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June 10, 2016 
 
 
Hello, 
 
As you are well aware, we are fast approaching this year’s Summer Institute, when we’ll be retraining 
for ETS 181 and 192. On July 11-15 our upstate teachers will be retraining on campus at SU, and on 
August 8-12 we’ll be retraining at Lubin House in New York City. Hopefully everyone’s travel plans 
are made or in motion. If you have any travel questions you can contact Jill Scarson in the SUPA 
office. Any other inquiries can be sent to me.  
 
Attached with this letter is a packet of materials that will form a substantial part of your binder for 
ETS 181 when you get to campus. If you could, please put them in a temporary binder or folder and 
keep them in order as you read through them. You will find a copy of the syllabus template for ETS 
181 and all the required readings for the Summer Institute. All of the materials for ETS are posted on 
Blackboard and can be accessed there as well, if needed.  
 
On top of preparing these materials prior to arrival, if you are not already a member of the 
Blackboard organization “SU Project Advance English,” you’ll need to join prior to arriving to 
campus. (If you are new to SUPA, you will need to acquire your NetID prior to logging on to 
Blackboard as per instructions sent a couple weeks back.) To join the group please follow these steps: 
 

• Go to https://blackboard.syr.edu 
• Login using the exact same NetID and password that you use to login to PASS 
• Once logged in, click on the link in the top banner that says “Organizations” 
• Enter “SU Project Advance English” in the box marked “Organization Search”  
• A list with the organization ID and name should come up. 
• Mouse over where it says “503.org” under “Organization ID and click on the down arrow 

that appears. 
• Click on “Enroll" 
• On the next screen enter “orange” as the access code. 

 
This will enroll you in the organization. 
 
Regarding preparations for 181, I will be in touch soon via email about how we will be using 
Blackboard to post responses to readings prior to the Summer Institute, but for now I ask that you 
do two main things in regard to 181 training preparation:  
 

1. Please begin reading the anchor texts for 181, especially those that we’ll be covering earlier in 
the week from Unit 1 (Monday) and Unit 2 (Tuesday). Printouts of all the anchor texts for 
ETS 181 are in the packet included here as well as the literary texts that will accompany them 
during training. There is a table of contents at the beginning and a page dividing each unit’s 
materials. If everyone could have most of the materials read prior to arrival, it will 
substantially lessen your work load that week. 
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2. Please view and take notes on the following films prior to arrival: 

 
Children of Men (dir. Alfonso Cuarón’, 2006) 
Marwencol (dir. Jeff Malmberg, 2010) 
“Generation Like,” Frontine (PBS. Available free online. 2014) 
 

Again, we will be in touch with more information on how we will be using Blackboard to post our 
readings responses prior to the Institute. For now, if you could start reading and watching the films, 
you’ll be in good shape. I hope your semester is winding down well and that you’re looking forward 
to retraining as much as we are.  
 
Until then, 
 

 

 
Sean M. Conrey 
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ETS 181: Class and Literary Text Syllabus Template 
 
Anchor Texts for Unit One: 
 

Fussell, Paul. “A Touchy Subject” and “An Anatomy of the Classes.” Class: A Guide through the 
American Status System. New York: Simon & Schuster, 1992. 15-50. Print. 
 
Weber, Max. “Class, Status and Party.” The Inequality Reader: Contemporary and Foundational Readings 
in Race, Class, and Gender. Boulder, CO: Westview, 2011. 56-67. Print. 
 
Marx, Karl. “Preamble” and “Chapter One: Bourgeois and Proletarians” Marx/Engels Selected 
Works. Vol. 1. Moscow: Progress, 1969. 98-137. Manifesto of the Communist Party. 2000. Web. 16 
Sept. 2014. 

 
Other Texts for Summer Institute Unit One: 
 

Article: Peggy McIntosh, “White Privilege: Unpacking the Invisible Knapsack” 
Story: Kate Chopin, “A Pair of Silk Stockings” 
Songs: Florence Reece, “Which Side Are You On,” Bruce Springsteen, “Death to My 

Hometown,” The Clash “White Riot.” 
Poem: Jerome Rothenberg, “A Poem for the Cruel Majority” 

 
 
 
 

Anchor Texts for Unit Two: 
 

Davis, Kingsley, and Wilbert E. Moore. “Some Principles of Stratification.” The Inequality Reader: 
Contemporary and Foundational Readings in Race, Class, and Gender. Boulder, CO: Westview, 2011. 16-
19. Print. 

 
Mills, C. Wright. “The Power Elite.” The Inequality Reader: Contemporary and Foundational Readings in 
Race, Class, and Gender. Boulder, CO: Westview, 2011. 100-11. Print. 

	
Other Texts for Summer Institute Unit Two: 
 

Stories: Kurt Vonnegut, “Harrison Bergeron,” Ursula Le Guin “The Ones Who Walk away 
from Omelas” 

Poem: Auden “The Unknown Citizen,”  
Game: Spent, got to playspent.org to play online for free 
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Anchor Texts for Unit Three: 
 

Andersen, Margaret L., and Patricia Hill Collins. “Why Race, Class, and Gender Still 
Matter.” Race, Class, and Gender: An Anthology. Belmont, CA: Wadsworth Cengage Learning, 2013. 
1-15. Print. 

 
hooks, bell. “Feminism: A Movement to End Sexist Oppression.” Feminist Theory: From Margin to 
Center. Cambridge, MA: South End, 2000. 18-33. Print. 

	
	
Other Texts for Summer Institute Unit Three: 
 

Theory: Collins and Anderson, hooks 
Stories: Bambara “The Lesson,”  
Poems: Hughes  
Film: Children of Men 
 

 
 
 

Anchor Texts for Unit Four: 
 

Adorno, Theodor W., and Max Horkheimer. Trans. Andy Blunden. “The Culture Industry: 
Enlightenment as Mass Deception.” Marxists.org. Web. 21 Jan. 2015. 
 
(Optional) Storey, John. Cultural Theory and Popular Culture: An Introduction 6th Edition. “What Is 
Popular Culture?” New York: Routledge, 2012. Print. 

	
	
Other Texts for Summer Institute Unit Three: 
 

Poems: “Rearmament” by Robinson Jeffers, “America” by Allen Ginsberg 
Films: Frontline: Generation Like (available online at PBS), Marwencol 
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ETS 181: CLASS & LITERARY TEXTS 

Spring 20xx 
 

Instructor:       Office hours: 
Office:        Contact: 
 

 
You load sixteen tons, and what do you get? Another day older and deeper in debt. Saint Peter don’t 
you call me, cause I can’t go…I owe my soul to the company store. 

– Merle Travis 
 

When the minted gold in the vault smiles like the night-watchman's daughter, 
When warrantee deeds loafe in chairs opposite and are my friendly companions, 
I intend to reach them my hand, and make as much of them as I do of men  
and women like you. 

– Walt Whitman 
 

Course Overview 
 
From Shakespeare’s portrayal of characters across a range of social strata, Dickens’ descriptions of 
living conditions in Victorian England, James Agee’s stories of tenant farmers during the Depression, 
to Barbara Ehrenreich’s more recent explorations of living on minimum wage, questions of social 
class have long been a focus of novelists’, poets’ and essayists’ work. Parallel to the ways that writers 
affect and engage social class, critical readers can engage with the concepts of social class as they 
read. Concerned with the social divisions of privilege, wealth, power and status, these concepts 
provide a set of lenses through which to read the world of work, home and community in a range of 
literary and other texts. This course provides an introduction to these concepts and exposes students 
to key texts in literature, film and other media as a way of fostering critical engagement and 
developing richer social responsibility through textual interpretation. 
 
As with race and gender, class is a social construction that is imposed on, and performed by, all of us 
as a way of stratifying and defining who we are. Though the restraints of social class readily subject 
us to the power of others, these restraints may also, when well understood, provide a springboard for 
advocacy and direct social action. Concepts such as social stratification, inequality, and the 
relationship among wealth, privilege and power provide critical lenses though which to interpret texts 
and foster a richer understanding of students’ own implication within these systems of power. 
 
Invested in theoretical and historical frames of reading, the course takes as its starting point these 
concepts of social class and engages with literary texts ranging from the early modern period through 
the Industrial Revolution and into the present moment, when digital technology is dramatically 
shifting the way we work, live and communicate. Accordingly, as participants in a writing-intensive 
course, students will respond and engage with texts by writing short and long-form papers as a way 
of critically and personally engaging with the texts from class. The concerns of social class in 
Renaissance England or during the Great Depression were not entirely those of today, but texts from 
those times and places still speak to our present moment. Students in this course will learn to read 
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analytically and, through their writing, demonstrate a critical faculty for understanding how these 
texts can be vital markers of the ways that social class, and the struggles that come with it, stratify, 
divide and define us today.  
 
 
ETS 181 Course Learning Outcomes: 
 

• Recognize how meanings are created through acts of critical reading. 
• Analyze the ways texts construct categories of difference, including differences of race, 

ethnicity, nationality, gender, sexuality, and class. 
• Formulate sustained interpretive, analytical, or conceptual arguments based on evidence 

drawn from texts. 
• Develop a basic understanding of core concepts of social class, including stratification, 

inequality, privilege, capitalism and labor.  
 
General Skills Learning Outcomes: 
 

• Organize ideas in writing 
• Use clear and appropriate prose 
• Express ideas and information orally 
• Engage in analytical and critical dialogue orally 
• Evaluate arguments 
• Identify and question assumptions  

 
NOTE: ETS 181 is a University-designated writing-intensive course that fulfills Syracuse 
University’s College of Arts & Sciences Liberal Arts core curriculum and skills requirement.  As such, 
it is intended to familiarize students with the thought processes, structures, and styles associated with 
writing in the liberal arts. 
 
Required Course Texts: 
 

• Required set of anchor texts for each unit (pdfs and printouts supplied by SUPA) 
• Literary texts and secondary resources, selected by course instructor and reviewed/approved 

by the faculty coordinator, representing a range of historical periods and cultures 
• Instructors are encouraged, but not required, to incorporate at least one full-length novel 

and/or play to help develop students’ reading skills across a range of texts 
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Required Assignments 

Beyond reading, students are required to do shorter, prompt-driven textual responses as well as four 
major writing assignments. 
 
Reading Responses 
These can take any form the teacher chooses, but a certain number must be collected for a grade. 
Instructors are encouraged to use writing prompts for these responses that help students stage their 
work on larger writing assignments when possible as well as to have students reflect on earlier written 
work (in the form of reflections).  
 
Major Assignments  
There will be four major writing assignments in ETS 181. Each is tied loosely to a Course Unit. 
 
Close Reading: This writing assignment must be at least 1500+ words in length and must involve a 
close reading of a particular literary text through the lens of a concept introduced in class. 
 
Bibliography: The focus of this project is to gather, summarize, evaluate and synthesize materials 
that can be used for later projects. The texts will be chosen and organized around a guiding research 
question that is developed by the student and the student will write a list of at least five claims that 
can be made based on the evidence found in the texts explored. The materials gathered for this 
project may be any kind of text (images, film, video, music, etc), but at least one text must be 
theoretical in nature (though this text can come from in-class materials). In compiling and analyzing 
these texts, this assignment will take the form of an extensive annotated bibliography of at least 1500 
words. Beyond the text of the bibliography, there must be a short reflection on how the student 
intends to proceed with developing the ideas into future work.  
 
Research Paper: Taking concepts and texts from the bibliography that merit further attention, 
students will write an 8-10 page paper that extends those ideas to include material from the third unit 
(on the intersection of race, class and gender). This paper must include extensive close reading of a 
text through a critical/theoretical frame and must make a clear, thesis-focused argument. All sources 
discussed/cited in the final paper must follow MLA style citation.  
 
