “pleasures” of ecstatic submission or sadistic aggression. Few seem to realize that the glorification of such relationships represents not sexual liberation but an abject capitulation to the values of dualistic separation and the ideology of fear. As long as such conflicts are part of our social reality, they cannot be ignored in our arts—but why support the hucksters of gender and race by portraying violent acts as erotic? Why not celebrate the polymorphous interdependence of our lives and bodies instead of fetishizing the actions of those who seek pleasure in pain to express their anger about the falsely gendered inequalities of a cash-driven culture?




Any “formal order” imposed on our social imagination cannot but be profoundly repressive. We have deluded ourselves into thinking that the Nazi excesses of the early twentieth century were little more than an unfortunate “aberration” in the orderly “progress” of society. But the genocidal mentality was a product of ideas that continue to govern our sense of self. The monster of Nazism still roams among us—for the fictions of gender dualism that permitted it to gain power still darken our lives.
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