Public Presentation: For this assignment, students will interpret a text through the lens of a central 
concept and present that interpretation to the class. A variety of media can be used, but there must 
be a live, spoken component to the presentation.  
 

Grade Distribution 

Grades will be based on three things: participation (contributing respectfully and productively to in-
class discussion), reading responses, and major assignments. The grade breakdown is as follows: 70% for 
major projects (15% each for two of the major writing assignments and the presentation, and 25% 
for the longer major writing assignment), 20% for reading responses, 10% for 
participation/attendance.  
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Course Unit Overview 
 
The calendar for ETS 181 is divided into four “units.” Criteria for the four units are below.  
“Suggested texts” are recommendations (rather than requirements) that fit the various criteria for the 
unit. Teachers are encouraged to choose 1-2 suggested texts for each unit or substitute equivalent 
texts. 
 
 
Unit One: Introduction to Social Class (~4 weeks) 
 
In unit one, students will be exposed generally to the historical threads, major themes and concepts 
of the course. Paul Fussell’s Class: A Guide through the American Status System, which serves to connect 
concepts to current student experience, will provide an introduction to core concepts, and the work 
of Marx and Weber will provide theoretical anchors for this unit, though literary texts may be drawn 
from a range of historical periods. Concepts glossed in this unit: class, privilege, bourgeoisie, 
proletariat, labor, inequality, status, and stratification.  
 
 
Anchor Texts for Unit One: 
 

Fussell, Paul. “A Touchy Subject” and “An Anatomy of the Classes.” Class: A Guide through the 
American Status System. New York: Simon & Schuster, 1992. 15-50. Print. 
 
Weber, Max. “Class, Status and Party.” The Inequality Reader: Contemporary and Foundational Readings 
in Race, Class, and Gender. Boulder, CO: Westview, 2011. 56-67. Print. 
 
Marx, Karl. “Preamble” and “Chapter One: Bourgeois and Proletarians” Marx/Engels Selected 
Works. Vol. 1. Moscow: Progress, 1969. 98-137. Manifesto of the Communist Party. 2000. Web. 16 
Sept. 2014. 

 
Suggested Literary Texts and Films for this Unit: 
 

William Blake, excerpts from Songs of Innocence and Songs of Experience 
Geoffrey Chaucer, “The Wife of Bath’s Tale” or “The Miller’s Tale” 
Kate Chopin, “A Pair of Silk Stockings” 
Daniel Defoe, Moll Flanders 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge and William Wordsworth, Lyrical Ballads (including preface) 
Charles Dickens, “A Walk in the Workhouse” 
Shirley Jackson, “The Lottery” 
Henry James, “Daisy Miller” 
Denis Johnson, “Work” 
Ben Jonson, “To Penshurst” 
Mary Paul, “The Lowell Factory Girl” 
Jacob Riis, excerpts from How the Other Half Lives 
Gangs of New York, (2002, director: Martin Scorsese) 
Excerpts from The Tatler and/or The Spectator  
John Updike, “A&P” 
Walt Whitman, “A Song for Occupations” 
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Unit Two: Stratification and Inequality (~5 weeks) 
 
In unit two we get a more in-depth exploration of how the concepts of inequality and stratification 
are inscribed in and constructed through texts. Here students will explore the ways that certain 
literary texts position or interpellate readers into particular kinds of class subjects (i.e. “the good 
worker,” “the middle class father,” etc). Of particular concern are close reading techniques and 
interpretative practices that focus on textual evidence as a basis of literary analysis.  
 
Anchor Texts for Unit Two: 
 

Davis, Kingsley, and Wilbert E. Moore. “Some Principles of Stratification.” The Inequality Reader: 
Contemporary and Foundational Readings in Race, Class, and Gender. Boulder, CO: Westview, 2011. 16-
19. Print. 

 
Mills, C. Wright. “The Power Elite.” The Inequality Reader: Contemporary and Foundational Readings in 
Race, Class, and Gender. Boulder, CO: Westview, 2011. 100-11. Print. 

 
Suggested Literary Texts and Films for this Unit: 
 

James Agee and Walker Evans, Let Us Now Praise Famous Men 
Maggie Anderson, “Among Elms and Maples, Morgantown, WV, August 1935” and “Mining 
Camp Residents, West Virginia, July 1935” 
Matthew Arnold, selections from Culture and Anarchy 
Sholem Asch, “The Triangle Fire” (paired with Rose Schneiderman’s “Memorial Speech,” and 
Robert Pinsky’s “Shirt”) 
Rebecca Harding Davis, Life in the Iron Mills  
Stuart Dybek, “Blight” 
F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Great Gatsby 
Philip Roth, “Goodbye, Columbus” 
Tillie Olsen, “I Stand Here Ironing” 
Eugene O’Neill, The Iceman Cometh 
Matewan (1987, director: John Sayles) 
John Steinbeck “Chrysanthemums” 
Jonathan Swift, “A Modest Proposal” 
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Unit Three: Race, Class and Gender (~4 weeks) 
 
Unit three emphasizes the intersections of race, class and gender as crucial for understanding 
inequality, labor divisions, and modes of resistance. These intersections provide ways for exploring 
and expanding students’ understanding of power and agency as performed and inscribed in and 
through texts. The focus is on how the act of interpretation itself risks tacitly reinscribing these 
power relationships, so an emphasis is placed on how interpretation can itself become a way of 
resisting and restructuring gender, race and class relationships.  
 
Anchor Texts for Unit Three: 
 

(Optional) Andersen, Margaret L., and Patricia Hill Collins. “Why Race, Class, and Gender Still 
Matter.” Race, Class, and Gender: An Anthology. Belmont, CA: Wadsworth Cengage Learning, 2013. 
1-15. Print. 

 
hooks, bell. “Feminism: A Movement to End Sexist Oppression.” Feminist Theory: From Margin to 
Center. Cambridge, MA: South End, 2000. 18-33. Print. 

 
Suggested Literary Texts and Films for this Unit: 
 

Toni Cade Bambara, “The Lesson” 
Aphra Behn, excerpts from Oroonoko 
Octavia Butler, Kindred 
Lucille Clifton, “My Dream About Being White” 
Billy Elliot (2000, director: Stephen Daldry) 
Rita Dove, “Daystar” 
W.E.B. Dubois, The Souls of Black Folk 
Langston Hughes, “I, Too”  
Harriet Jacobs, excerpts from Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl 
Flannery O’Connor, “The Artificial Nigger” 
Arthur Miller, “Death of a Salesman” 
William Shakespeare, Othello 
Alice Walker, “Everyday Use” 
Phyllis Wheatley, “On Being Brought from Africa to America” and “To S. M. A Young African 
Painter, On Seeing His Works” 
Tennessee Williams, A Streetcar Named Desire 
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Unit Four: Work Culture (~4 weeks) 
 
In unit four, students are exposed to the questions surrounding the culture of work: how does 
culture work? How does our work-life imbue culture? How does culture work on and through us? 
Drawing on a wide range of written, graphic, filmic and multimedia texts, this unit will engage 
students with interpreting the world of work, particularly the aesthetics of high vs. low culture on the 
job, and how work is represented and performed in a variety of media.  
 
Anchor Texts for this Unit: 
 

Adorno, Theodor W., and Max Horkheimer. Trans. Andy Blunden. “The Culture Industry: 
Enlightenment as Mass Deception.” Marxists.org. Web. 21 Jan. 2015. 
 
(Optional) Storey, John. Cultural Theory and Popular Culture: An Introduction 6th Edition. “What Is 
Popular Culture?” New York: Routledge, 2012. Print. 

 
Suggested Literary Texts and Films for this Unit 
 

Raymond Carver, “Neighbors” 
John Clare, selected poems 
Junot Diaz, “Edison, New Jersey” 
Ben Franklin, “Way to Wealth” 
Ben Hamper, Rivethead 
Jamaica Kincaid, Lucy 
Philip Levine, “Detroit Tomorrow,” “What Work Is,” and “The Present” 
David Mamet, Glengarry Glen Ross 
Herman Melville, Bartleby the Scrivener 
Junebug (2005, Phil Morrison, director) 
Tillie Olsen, Yonnondio 
George Orwell, Down and Out in Paris and London 
Henry David Thoreau, “Life Without Principle” 

	
	
	
  



Teacher Copy 8 

Course Policies  
 
Special Needs and Accommodations 
Syracuse University welcomes people with disabilities and, in compliance with the Rehabilitation Act 
of 1973 and the Americans with Disabilities Act, does not discriminate on the basis of 
disability.  Students who require special consideration due to a learning or physical disability or other 
situation should make an appointment to see the course instructor right away. 
 
Use of Student Academic Work 
It is understood that registration for and continued enrollment in this course constitutes permission 
by the student for the instructor to use for educational purposes any student work produced in the 
course, in compliance with the federal Family Educational Rights and Privacy Act  (FERPA).  After 
the completion of the course, any further use of student work will meet one of the following 
conditions: (1) the work will be rendered anonymous through the removal of all personal 
identification of the student(s); or (2) written permission from the student(s). 
 
Academic Integrity 
The language that follows regarding academic integrity is currently under review. An updated version will be sent when 
the review is complete. 
 
Syracuse University sets high standards for academic integrity.  Syracuse University students are 
expected to exhibit honesty in all academic endeavors. Cheating in any form is not tolerated, nor is 
assisting another person to cheat. The submission of any work by a student is taken as a guarantee 
that the thoughts and expressions in it are the student’s own, except when properly credited to 
another. 
 
Those standards are supported and enforced by your instructor, SU faculty and Project Advance 
administrators. The presumptive sanction for a first offense is course failure (SU grade of F), 
accompanied by the transcript notation “Violation of the Academic Integrity Policy.” Students 
should review the Office of Academic Integrity online resource “Twenty Questions and Answers 
About the Syracuse University Academic Integrity Policy” and confer with your instructor(s) about 
course-specific citation methods, permitted collaboration (if any), and rules for examinations. The 
policy also governs the veracity of signatures on attendance sheets and other verification of 
participation in class activities. Additional guidance for students can be found in the Office of 
Academic Integrity resource:  ”What does academic integrity mean?” 
 
For a more detailed description of the guidelines for adhering to academic integrity in the College of 
Arts and Sciences, go to: http://academicintegrity.syr.edu. 
 
 
 
 

 
 



Unit One 
Introduction to Social Class 

 
 
 
Anchor Texts for Unit One: 
 

Fussell, Paul. “A Touchy Subject” and “An Anatomy of the Classes.” Class: A Guide through the 
American Status System. New York: Simon & Schuster, 1992. 15-50. Print. 
 
Weber, Max. “Class, Status and Party.” The Inequality Reader: Contemporary and Foundational Readings 
in Race, Class, and Gender. Boulder, CO: Westview, 2011. 56-67. Print. 
 
Marx, Karl. “Preamble” and “Chapter One: Bourgeois and Proletarians” Marx/Engels Selected 
Works. Vol. 1. Moscow: Progress, 1969. 98-137. Manifesto of the Communist Party. 2000. Web. 16 
Sept. 2014. 

 
Other Texts for Summer Institute Unit One: 
 

Article: Peggy McIntosh, “White Privilege: Unpacking the Invisible Knapsack” 
Story: Kate Chopin, “A Pair of Silk Stockings” 
Songs: Florence Reece, “Which Side Are You On,” Bruce Springsteen, “Death to My 

Hometown,” The Clash “White Riot.” 
Poem: Jerome Rothenberg, “A Poem for the Cruel Majority” 
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Fussell, Paul. “A Touchy Subject” and “An Anatomy of the Classes.” Class: A Guide through the American Status System. New York: Simon & Schuster, 1992. 15-50. Print.
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Manifesto of the 
Communist Party 

 

Written: Late 1847; 
First Published: February 1848; 
Source: Marx/Engels Selected Works, Vol. One, Progress Publishers, 
Moscow, 1969, pp. 98-137; 
Translated: Samuel Moore in cooperation with Frederick Engels, 1888; 
Transcription/Markup: Zodiac and Brian Baggins;  
Proofed: and corrected against 1888 English Edition by Andy Blunden 
2004; 
Copyleft: Marx/Engels Internet Archive (marxists.org) 1987, 2000. 
Permission is granted to copy and/or distribute this document under the 
terms of the Creative Commons Attribution-ShareAlike License. 

See Note in: Marx Engels Collected Works. 

 

Manifesto of the Communist 
Party 

A spectre is haunting Europe — the spectre of communism. All the 

powers of old Europe have entered into a holy alliance to exorcise this 

spectre: Pope and Tsar, Metternich and Guizot, French Radicals and 

German police-spies. 

Where is the party in opposition that has not been decried as 

communistic by its opponents in power? Where is the opposition that has 

not hurled back the branding reproach of communism, against the more 

advanced opposition parties, as well as against its reactionary adversaries? 

Two things result from this fact: 

I. Communism is already acknowledged by all European powers to be itself 

a power. 

II. It is high time that Communists should openly, in the face of the whole 

world, publish their views, their aims, their tendencies, and meet this 

nursery tale of the Spectre of Communism with a manifesto of the party 

itself. 

To this end, Communists of various nationalities have assembled in 

London and sketched the following manifesto, to be published in the 

English, French, German, Italian, Flemish and Danish languages. 

 

Chapter I. Bourgeois and 
Proletarians(1) 

 

The history of all hitherto existing society(2) is the history of class 

struggles. 

sean
Text Box
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Freeman and slave, patrician and plebeian, lord and serf, guild-

master(3) and journeyman, in a word, oppressor and oppressed, stood in 

constant opposition to one another, carried on an uninterrupted, now 

hidden, now open fight, a fight that each time ended, either in a 

revolutionary reconstitution of society at large, or in the common ruin of 

the contending classes. 

In the earlier epochs of history, we find almost everywhere a complicated 

arrangement of society into various orders, a manifold gradation of social 

rank. In ancient Rome we have patricians, knights, plebeians, slaves; in the 

Middle Ages, feudal lords, vassals, guild-masters, journeymen, apprentices, 

serfs; in almost all of these classes, again, subordinate gradations. 

The modern bourgeois society that has sprouted from the ruins of feudal 

society has not done away with class antagonisms. It has but established 

new classes, new conditions of oppression, new forms of struggle in place 

of the old ones. 

Our epoch, the epoch of the bourgeoisie, possesses, however, this 

distinct feature: it has simplified class antagonisms. Society as a whole is 

more and more splitting up into two great hostile camps, into two great 

classes directly facing each other — Bourgeoisie and Proletariat. 

From the serfs of the Middle Ages sprang the chartered burghers of the 

earliest towns. From these burgesses the first elements of the bourgeoisie 

were developed. 

The discovery of America, the rounding of the Cape, opened up fresh 

ground for the rising bourgeoisie. The East-Indian and Chinese markets, 

the colonisation of America, trade with the colonies, the increase in the 

means of exchange and in commodities generally, gave to commerce, to 

navigation, to industry, an impulse never before known, and thereby, to the 

revolutionary element in the tottering feudal society, a rapid development. 

The feudal system of industry, in which industrial production was 

monopolised by closed guilds, now no longer sufficed for the growing 

wants of the new markets. The manufacturing system took its place. The 

guild-masters were pushed on one side by the manufacturing middle class; 

division of labour between the different corporate guilds vanished in the 

face of division of labour in each single workshop. 

Meantime the markets kept ever growing, the demand ever rising. Even 

manufacturer no longer sufficed. Thereupon, steam and machinery 

revolutionised industrial production. The place of manufacture was taken 

by the giant, Modern Industry; the place of the industrial middle class by 

industrial millionaires, the leaders of the whole industrial armies, the 

modern bourgeois. 

Modern industry has established the world market, for which the 

discovery of America paved the way. This market has given an immense 

development to commerce, to navigation, to communication by land. This 

development has, in its turn, reacted on the extension of industry; and in 

proportion as industry, commerce, navigation, railways extended, in the 

same proportion the bourgeoisie developed, increased its capital, and 
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pushed into the background every class handed down from the Middle 

Ages. 

We see, therefore, how the modern bourgeoisie is itself the product of a 

long course of development, of a series of revolutions in the modes of 

production and of exchange. 

Each step in the development of the bourgeoisie was accompanied by a 

corresponding political advance of that class. An oppressed class under the 

sway of the feudal nobility, an armed and self-governing association in the 

medieval commune(4): here independent urban republic (as in Italy and 

Germany); there taxable “third estate” of the monarchy (as in France); 

afterwards, in the period of manufacturing proper, serving either the semi-

feudal or the absolute monarchy as a counterpoise against the nobility, and, 

in fact, cornerstone of the great monarchies in general, the bourgeoisie has 

at last, since the establishment of Modern Industry and of the world 

market, conquered for itself, in the modern representative State, exclusive 

political sway. The executive of the modern state is but a committee for 

managing the common affairs of the whole bourgeoisie. 

The bourgeoisie, historically, has played a most revolutionary part. 

The bourgeoisie, wherever it has got the upper hand, has put an end to 

all feudal, patriarchal, idyllic relations. It has pitilessly torn asunder the 

motley feudal ties that bound man to his “natural superiors”, and has left 

remaining no other nexus between man and man than naked self-interest, 

than callous “cash payment”. It has drowned the most heavenly ecstasies of 

religious fervour, of chivalrous enthusiasm, of philistine sentimentalism, in 

the icy water of egotistical calculation. It has resolved personal worth into 

exchange value, and in place of the numberless indefeasible chartered 

freedoms, has set up that single, unconscionable freedom — Free Trade. In 

one word, for exploitation, veiled by religious and political illusions, it has 

substituted naked, shameless, direct, brutal exploitation. 

The bourgeoisie has stripped of its halo every occupation hitherto 

honoured and looked up to with reverent awe. It has converted the 

physician, the lawyer, the priest, the poet, the man of science, into its paid 

wage labourers. 

The bourgeoisie has torn away from the family its sentimental veil, and 

has reduced the family relation to a mere money relation. 

The bourgeoisie has disclosed how it came to pass that the brutal display 

of vigour in the Middle Ages, which reactionaries so much admire, found 

its fitting complement in the most slothful indolence. It has been the first to 

show what man’s activity can bring about. It has accomplished wonders far 

surpassing Egyptian pyramids, Roman aqueducts, and Gothic cathedrals; it 

has conducted expeditions that put in the shade all former Exoduses of 

nations and crusades. 

The bourgeoisie cannot exist without constantly revolutionising the 

instruments of production, and thereby the relations of production, and 

with them the whole relations of society. Conservation of the old modes of 

production in unaltered form, was, on the contrary, the first condition of 

existence for all earlier industrial classes. Constant revolutionising of 

production, uninterrupted disturbance of all social conditions, everlasting 
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uncertainty and agitation distinguish the bourgeois epoch from all earlier 

ones. All fixed, fast-frozen relations, with their train of ancient and 

venerable prejudices and opinions, are swept away, all new-formed ones 

become antiquated before they can ossify. All that is solid melts into air, all 

that is holy is profaned, and man is at last compelled to face with sober 

senses his real conditions of life, and his relations with his kind. 

The need of a constantly expanding market for its products chases the 

bourgeoisie over the entire surface of the globe. It must nestle everywhere, 

settle everywhere, establish connexions everywhere. 

The bourgeoisie has through its exploitation of the world market given a 

cosmopolitan character to production and consumption in every country. 

To the great chagrin of Reactionists, it has drawn from under the feet of 

industry the national ground on which it stood. All old-established national 

industries have been destroyed or are daily being destroyed. They are 

dislodged by new industries, whose introduction becomes a life and death 

question for all civilised nations, by industries that no longer work up 

indigenous raw material, but raw material drawn from the remotest zones; 

industries whose products are consumed, not only at home, but in every 

quarter of the globe. In place of the old wants, satisfied by the production 

of the country, we find new wants, requiring for their satisfaction the 

products of distant lands and climes. In place of the old local and national 

seclusion and self-sufficiency, we have intercourse in every direction, 

universal inter-dependence of nations. And as in material, so also in 

intellectual production. The intellectual creations of individual nations 

become common property. National one-sidedness and narrow-mindedness 

become more and more impossible, and from the numerous national and 

local literatures, there arises a world literature. 

The bourgeoisie, by the rapid improvement of all instruments of 

production, by the immensely facilitated means of communication, draws 

all, even the most barbarian, nations into civilisation. The cheap prices of 

commodities are the heavy artillery with which it batters down all Chinese 

walls, with which it forces the barbarians’ intensely obstinate hatred of 

foreigners to capitulate. It compels all nations, on pain of extinction, to 

adopt the bourgeois mode of production; it compels them to introduce 

what it calls civilisation into their midst, i.e., to become bourgeois 

themselves. In one word, it creates a world after its own image. 

The bourgeoisie has subjected the country to the rule of the towns. It 

has created enormous cities, has greatly increased the urban population as 

compared with the rural, and has thus rescued a considerable part of the 

population from the idiocy of rural life. Just as it has made the country 

dependent on the towns, so it has made barbarian and semi-barbarian 

countries dependent on the civilised ones, nations of peasants on nations of 

bourgeois, the East on the West. 

The bourgeoisie keeps more and more doing away with the scattered 

state of the population, of the means of production, and of property. It has 

agglomerated population, centralised the means of production, and has 

concentrated property in a few hands. The necessary consequence of this 

was political centralisation. Independent, or but loosely connected 

provinces, with separate interests, laws, governments, and systems of 

taxation, became lumped together into one nation, with one government, 
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one code of laws, one national class-interest, one frontier, and one customs-

tariff. 

The bourgeoisie, during its rule of scarce one hundred years, has created 

more massive and more colossal productive forces than have all preceding 

generations together. Subjection of Nature’s forces to man, machinery, 

application of chemistry to industry and agriculture, steam-navigation, 

railways, electric telegraphs, clearing of whole continents for cultivation, 

canalisation of rivers, whole populations conjured out of the ground — 

what earlier century had even a presentiment that such productive forces 

slumbered in the lap of social labour? 

We see then: the means of production and of exchange, on whose 

foundation the bourgeoisie built itself up, were generated in feudal society. 

At a certain stage in the development of these means of production and of 

exchange, the conditions under which feudal society produced and 

exchanged, the feudal organisation of agriculture and manufacturing 

industry, in one word, the feudal relations of property became no longer 

compatible with the already developed productive forces; they became so 

many fetters. They had to be burst asunder; they were burst asunder. 

Into their place stepped free competition, accompanied by a social and 

political constitution adapted in it, and the economic and political sway of 

the bourgeois class. 

A similar movement is going on before our own eyes. Modern bourgeois 

society, with its relations of production, of exchange and of property, a 

society that has conjured up such gigantic means of production and of 

exchange, is like the sorcerer who is no longer able to control the powers of 

the nether world whom he has called up by his spells. For many a decade 

past the history of industry and commerce is but the history of the revolt of 

modern productive forces against modern conditions of production, against 

the property relations that are the conditions for the existence of the 

bourgeois and of its rule. It is enough to mention the commercial crises that 

by their periodical return put the existence of the entire bourgeois society 

on its trial, each time more threateningly. In these crises, a great part not 

only of the existing products, but also of the previously created productive 

forces, are periodically destroyed. In these crises, there breaks out an 

epidemic that, in all earlier epochs, would have seemed an absurdity — the 

epidemic of over-production. Society suddenly finds itself put back into a 

state of momentary barbarism; it appears as if a famine, a universal war of 

devastation, had cut off the supply of every means of subsistence; industry 

and commerce seem to be destroyed; and why? Because there is too much 

civilisation, too much means of subsistence, too much industry, too much 

commerce. The productive forces at the disposal of society no longer tend 

to further the development of the conditions of bourgeois property; on the 

contrary, they have become too powerful for these conditions, by which 

they are fettered, and so soon as they overcome these fetters, they bring 

disorder into the whole of bourgeois society, endanger the existence of 

bourgeois property. The conditions of bourgeois society are too narrow to 

comprise the wealth created by them. And how does the bourgeoisie get 

over these crises? On the one hand by enforced destruction of a mass of 

productive forces; on the other, by the conquest of new markets, and by the 

more thorough exploitation of the old ones. That is to say, by paving the 
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way for more extensive and more destructive crises, and by diminishing the 

means whereby crises are prevented. 

The weapons with which the bourgeoisie felled feudalism to the ground 

are now turned against the bourgeoisie itself. 

But not only has the bourgeoisie forged the weapons that bring death to 

itself; it has also called into existence the men who are to wield those 

weapons — the modern working class — the proletarians. 

In proportion as the bourgeoisie, i.e., capital, is developed, in the same 

proportion is the proletariat, the modern working class, developed — a 

class of labourers, who live only so long as they find work, and who find 

work only so long as their labour increases capital. These labourers, who 

must sell themselves piecemeal, are a commodity, like every other article of 

commerce, and are consequently exposed to all the vicissitudes of 

competition, to all the fluctuations of the market. 

Owing to the extensive use of machinery, and to the division of labour, 

the work of the proletarians has lost all individual character, and, 

consequently, all charm for the workman. He becomes an appendage of the 

machine, and it is only the most simple, most monotonous, and most easily 

acquired knack, that is required of him. Hence, the cost of production of a 

workman is restricted, almost entirely, to the means of subsistence that he 

requires for maintenance, and for the propagation of his race. But the price 

of a commodity, and therefore also of labour, is equal to its cost of 

production. In proportion, therefore, as the repulsiveness of the work 

increases, the wage decreases. Nay more, in proportion as the use of 

machinery and division of labour increases, in the same proportion the 

burden of toil also increases, whether by prolongation of the working 

hours, by the increase of the work exacted in a given time or by increased 

speed of machinery, etc. 

Modern Industry has converted the little workshop of the patriarchal 

master into the great factory of the industrial capitalist. Masses of labourers, 

crowded into the factory, are organised like soldiers. As privates of the 

industrial army they are placed under the command of a perfect hierarchy 

of officers and sergeants. Not only are they slaves of the bourgeois class, 

and of the bourgeois State; they are daily and hourly enslaved by the 

machine, by the overlooker, and, above all, by the individual bourgeois 

manufacturer himself. The more openly this despotism proclaims gain to be 

its end and aim, the more petty, the more hateful and the more embittering 

it is. 

The less the skill and exertion of strength implied in manual labour, in 

other words, the more modern industry becomes developed, the more is 

the labour of men superseded by that of women. Differences of age and sex 

have no longer any distinctive social validity for the working class. All are 

instruments of labour, more or less expensive to use, according to their age 

and sex. 

No sooner is the exploitation of the labourer by the manufacturer, so far, 

at an end, that he receives his wages in cash, than he is set upon by the 

other portions of the bourgeoisie, the landlord, the shopkeeper, the 

pawnbroker, etc. 
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The lower strata of the middle class — the small tradespeople, 

shopkeepers, and retired tradesmen generally, the handicraftsmen and 

peasants — all these sink gradually into the proletariat, partly because their 

diminutive capital does not suffice for the scale on which Modern Industry 

is carried on, and is swamped in the competition with the large capitalists, 

partly because their specialised skill is rendered worthless by new methods 

of production. Thus the proletariat is recruited from all classes of the 

population. 

The proletariat goes through various stages of development. With its 

birth begins its struggle with the bourgeoisie. At first the contest is carried 

on by individual labourers, then by the workpeople of a factory, then by the 

operative of one trade, in one locality, against the individual bourgeois who 

directly exploits them. They direct their attacks not against the bourgeois 

conditions of production, but against the instruments of production 

themselves; they destroy imported wares that compete with their labour, 

they smash to pieces machinery, they set factories ablaze, they seek to 

restore by force the vanished status of the workman of the Middle Ages. 

At this stage, the labourers still form an incoherent mass scattered over 

the whole country, and broken up by their mutual competition. If anywhere 

they unite to form more compact bodies, this is not yet the consequence of 

their own active union, but of the union of the bourgeoisie, which class, in 

order to attain its own political ends, is compelled to set the whole 

proletariat in motion, and is moreover yet, for a time, able to do so. At this 

stage, therefore, the proletarians do not fight their enemies, but the enemies 

of their enemies, the remnants of absolute monarchy, the landowners, the 

non-industrial bourgeois, the petty bourgeois. Thus, the whole historical 

movement is concentrated in the hands of the bourgeoisie; every victory so 

obtained is a victory for the bourgeoisie. 

But with the development of industry, the proletariat not only increases 

in number; it becomes concentrated in greater masses, its strength grows, 

and it feels that strength more. The various interests and conditions of life 

within the ranks of the proletariat are more and more equalised, in 

proportion as machinery obliterates all distinctions of labour, and nearly 

everywhere reduces wages to the same low level. The growing competition 

among the bourgeois, and the resulting commercial crises, make the wages 

of the workers ever more fluctuating. The increasing improvement of 

machinery, ever more rapidly developing, makes their livelihood more and 

more precarious; the collisions between individual workmen and individual 

bourgeois take more and more the character of collisions between two 

classes. Thereupon, the workers begin to form combinations (Trades’ 

Unions) against the bourgeois; they club together in order to keep up the 

rate of wages; they found permanent associations in order to make 

provision beforehand for these occasional revolts. Here and there, the 

contest breaks out into riots. 

Now and then the workers are victorious, but only for a time. The real 

fruit of their battles lies, not in the immediate result, but in the ever 

expanding union of the workers. This union is helped on by the improved 

means of communication that are created by modern industry, and that 

place the workers of different localities in contact with one another. It was 

just this contact that was needed to centralise the numerous local struggles, 
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all of the same character, into one national struggle between classes. But 

every class struggle is a political struggle. And that union, to attain which 

the burghers of the Middle Ages, with their miserable highways, required 

centuries, the modern proletarian, thanks to railways, achieve in a few years. 

This organisation of the proletarians into a class, and, consequently into 

a political party, is continually being upset again by the competition 

between the workers themselves. But it ever rises up again, stronger, firmer, 

mightier. It compels legislative recognition of particular interests of the 

workers, by taking advantage of the divisions among the bourgeoisie itself. 

Thus, the ten-hours’ bill in England was carried. 

Altogether collisions between the classes of the old society further, in 

many ways, the course of development of the proletariat. The bourgeoisie 

finds itself involved in a constant battle. At first with the aristocracy; later 

on, with those portions of the bourgeoisie itself, whose interests have 

become antagonistic to the progress of industry; at all time with the 

bourgeoisie of foreign countries. In all these battles, it sees itself compelled 

to appeal to the proletariat, to ask for help, and thus, to drag it into the 

political arena. The bourgeoisie itself, therefore, supplies the proletariat with 

its own elements of political and general education, in other words, it 

furnishes the proletariat with weapons for fighting the bourgeoisie. 

Further, as we have already seen, entire sections of the ruling class are, 

by the advance of industry, precipitated into the proletariat, or are at least 

threatened in their conditions of existence. These also supply the proletariat 

with fresh elements of enlightenment and progress. 

Finally, in times when the class struggle nears the decisive hour, the 

progress of dissolution going on within the ruling class, in fact within the 

whole range of old society, assumes such a violent, glaring character, that a 

small section of the ruling class cuts itself adrift, and joins the revolutionary 

class, the class that holds the future in its hands. Just as, therefore, at an 

earlier period, a section of the nobility went over to the bourgeoisie, so now 

a portion of the bourgeoisie goes over to the proletariat, and in particular, a 

portion of the bourgeois ideologists, who have raised themselves to the 

level of comprehending theoretically the historical movement as a whole. 

Of all the classes that stand face to face with the bourgeoisie today, the 

proletariat alone is a really revolutionary class. The other classes decay and 

finally disappear in the face of Modern Industry; the proletariat is its special 

and essential product. 

The lower middle class, the small manufacturer, the shopkeeper, the 

artisan, the peasant, all these fight against the bourgeoisie, to save from 

extinction their existence as fractions of the middle class. They are therefore 

not revolutionary, but conservative. Nay more, they are reactionary, for they 

try to roll back the wheel of history. If by chance, they are revolutionary, 

they are only so in view of their impending transfer into the proletariat; they 

thus defend not their present, but their future interests, they desert their 

own standpoint to place themselves at that of the proletariat. 

The “dangerous class”, [lumpenproletariat] the social scum, that passively 

rotting mass thrown off by the lowest layers of the old society, may, here 

and there, be swept into the movement by a proletarian revolution; its 
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conditions of life, however, prepare it far more for the part of a bribed tool 

of reactionary intrigue. 

In the condition of the proletariat, those of old society at large are 

already virtually swamped. The proletarian is without property; his relation 

to his wife and children has no longer anything in common with the 

bourgeois family relations; modern industry labour, modern subjection to 

capital, the same in England as in France, in America as in Germany, has 

stripped him of every trace of national character. Law, morality, religion, are 

to him so many bourgeois prejudices, behind which lurk in ambush just as 

many bourgeois interests. 

All the preceding classes that got the upper hand sought to fortify their 

already acquired status by subjecting society at large to their conditions of 

appropriation. The proletarians cannot become masters of the productive 

forces of society, except by abolishing their own previous mode of 

appropriation, and thereby also every other previous mode of 

appropriation. They have nothing of their own to secure and to fortify; 

their mission is to destroy all previous securities for, and insurances of, 

individual property. 

All previous historical movements were movements of minorities, or in 

the interest of minorities. The proletarian movement is the self-conscious, 

independent movement of the immense majority, in the interest of the 

immense majority. The proletariat, the lowest stratum of our present 

society, cannot stir, cannot raise itself up, without the whole 

superincumbent strata of official society being sprung into the air. 

Though not in substance, yet in form, the struggle of the proletariat with 

the bourgeoisie is at first a national struggle. The proletariat of each country 

must, of course, first of all settle matters with its own bourgeoisie. 

In depicting the most general phases of the development of the 

proletariat, we traced the more or less veiled civil war, raging within existing 

society, up to the point where that war breaks out into open revolution, and 

where the violent overthrow of the bourgeoisie lays the foundation for the 

sway of the proletariat. 

Hitherto, every form of society has been based, as we have already seen, 

on the antagonism of oppressing and oppressed classes. But in order to 

oppress a class, certain conditions must be assured to it under which it can, 

at least, continue its slavish existence. The serf, in the period of serfdom, 

raised himself to membership in the commune, just as the petty bourgeois, 

under the yoke of the feudal absolutism, managed to develop into a 

bourgeois. The modern labourer, on the contrary, instead of rising with the 

process of industry, sinks deeper and deeper below the conditions of 

existence of his own class. He becomes a pauper, and pauperism develops 

more rapidly than population and wealth. And here it becomes evident, that 

the bourgeoisie is unfit any longer to be the ruling class in society, and to 

impose its conditions of existence upon society as an over-riding law. It is 

unfit to rule because it is incompetent to assure an existence to its slave 

within his slavery, because it cannot help letting him sink into such a state, 

that it has to feed him, instead of being fed by him. Society can no longer 

live under this bourgeoisie, in other words, its existence is no longer 

compatible with society. 
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The essential conditions for the existence and for the sway of the 

bourgeois class is the formation and augmentation of capital; the condition 

for capital is wage-labour. Wage-labour rests exclusively on competition 

between the labourers. The advance of industry, whose involuntary 

promoter is the bourgeoisie, replaces the isolation of the labourers, due to 

competition, by the revolutionary combination, due to association. The 

development of Modern Industry, therefore, cuts from under its feet the 

very foundation on which the bourgeoisie produces and appropriates 

products. What the bourgeoisie therefore produces, above all, are its own 

grave-diggers. Its fall and the victory of the proletariat are equally inevitable. 
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White Privilege: Unpacking the Invisible Knapsack
Peggy McIntosh

"I was taught to see racism only in individual acts of meanness, not in invisible systems conferring
dominance on my group"

Through work to bring materials from women's studies into the rest of the curriculum, I have often
noticed men's unwillingness to grant that they are overprivileged, even though they may grant that
women are disadvantaged. They may say they will work to women's statues, in the society, the
university, or the curriculum, but they can't or won't support the idea of lessening men's. Denials that
amount to taboos surround the subject of advantages that men gain from women's disadvantages. These
denials protect male privilege from being fully acknowledged, lessened, or ended.

Thinking through unacknowledged male privilege as a phenomenon, I realized that, since hierarchies in
our society are interlocking, there are most likely a phenomenon, I realized that, since hierarchies in our
society are interlocking, there was most likely a phenomenon of while privilege that was similarly
denied and protected. As a white person, I realized I had been taught about racism as something that puts
others at a disadvantage, but had been taught not to see one of its corollary aspects, white privilege,
which puts me at an advantage.

I think whites are carefully taught not to recognize white privilege, as males are taught not to recognize
male privilege. So I have begun in an untutored way to ask what it is like to have white privilege. I have
come to see white privilege as an invisible package of unearned assets that I can count on cashing in
each day, but about which I was "meant" to remain oblivious. White privilege is like an invisible
weightless knapsack of special provisions, maps, passports, codebooks, visas, clothes, tools , and blank
checks.

Describing white privilege makes one newly accountable. As we in women's studies work to reveal male
privilege and ask men to give up some of their power, so one who writes about having white privilege
must ask, "having described it, what will I do to lessen or end it?"

After I realized the extent to which men work from a base of unacknowledged privilege, I understood
that much of their oppressiveness was unconscious. Then I remembered the frequent charges from
women of color that white women whom they encounter are oppressive. I began to understand why we
are just seen as oppressive, even when we don't see ourselves that way. I began to count the ways in
which I enjoy unearned skin privilege and have been conditioned into oblivion about its existence.

My schooling gave me no training in seeing myself as an oppressor, as an unfairly advantaged person, or
as a participant in a damaged culture. I was taught to see myself as an individual whose moral state
depended on her individual moral will. My schooling followed the pattern my colleague Elizabeth
Minnich has pointed out: whites are taught to think of their lives as morally neutral, normative, and
average, and also ideal, so that when we work to benefit others, this is seen as work that will allow
"them" to be more like "us."
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Daily effects of white privilege

I decided to try to work on myself at least by identifying some of the daily effects of white privilege in
my life. I have chosen those conditions that I think in my case attach somewhat more to skin-color
privilege than to class, religion, ethnic status, or geographic location, though of course all these other
factors are intricately intertwined. As far as I can tell, my African American coworkers, friends, and
acquaintances with whom I come into daily or frequent contact in this particular time, place and time of
work cannot count on most of these conditions.

1. I can if I wish arrange to be in the company of people of my race most of the time.

2. I can avoid spending time with people whom I was trained to mistrust and who have learned to
mistrust my kind or me.

3. If I should need to move, I can be pretty sure of renting or purchasing housing in an area which I can
afford and in which I would want to live.

4. I can be pretty sure that my neighbors in such a location will be neutral or pleasant to me.

5. I can go shopping alone most of the time, pretty well assured that I will not be followed or harassed.

6. I can turn on the television or open to the front page of the paper and see people of my race widely
represented.

7. When I am told about our national heritage or about "civilization," I am shown that people of my
color made it what it is.

8. I can be sure that my children will be given curricular materials that testify to the existence of their
race.

9. If I want to, I can be pretty sure of finding a publisher for this piece on white privilege.

10. I can be pretty sure of having my voice heard in a group in which I am the only member of my race.

11. I can be casual about whether or not to listen to another person's voice in a group in which s/he is the
only member of his/her race.

12. I can go into a music shop and count on finding the music of my race represented, into a supermarket
and find the staple foods which fit with my cultural traditions, into a hairdresser's shop and find
someone who can cut my hair.

13. Whether I use checks, credit cards or cash, I can count on my skin color not to work against the
appearance of financial reliability.
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14. I can arrange to protect my children most of the time from people who might not like them.

15. I do not have to educate my children to be aware of systemic racism for their own daily physical
protection.

16. I can be pretty sure that my children's teachers and employers will tolerate them if they fit school and
workplace norms; my chief worries about them do not concern others' attitudes toward their race.

17. I can talk with my mouth full and not have people put this down to my color.

18. I can swear, or dress in second hand clothes, or not answer letters, without having people attribute
these choices to the bad morals, the poverty or the illiteracy of my race.

19. I can speak in public to a powerful male group without putting my race on trial.

20. I can do well in a challenging situation without being called a credit to my race.

21. I am never asked to speak for all the people of my racial group.

22. I can remain oblivious of the language and customs of persons of color who constitute the world's
majority without feeling in my culture any penalty for such oblivion.

23. I can criticize our government and talk about how much I fear its policies and behavior without
being seen as a cultural outsider.

24. I can be pretty sure that if I ask to talk to the "person in charge", I will be facing a person of my race.

25. If a traffic cop pulls me over or if the IRS audits my tax return, I can be sure I haven't been singled
out because of my race.

26. I can easily buy posters, post-cards, picture books, greeting cards, dolls, toys and children's
magazines featuring people of my race.

27. I can go home from most meetings of organizations I belong to feeling somewhat tied in, rather than
isolated, out-of-place, outnumbered, unheard, held at a distance or feared.

28. I can be pretty sure that an argument with a colleague of another race is more likely to jeopardize
her/his chances for advancement than to jeopardize mine.

29. I can be pretty sure that if I argue for the promotion of a person of another race, or a program
centering on race, this is not likely to cost me heavily within my present setting, even if my colleagues
disagree with me.

30. If I declare there is a racial issue at hand, or there isn't a racial issue at hand, my race will lend me
more credibility for either position than a person of color will have.
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31. I can choose to ignore developments in minority writing and minority activist programs, or disparage
them, or learn from them, but in any case, I can find ways to be more or less protected from negative
consequences of any of these choices.

32. My culture gives me little fear about ignoring the perspectives and powers of people of other races.

33. I am not made acutely aware that my shape, bearing or body odor will be taken as a reflection on my
race.

34. I can worry about racism without being seen as self-interested or self-seeking.

35. I can take a job with an affirmative action employer without having my co-workers on the job
suspect that I got it because of my race.

36. If my day, week or year is going badly, I need not ask of each negative episode or situation whether
it had racial overtones.

37. I can be pretty sure of finding people who would be willing to talk with me and advise me about my
next steps, professionally.

38. I can think over many options, social, political, imaginative or professional, without asking whether
a person of my race would be accepted or allowed to do what I want to do.

39. I can be late to a meeting without having the lateness reflect on my race.

40. I can choose public accommodation without fearing that people of my race cannot get in or will be
mistreated in the places I have chosen.

41. I can be sure that if I need legal or medical help, my race will not work against me.

42. I can arrange my activities so that I will never have to experience feelings of rejection owing to my
race.

43. If I have low credibility as a leader I can be sure that my race is not the problem.

44. I can easily find academic courses and institutions which give attention only to people of my race.

45. I can expect figurative language and imagery in all of the arts to testify to experiences of my race.

46. I can chose blemish cover or bandages in "flesh" color and have them more or less match my skin.

47. I can travel alone or with my spouse without expecting embarrassment or hostility in those who deal
with us.
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48. I have no difficulty finding neighborhoods where people approve of our household.

49. My children are given texts and classes which implicitly support our kind of family unit and do not
turn them against my choice of domestic partnership.

50. I will feel welcomed and "normal" in the usual walks of public life, institutional and social.

Elusive and fugitive

I repeatedly forgot each of the realizations on this list until I wrote it down. For me white privilege has
turned out to be an elusive and fugitive subject. The pressure to avoid it is great, for in facing it I must
give up the myth of meritocracy. If these things are true, this is not such a free country; one's life is not
what one makes it; many doors open for certain people through no virtues of their own.

In unpacking this invisible knapsack of white privilege, I have listed conditions of daily experience that
I once took for granted. Nor did I think of any of these perquisites as bad for the holder. I now think that
we need a more finely differentiated taxonomy of privilege, for some of these varieties are only what
one would want for everyone in a just society, and others give license to be ignorant, oblivious, arrogant,
and destructive.

I see a pattern running through the matrix of white privilege, a patter of assumptions that were passed on
to me as a white person. There was one main piece of cultural turf; it was my own turn, and I was among
those who could control the turf. My skin color was an asset for any move I was educated to want to
make. I could think of myself as belonging in major ways and of making social systems work for me. I
could freely disparage, fear, neglect, or be oblivious to anything outside of the dominant cultural forms.
Being of the main culture, I could also criticize it fairly freely.

In proportion as my racial group was being made confident, comfortable, and oblivious, other groups
were likely being made unconfident, uncomfortable, and alienated. Whiteness protected me from many
kinds of hostility, distress, and violence, which I was being subtly trained to visit, in turn, upon people
of color.

For this reason, the word "privilege" now seems to me misleading. We usually think of privilege as
being a favored state, whether earned or conferred by birth or luck. Yet some of the conditions I have
described here work systematically to over empower certain groups. Such privilege simply confers
dominance because of one's race or sex.

Earned strength, unearned power

I want, then, to distinguish between earned strength and unearned power conferred privilege can look
like strength when it is in fact permission to escape or to dominate. But not all of the privileges on my
list are inevitably damaging. Some, like the expectation that neighbors will be decent to you, or that your
race will not count against you in court, should be the norm in a just society. Others, like the privilege to
ignore less powerful people, distort the humanity of the holders as well as the ignored groups.
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We might at least start by distinguishing between positive advantages, which we can work to spread, and
negative types of advantage, which unless rejected will always reinforce our present hierarchies. For
example, the feeling that one belongs within the human circle, as Native Americans say, should not be
seen as privilege for a few. Ideally it is an unearned entitlement. At present, since only a few have it, it is
an unearned advantage for them. This paper results from a process of coming to see that some of the
power that I originally say as attendant on being a human being in the United States consisted in
unearned advantage and conferred dominance.

I have met very few men who truly distressed about systemic, unearned male advantage and conferred
dominance. And so one question for me and others like me is whether we will be like them, or whether
we will get truly distressed, even outraged, about unearned race advantage and conferred dominance,
and, if so, what we will do to lessen them. In any case, we need to do more work in identifying how they
actually affect our daily lives. Many, perhaps most, of our white students in the United States think that
racism doesn't affect them because they are not people of color; they do not see "whiteness" as a racial
identity. In addition, since race and sex are not the only advantaging systems at work, we need similarly
to examine the daily experience of having age advantage, or ethnic advantage, or physical ability, or
advantage related to nationality, religion, or sexual orientation.

Difficulties and angers surrounding the task of finding parallels are many. Since racism, sexism, and
heterosexism are not the same, the advantages associated with them should not be seen as the same. In
addition, it is hard to disentangle aspects of unearned advantage that rest more on social class, economic
class, race, religion, sex, and ethnic identity that on other factors. Still, all of the oppressions are
interlocking, as the members of the Combahee River Collective pointed out in their "Black Feminist
Statement" of 1977.

One factor seems clear about all of the interlocking oppressions. They take both active forms, which we
can see, and embedded forms, which as a member of the dominant groups one is taught not to see. In my
class and place, I did not see myself as a racist because I was taught to recognize racism only in
individual acts of meanness by members of my group, never in invisible systems conferring unsought
racial dominance on my group from birth.

Disapproving of the system won't be enough to change them. I was taught to think that racism could end
if white individuals changed their attitude. But a "white" skin in the United States opens many doors for
whites whether or not we approve of the way dominance has been conferred on us. Individual acts can
palliate but cannot end, these problems.

To redesign social systems we need first to acknowledge their colossal unseen dimensions. The silences
and denials surrounding privilege are the key political surrounding privilege are the key political tool
here. They keep the thinking about equality or equity incomplete, protecting unearned advantage and
conferred dominance by making these subject taboo. Most talk by whites about equal opportunity seems
to me now to be about equal opportunity to try to get into a position of dominance while denying that
systems of dominance exist.

It seems to me that obliviousness about white advantage, like obliviousness about male advantage, is
kept strongly inculturated in the United States so as to maintain the myth of meritocracy, the myth that
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democratic choice is equally available to all. Keeping most people unaware that freedom of confident
action is there for just a small number of people props up those in power and serves to keep power in the
hands of the same groups that have most of it already.

Although systemic change takes many decades, there are pressing questions for me and, I imagine, for
some others like me if we raise our daily consciousness on the perquisites of being light-skinned. What
will we do with such knowledge? As we know from watching men, it is an open question whether we
will choose to use unearned advantage, and whether we will use any of our arbitrarily awarded power to
try to reconstruct power systems on a broader base.

Peggy McIntosh is associate director of the Wellesley Collage Center for Research on Women. This
essay is excerpted from Working Paper 189. "White Privilege and Male Privilege: A Personal Account
of Coming To See Correspondences through Work in Women's Studies" (1988), by Peggy McIntosh;
available for $4.00 from the Wellesley College Center for Research on Women, Wellesley MA 02181
The working paper contains a longer list of privileges.  This excerpted essay is reprinted from the
Winter 1990 issue of Independent School.
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A Pair of Silk Stockings 

by 

Kate Chopin (1851-1904) 

 
 

Bibliographic Notes:  First published in the early 1890s, and collected in Bayou Folk in 1894. 
 

 
 
 
 

Little Mrs Sommers one day found herself the unexpected possessor of fifteen dollars.  It seemed to 
her a very large amount of money, and the way in which it stuffed and bulged her worn old porte-
monnaie gave her a feeling of importance such as she had not enjoyed for years. 

The question of investment was one that occupied her greatly.  For a day or two she walked about 
apparently in a dreamy state, but really absorbed in speculation and calculation.  She did not wish to 
act hastily, to do anything she might afterward regret.  But it was during the still hours of the night 
when she lay awake revolving plans in her mind that she seemed to see her way clearly toward a 
proper and judicious use of the money. 

A dollar or two should be added to the price usually paid for Janie's shoes, which would insure their 
lasting an appreciable time longer than they usually did.  She would buy so and so many yards of 
percale for new shirt waists for the boys and Janie and Mag.  She had intended to make the old ones 
do by skilful patching.  Mag should have another gown.  She had seen some beautiful patterns, 
veritable bargains in the shop windows.  And still there would be left enough for new stockings – 
two pairs apiece – and what darning that would save for a while!  She would get caps for the boys 
and sailor-hats for the girls.  The vision of her little brood looking fresh and dainty and new for once 
in their lives excited her and made her restless and wakeful with anticipation. 

The neighbors sometimes talked of certain ‘better days’ that little Mrs Sommers had known before 
she had ever thought of being Mrs Sommers.  She herself indulged in no such morbid 
retrospection.  She had no time – no second of time to devote to the past.  The needs of the present 
absorbed her every faculty.  A vision of the future like some dim, gaunt monster sometimes appalled 
her, but luckily to-morrow never comes. 

Mrs Sommers was one who knew the value of bargains; who could stand for hours making her way 
inch by inch toward the desired object that was selling below cost.  She could elbow her way if need 
be; she had learned to clutch a piece of goods and hold it and stick to it with persistence and 
determination till her turn came to be served, no matter when it came. 

But that day she was a little faint and tired.  She had swallowed a light luncheon – no! when she came 
to think of it, between getting the children fed and the place righted, and preparing herself for the 
shopping bout, she had actually forgotten to eat any luncheon at all! 
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She sat herself upon a revolving stool before a counter that was comparatively deserted, trying to 
gather strength and courage to charge through an eager multitude that was besieging breastworks of 
shirting and figured lawn.  An all-gone limp feeling had come over her and she rested her hand 
aimlessly upon the counter.  She wore no gloves.  By degrees she grew aware that her hand had 
encountered something very soothing, very pleasant to touch.  She looked down to see that her hand 
lay upon a pile of silk stockings.  A placard near by announced that they had been reduced in price 
from two dollars and fifty cents to one dollar and ninety-eight cents; and a young girl who stood 
behind the counter asked her if she wished to examine their line of silk hosiery.  She smiled, just as if 
she had been asked to inspect a tiara of diamonds with the ultimate view of purchasing it.  But she 
went on feeling the soft, sheeny luxurious things – with both hands now, holding them up to see 
them glisten, and to feel them glide serpent-like through her fingers. 

Two hectic blotches came suddenly into her pale cheeks.  She looked up at the girl. 

“Do you think there are any eights-and-a-half among these?” 

There were any number of eights-and-a-half.  In fact, there were more of that size than any 
other.  Here was a light-blue pair; there were some lavender, some all black and various shades of tan 
and gray.  Mrs Sommers selected a black pair and looked at them very long and closely.  She 
pretended to be examining their texture, which the clerk assured her was excellent. 

“A dollar and ninety-eight cents,” she mused aloud.  “Well, I'll take this pair.”  She handed the girl a 
five-dollar bill and waited for her change and for her parcel.  What a very small parcel it was!  It 
seemed lost in the depths of her shabby old shopping-bag. 

Mrs Sommers after that did not move in the direction of the bargain counter.  She took the elevator, 
which carried her to an upper floor into the region of the ladies' waiting-rooms.  Here, in a retired 
corner, she exchanged her cotton stockings for the new silk ones which she had just bought.  She 
was not going through any acute mental process or reasoning with herself, nor was she striving to 
explain to her satisfaction the motive of her action.  She was not thinking at all.  She seemed for the 
time to be taking a rest from that laborious and fatiguing function and to have abandoned herself to 
some mechanical impulse that directed her actions and freed her of responsibility. 

How good was the touch of the raw silk to her flesh!  She felt like lying back in the cushioned chair 
and reveling for a while in the luxury of it.  She did for a little while.  Then she replaced her shoes, 
rolled the cotton stockings together and thrust them into her bag.  After doing this she crossed 
straight over to the shoe department and took her seat to be fitted. 

She was fastidious.  The clerk could not make her out; he could not reconcile her shoes with her 
stockings, and she was not too easily pleased.  She held back her skirts and turned her feet one way 
and her head another way as she glanced down at the polished, pointed-tipped boots.  Her foot and 
ankle looked very pretty.  She could not realize that they belonged to her and were a part of 
herself.  She wanted an excellent and stylish fit, she told the young fellow who served her, and she 
did not mind the difference of a dollar or two more in the price so long as she got what she desired. 

It was a long time since Mrs Sommers had been fitted with gloves.  On rare occasions when she had 
bought a pair they were always ‘bargains’, so cheap that it would have been preposterous and 
unreasonable to have expected them to be fitted to the hand. 

Now she rested her elbow on the cushion of the glove counter, and a pretty, pleasant young creature, 
delicate and deft of touch, drew a long-wristed ‘kid’ over Mrs Sommers's hand.  She smoothed it 
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down over the wrist and buttoned it neatly, and both lost themselves for a second or two in admiring 
contemplation of the little symmetrical gloved hand.  But there were other places where money 
might be spent. 

There were books and magazines piled up in the window of a stall a few paces down the street.  Mrs 
Sommers bought two high-priced magazines such as she had been accustomed to read in the days 
when she had been accustomed to other pleasant things.  She carried them without wrapping.  As 
well as she could she lifted her skirts at the crossings.  Her stockings and boots and well fitting gloves 
had worked marvels in her bearing – had given her a feeling of assurance, a sense of belonging to the 
well-dressed multitude. 

She was very hungry.  Another time she would have stilled the cravings for food until reaching her 
own home, where she would have brewed herself a cup of tea and taken a snack of anything that was 
available.  But the impulse that was guiding her would not suffer her to entertain any such thought. 

There was a restaurant at the corner.  She had never entered its doors; from the outside she had 
sometimes caught glimpses of spotless damask and shining crystal, and soft-stepping waiters serving 
people of fashion. 

When she entered her appearance created no surprise, no consternation, as she had half feared it 
might.  She seated herself at a small table alone, and an attentive waiter at once approached to take 
her order.  She did not want a profusion; she craved a nice and tasty bite – a half dozen blue-points, a 
plump chop with cress, a something sweet – a crème-frappée, for instance; a glass of Rhine wine, and 
after all a small cup of black coffee. 

While waiting to be served she removed her gloves very leisurely and laid them beside her.  Then she 
picked up a magazine and glanced through it, cutting the pages with a blunt edge of her knife.  It was 
all very agreeable.  The damask was even more spotless than it had seemed through the window, and 
the crystal more sparkling.  There were quiet ladies and gentlemen, who did not notice her, lunching 
at the small tables like her own.  A soft, pleasing strain of music could be heard, and a gentle breeze, 
was blowing through the window.  She tasted a bite, and she read a word or two, and she sipped the 
amber wine and wiggled her toes in the silk stockings.  The price of it made no difference.  She 
counted the money out to the waiter and left an extra coin on his tray, whereupon he bowed before 
her as before a princess of royal blood. 

There was still money in her purse, and her next temptation presented itself in the shape of a matinée 
poster. 

It was a little later when she entered the theatre, the play had begun and the house seemed to her to 
be packed.  But there were vacant seats here and there, and into one of them she was ushered, 
between brilliantly dressed women who had gone there to kill time and eat candy and display their 
gaudy attire.  There were many others who were there solely for the play and acting.  It is safe to say 
there was no one present who bore quite the attitude which Mrs Sommers did to her 
surroundings.  She gathered in the whole – stage and players and people in one wide impression, and 
absorbed it and enjoyed it.  She laughed at the comedy and wept – she and the gaudy woman next to 
her wept over the tragedy.  And they talked a little together over it.  And the gaudy woman wiped her 
eyes and sniffled on a tiny square of filmy, perfumed lace and passed little Mrs Sommers her box of 
candy. 

The play was over, the music ceased, the crowd filed out.  It was like a dream ended.  People 
scattered in all directions.  Mrs Sommers went to the corner and waited for the cable car. 
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A man with keen eyes, who sat opposite to her, seemed to like the study of her small, pale face.  It 
puzzled him to decipher what he saw there.  In truth, he saw nothing – unless he were wizard 
enough to detect a poignant wish, a powerful longing that the cable car would never stop anywhere, 
but go on and on with her forever. 
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Which Side Are You On? 
by Florence Patton Reece 

 
Come all of you good workers 
Good news to you I'll tell 
Of how that good old union 
Has come in here to dwell 
Chorus 
 
Which side are you on? 
Which side are you on? 
Which side are you on? 
Which side are you on? 
 
My daddy was a miner 
And I'm a miner's son 
And I'll stick with the union 
Till every battle's won 
 
They say in Harlan County 
There are no neutrals there 
You'll either be a union man 
Or a thug for J.H. Blair 
 
Oh, workers can you stand it? 
Oh, tell me how you can 
Will you be a lousy scab 
Or will you be a man? 
 
Don't scab for the bosses 
Don't listen to their lies 
Us poor folks haven't got a chance 
Unless we organize 
 

Notes on the song by Pete Seeger, taken from the liner notes on his record "Cant You See This System's Rotten 
Through And Through”: 

"Maybe the most famous song it was ever my privilege to know was the one written by Mrs Florence Reece. Her 
husband Sam was an organiser in that "bloody" strike in Harlan County, Kentucky in 1932. 
They got word that the company gun-thugs were out to kill him, and he got out of his house, I think out the back 
door, just before they arrived. And Mrs Reece said they stuck their guns into the closets, into the beds, even into the 
piles of dirty linen. One of her two little girls started crying and one of the men said "What are you crying for? We're 
not after you we're after your old man" 

After they had gone she felt so outraged she tore a calendar off the wall and on the back of it wrote the words and put 
them to the tune of an old hard-shelled Baptist hymn tune, although come to think of it the hymn tune used an old 
English ballad melody ... And her two little girls used to go singing it in the union halls." 

  



Death to My Hometown 
 By Bruce Springsteen 
 
Well, no cannonballs did fly, no rifles cut us down 
No bombs fell from the sky, no blood soaked the ground 
No powder flash blinded the eye, no deathly thunder sounded 
But just as sure as the hand of God, they brought death to my hometown 
They brought death to my hometown, boys 
 
No shells ripped the evening sky, no cities burning down 
No army stormed the shores for which we'd die, no dictators were crowned 
I awoke from a quiet night, I never heard a sound 
The marauders raided in the dark and brought death to my hometown, boys 
Death to my hometown 
 
They destroyed our families, factories, and they took our homes 
They left our bodies on the plains, the vultures picked our bones 
 
So listen up, my sonny boy, be ready for when they come 
For they'll be returning sure as the rising sun 
Now get yourself a song to sing and sing it 'til you're done 
Yeah, sing it hard and sing it well 
Send the robber barons straight to hell 
The greedy thieves who came around 
And ate the flesh of everything they found 
Whose crimes have gone unpunished now 
Who walk the streets as free men now 
 
Ah, they brought death to our hometown, boys 
Death to our hometown, boys 
Death to our hometown, boys 
Death to our hometown, whoa! 
 
 
Notes: The studio version of “Death to My Hometown” contains excerpts from Alan Lomax's 
recording of “The Last Words of Copernicus”.” According to producer Ron Aniello, it was 
Springsteen who had the idea to use the Alan Lomax recordings on the album. 
 
 
  



White Riot 
 By The Clash 
 

White riot – I wanna riot 
White riot – a riot of my own 
White riot – I wanna riot 
White riot – a riot of my own 
 
Black people gotta lot a problems 
But they don’t mind throwing a brick 
White people go to school 
Where they teach you how to be thick 
 
An’ everybody’s doing 
Just what they’re told to 
An’ nobody wants 
To go to jail! 
 
White riot – I wanna riot 
White riot – a riot of my own 
White riot – I wanna riot 
White riot – a riot of my own 
 
All the power’s in the hands 
Of people rich enough to buy it 
While we walk the street 
Too chicken to even try it 
 
Everybody’s doing 
Just what they’re told to 
Nobody wants 
To go to jail! 
 
White riot – I wanna riot 
White riot – a riot of my own 
White riot – I wanna riot 
White riot – a riot of my own 
 
Are you taking over or are you taking orders? 
Are you going backwards 
Or are you going forwards? 
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A Poem for the Cruel Majority
BY JEROME ROTHENBERG

The cruel majority emerges!

Hail to the cruel majority!

They will punish the poor for being poor.
They will punish the dead for having died.

Nothing can make the dark turn into light
for the cruel majority.
Nothing can make them feel hunger or terror.

If the cruel majority would only cup their ears
the sea would wash over them.
The sea would help them forget their wayward children.
It would weave a lullaby for young & old.

(See the cruel majority with hands cupped to their ears,
one foot is in the water, one foot is on the clouds.)

One man of them is large enough to hold a cloud
between his thumb & middle finger,
to squeeze a drop of sweat from it before he sleeps.

He is a little god but not a poet.
(See how his body heaves.)

The cruel majority love crowds & picnics.
The cruel majority fill up their parks with little flags.
The cruel majority celebrate their birthday.

Hail to the cruel majority again!

The cruel majority weep for their unborn children,
they weep for the children that they will never bear.
The cruel majority are overwhelmed by sorrow.

(Then why are the cruel majority always laughing?
Is it because night has covered up the city's walls?
Because the poor lie hidden in the darkness?
The maimed no longer come to show their wounds?)

Today the cruel majority vote to enlarge the darkness.
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They vote for shadows to take the place of ponds
Whatever they vote for they can bring to pass.
The mountains skip like lambs for the cruel majority.

Hail to the cruel majority!
Hail! hail! to the cruel majority!

The mountains skip like lambs, the hills like rams.
The cruel majority tear up the earth for the cruel majority.
Then the cruel majority line up to be buried.

Those who love death will love the cruel majority.

Those who know themselves will know the fear
the cruel majority feel when they look in the mirror.

The cruel majority order the poor to stay poor.
They order the sun to shine only on weekdays.

The god of the cruel majority is hanging from a tree.
Their god's voice is the tree screaming as it bends.
The tree's voice is as quick as lightning as it streaks across the sky.

(If the cruel majority go to sleep inside their shadows,
they will wake to find their beds filled up with glass.)

Hail to the god of the cruel majority!
Hail to the eyes in the head of their screaming god!

Hail to his face in the mirror!

Hail to their faces as they float around him!

Hail to their blood & to his!

Hail to the blood of the poor they need to feed them!
Hail to their world & their god!

Hail & farewell!
Hail & farewell!
Hail & farewell!

"A Poem for the Cruel Majority" By Jerome Rothenberg, from A Paradise of Poets, copyright © 1991, 1993, 1995, 1998, 1999 by Jerome Rothenberg. Used by
permission of New Directions Publishing Corp.

Source: A Paradise of Poets (New Directions Publishing Corporation, 1999)
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HARRISON BERGERON
by Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.

THE YEAR WAS 2081, and everybody was finally equal. They weren't only
equal before God and the law. They were equal every which way. Nobody was
smarter than anybody else. Nobody was better looking than anybody else.
Nobody was stronger or quicker than anybody else. All this equality was due to
the 211th, 212th, and 213th Amendments to the Constitution, and to the unceasing
vigilance of agents of the United States Handicapper General.

Some things about living still weren't quite right, though. April for instance, still
drove people crazy by not being springtime. And it was in that clammy month that
the H-G men took George and Hazel Bergeron's fourteen-year-old son, Harrison,
away.

It was tragic, all right, but George and Hazel couldn't think about it very hard.
Hazel had a perfectly average intelligence, which meant she couldn't think about
anything except in short bursts. And George, while his intelligence was way
above normal, had a little mental handicap radio in his ear. He was required by
law to wear it at all times. It was tuned to a government transmitter. Every twenty
seconds or so, the transmitter would send out some sharp noise to keep people like
George from taking unfair advantage of their brains.

George and Hazel were watching television. There were tears on Hazel's cheeks,
but she'd forgotten for the moment what they were about.

On the television screen were ballerinas.

A buzzer sounded in George's head. His thoughts fled in panic, like bandits from a
burglar alarm.

"That was a real pretty dance, that dance they just did," said Hazel.

"Huh" said George.

"That dance-it was nice," said Hazel.

"Yup," said George. He tried to think a little about the ballerinas. They weren't
really very good-no better than anybody else would have been, anyway. They
were burdened with sashweights and bags of birdshot, and their faces were
masked, so that no one, seeing a free and graceful gesture or a pretty face, would
feel like something the cat drug in. George was toying with the vague notion that
maybe dancers shouldn't be handicapped. But he didn't get very far with it before
another noise in his ear radio scattered his thoughts.
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George winced. So did two out of the eight ballerinas.

Hazel saw him wince. Having no mental handicap herself, she had to ask George
what the latest sound had been.

"Sounded like somebody hitting a milk bottle with a ball peen hammer," said
George.

"I'd think it would be real interesting, hearing all the different sounds," said Hazel
a little envious. "All the things they think up."

"Um," said George.

"Only, if I was Handicapper General, you know what I would do?" said Hazel.
Hazel, as a matter of fact, bore a strong resemblance to the Handicapper General,
a woman named Diana Moon Glampers. "If I was Diana Moon Glampers," said
Hazel, "I'd have chimes on Sunday-just chimes. Kind of in honor of religion."

"I could think, if it was just chimes," said George.

"Well-maybe make 'em real loud," said Hazel. "I think I'd make a good
Handicapper General."

"Good as anybody else," said George.

"Who knows better than I do what normal is?" said Hazel.

"Right," said George. He began to think glimmeringly about his abnormal son
who was now in jail, about Harrison, but a twenty-one-gun salute in his head
stopped that.

"Boy!" said Hazel, "that was a doozy, wasn't it?"

It was such a doozy that George was white and trembling, and tears stood on the
rims of his red eyes. Two of of the eight ballerinas had collapsed to the studio
floor, were holding their temples.

"All of a sudden you look so tired," said Hazel. "Why don't you stretch out on the
sofa, so's you can rest your handicap bag on the pillows, honeybunch." She was
referring to the forty-seven pounds of birdshot in a canvas bag, which was
padlocked around George's neck. "Go on and rest the bag for a little while," she
said. "I don't care if you're not equal to me for a while."

George weighed the bag with his hands. "I don't mind it," he said. "I don't notice
it any more. It's just a part of me."

"You been so tired lately-kind of wore out," said Hazel. "If there was just some
way we could make a little hole in the bottom of the bag, and just take out a few
of them lead balls. Just a few."

"Two years in prison and two thousand dollars fine for every ball I took out," said
George. "I don't call that a bargain."
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"If you could just take a few out when you came home from work," said Hazel. "I
mean-you don't compete with anybody around here. You just sit around."

"If I tried to get away with it," said George, "then other people'd get away with it-
and pretty soon we'd be right back to the dark ages again, with everybody
competing against everybody else. You wouldn't like that, would you?"

"I'd hate it," said Hazel.

"There you are," said George. The minute people start cheating on laws, what do
you think happens to society?"

If Hazel hadn't been able to come up with an answer to this question, George
couldn't have supplied one. A siren was going off in his head.

"Reckon it'd fall all apart," said Hazel.

"What would?" said George blankly.

"Society," said Hazel uncertainly. "Wasn't that what you just said?

"Who knows?" said George.

The television program was suddenly interrupted for a news bulletin. It wasn't
clear at first as to what the bulletin was about, since the announcer, like all
announcers, had a serious speech impediment. For about half a minute, and in a
state of high excitement, the announcer tried to say, "Ladies and Gentlemen."

He finally gave up, handed the bulletin to a ballerina to read.

"That's all right-" Hazel said of the announcer, "he tried. That's the big thing. He
tried to do the best he could with what God gave him. He should get a nice raise
for trying so hard."

"Ladies and Gentlemen," said the ballerina, reading the bulletin. She must have
been extraordinarily beautiful, because the mask she wore was hideous. And it
was easy to see that she was the strongest and most graceful of all the dancers, for
her handicap bags were as big as those worn by two-hundred pound men.

And she had to apologize at once for her voice, which was a very unfair voice for
a woman to use. Her voice was a warm, luminous, timeless melody. "Excuse me-"
she said, and she began again, making her voice absolutely uncompetitive.

"Harrison Bergeron, age fourteen," she said in a grackle squawk, "has just
escaped from jail, where he was held on suspicion of plotting to overthrow the
government. He is a genius and an athlete, is under-handicapped, and should be
regarded as extremely dangerous."

A police photograph of Harrison Bergeron was flashed on the screen-upside
down, then sideways, upside down again, then right side up. The picture showed
the full length of Harrison against a background calibrated in feet and inches. He
was exactly seven feet tall.
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The rest of Harrison's appearance was Halloween and hardware. Nobody had
ever born heavier handicaps. He had outgrown hindrances faster than the H-G
men could think them up. Instead of a little ear radio for a mental handicap, he
wore a tremendous pair of earphones, and spectacles with thick wavy lenses. The
spectacles were intended to make him not only half blind, but to give him
whanging headaches besides.

Scrap metal was hung all over him. Ordinarily, there was a certain symmetry, a
military neatness to the handicaps issued to strong people, but Harrison looked like
a walking junkyard. In the race of life, Harrison carried three hundred pounds.

And to offset his good looks, the H-G men required that he wear at all times a red
rubber ball for a nose, keep his eyebrows shaved off, and cover his even white
teeth with black caps at snaggle-tooth random.

"If you see this boy," said the ballerina, "do not - I repeat, do not - try to reason
with him."

There was the shriek of a door being torn from its hinges.

Screams and barking cries of consternation came from the television set. The
photograph of Harrison Bergeron on the screen jumped again and again, as
though dancing to the tune of an earthquake.

George Bergeron correctly identified the earthquake, and well he might have - for
many was the time his own home had danced to the same crashing tune. "My
God-" said George, "that must be Harrison!"

The realization was blasted from his mind instantly by the sound of an automobile
collision in his head.

When George could open his eyes again, the photograph of Harrison was gone. A
living, breathing Harrison filled the screen.

Clanking, clownish, and huge, Harrison stood - in the center of the studio. The
knob of the uprooted studio door was still in his hand. Ballerinas, technicians,
musicians, and announcers cowered on their knees before him, expecting to die.

"I am the Emperor!" cried Harrison. "Do you hear? I am the Emperor! Everybody
must do what I say at once!" He stamped his foot and the studio shook.

"Even as I stand here" he bellowed, "crippled, hobbled, sickened - I am a greater
ruler than any man who ever lived! Now watch me become what I can become!"

Harrison tore the straps of his handicap harness like wet tissue paper, tore straps
guaranteed to support five thousand pounds.

Harrison's scrap-iron handicaps crashed to the floor.

Harrison thrust his thumbs under the bar of the padlock that secured his head
harness. The bar snapped like celery. Harrison smashed his headphones and
spectacles against the wall.
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He flung away his rubber-ball nose, revealed a man that would have awed Thor,
the god of thunder.

"I shall now select my Empress!" he said, looking down on the cowering people.
"Let the first woman who dares rise to her feet claim her mate and her throne!"

A moment passed, and then a ballerina arose, swaying like a willow.

Harrison plucked the mental handicap from her ear, snapped off her physical
handicaps with marvelous delicacy. Last of all he removed her mask.

She was blindingly beautiful.

"Now-" said Harrison, taking her hand, "shall we show the people the meaning of
the word dance? Music!" he commanded.

The musicians scrambled back into their chairs, and Harrison stripped them of
their handicaps, too. "Play your best," he told them, "and I'll make you barons and
dukes and earls."

The music began. It was normal at first-cheap, silly, false. But Harrison snatched
two musicians from their chairs, waved them like batons as he sang the music as
he wanted it played. He slammed them back into their chairs.

The music began again and was much improved.

Harrison and his Empress merely listened to the music for a while-listened
gravely, as though synchronizing their heartbeats with it.

They shifted their weights to their toes.

Harrison placed his big hands on the girls tiny waist, letting her sense the
weightlessness that would soon be hers.

And then, in an explosion of joy and grace, into the air they sprang!

Not only were the laws of the land abandoned, but the law of gravity and the laws
of motion as well.

They reeled, whirled, swiveled, flounced, capered, gamboled, and spun.

They leaped like deer on the moon.

The studio ceiling was thirty feet high, but each leap brought the dancers nearer to
it.

It became their obvious intention to kiss the ceiling. They kissed it.

And then, neutraling gravity with love and pure will, they remained suspended in
air inches below the ceiling, and they kissed each other for a long, long time.

It was then that Diana Moon Glampers, the Handicapper General, came into the
studio with a double-barreled ten-gauge shotgun. She fired twice, and the Emperor
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and the Empress were dead before they hit the floor.

Diana Moon Glampers loaded the gun again. She aimed it at the musicians and
told them they had ten seconds to get their handicaps back on.

It was then that the Bergerons' television tube burned out.

Hazel turned to comment about the blackout to George. But George had gone out
into the kitchen for a can of beer.

George came back in with the beer, paused while a handicap signal shook him up.
And then he sat down again. "You been crying" he said to Hazel.

"Yup," she said.

"What about?" he said.

"I forget," she said. "Something real sad on television."

"What was it?" he said.

"It's all kind of mixed up in my mind," said Hazel.

"Forget sad things," said George.

"I always do," said Hazel.

"That's my girl," said George. He winced. There was the sound of a rivetting gun
in his head.

"Gee - I could tell that one was a doozy," said Hazel.

"You can say that again," said George.

"Gee-" said Hazel, "I could tell that one was a doozy."

"Harrison Bergeron" is copyrighted by Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., 1961.











THE UNKNOWN CITIZEN
BY W. H. AUDEN

(To JS/07 M 378
This Marble Monument
Is Erected by the State)

He was found by the Bureau of Statistics to be
One against whom there was no official complaint,
And all the reports on his conduct agree
That, in the modern sense of an old-fashioned word, he was a saint,
For in everything he did he served the Greater Community.
Except for the War till the day he retired
He worked in a factory and never got fired,
But satisfied his employers, Fudge Motors Inc.
Yet he wasn't a scab or odd in his views,
For his Union reports that he paid his dues,
(Our report on his Union shows it was sound)
And our Social Psychology workers found
That he was popular with his mates and liked a drink.
The Press are convinced that he bought a paper every day
And that his reactions to advertisements were normal in every way.
Policies taken out in his name prove that he was fully insured,
And his Health-card shows he was once in a hospital but left it cured.
Both Producers Research and High-Grade Living declare
He was fully sensible to the advantages of the Installment Plan
And had everything necessary to the Modern Man,
A phonograph, a radio, a car and a frigidaire.
Our researchers into Public Opinion are content
That he held the proper opinions for the time of year;
When there was peace, he was for peace:  when there was war, he went.
He was married and added five children to the population,
Which our Eugenist says was the right number for a parent of his generation.
And our teachers report that he never interfered with their education.
Was he free? Was he happy? The question is absurd:
Had anything been wrong, we should certainly have heard.

From Another Time by W. H. Auden.
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Poems by Langston Hughes (1902–1967) 
 
I, Too 
I, too, sing America. 
I am the darker brother. 
They send me to eat in the kitchen 
When company comes, 
But I laugh, 
And eat well, 
And grow strong. 
 
Tomorrow, 
I'll be at the table 
When company comes. 
Nobody'll dare 
Say to me, 
"Eat in the kitchen," 
Then. 
 
Besides, 
They'll see how beautiful I am 
And be ashamed— 
 
I, too, am America. 
 
 
 
 
The Weary Blues 

 
Droning a drowsy syncopated tune, 
Rocking back and forth to a mellow croon, 
      I heard a Negro play. 
Down on Lenox Avenue the other night 
By the pale dull pallor of an old gas light 
      He did a lazy sway. . . . 
      He did a lazy sway. . . . 
To the tune o’ those Weary Blues. 
With his ebony hands on each ivory key 
He made that poor piano moan with melody. 
      O Blues! 
Swaying to and fro on his rickety stool 
He played that sad raggy tune like a musical fool. 
      Sweet Blues! 
Coming from a black man’s soul. 
      O Blues! 
In a deep song voice with a melancholy tone 
I heard that Negro sing, that old piano moan— 
      “Ain’t got nobody in all this world, 
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      Ain’t got nobody but ma self. 
      I’s gwine to quit ma frownin’ 
      And put ma troubles on the shelf.” 

 
Thump, thump, thump, went his foot on the floor. 
He played a few chords then he sang some more— 
      “I got the Weary Blues 
      And I can’t be satisfied. 
      Got the Weary Blues 
      And can’t be satisfied— 
      I ain’t happy no mo’ 
      And I wish that I had died.” 
And far into the night he crooned that tune. 
The stars went out and so did the moon. 
The singer stopped playing and went to bed 
While the Weary Blues echoed through his head. 
He slept like a rock or a man that’s dead. 

 
 
 

Po’ Boy Blues 
 
When I was home de 
Sunshine seemed like gold. 
When I was home de 
Sunshine seemed like gold. 
Since I come up North de 
Whole damn world's turned cold. 
 
I was a good boy, 
Never done no wrong. 
Yes, I was a good boy, 
Never done no wrong, 
But this world is weary 
An' de road is hard an' long. 
 
I fell in love with 
A gal I thought was kind. 
Fell in love with 
A gal I thought was kind. 
She made me lose ma money 
An' almost lose ma mind. 
 
Weary, weary, 
Weary early in de morn. 
Weary, weary, 
Early, early in de morn. 
I's so weary 
I wish I'd never been born.  
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The Negro Speaks of Rivers 
 
I’ve known rivers: 
I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and older than the flow of human blood in human veins. 
 
My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 
 
I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young. 
I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep. 
I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it. 
I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln went down to New Orleans, and I’ve seen 
its muddy bosom turn all golden in the sunset. 
 
I’ve known rivers: 
Ancient, dusky rivers. 
 
My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 
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Theodor Adorno and Max Horkheimer (1944) 

The Culture Industry: 
Enlightenment as Mass 
Deception 
 
 
Source: most of one chapter from Dialectic of Enlightenment; 
https://www.marxists.org/reference/archive/adorno/1944/culture-industry.htm 
 
Transcribed: by Andy Blunden 1998; 
proofed and corrected Feb. 2005. 
 
 

THE sociological theory that the loss of the support of objectively 

established religion, the dissolution of the last remnants of pre-

capitalism, together with technological and social differentiation or 

specialisation, have led to cultural chaos is disproved every day; for 

culture now impresses the same stamp on everything. 

Films, radio and magazines make up a system which is uniform as a 

whole and in every part. Even the aesthetic activities of political 

opposites are one in their enthusiastic obedience to the rhythm of the 

iron system. The decorative industrial management buildings and 

exhibition centers in authoritarian countries are much the same as 

anywhere else. The huge gleaming towers that shoot up everywhere are 

outward signs of the ingenious planning of international concerns, 

toward which the unleashed entrepreneurial system (whose monuments 

are a mass of gloomy houses and business premises in grimy, spiritless 

cities) was already hastening. Even now the older houses just outside the 

concrete city centres look like slums, and the new bungalows on the 

outskirts are at one with the flimsy structures of world fairs in their 

praise of technical progress and their built-in demand to be discarded 

after a short while like empty food cans. 

Yet the city housing projects designed to perpetuate the individual as 

a supposedly independent unit in a small hygienic dwelling make him all 

the more subservient to his adversary – the absolute power of 

capitalism. Because the inhabitants, as producers and as consumers, are 

drawn into the center in search of work and pleasure, all the living units 

crystallise into well-organised complexes. The striking unity of 

microcosm and macrocosm presents men with a model of their culture: 

the false identity of the general and the particular. Under monopoly all 

mass culture is identical, and the lines of its artificial framework begin to 

show through. The people at the top are no longer so interested in 

concealing monopoly: as its violence becomes more open, so its power 

grows. Movies and radio need no longer pretend to be art. The truth 

that they are just business is made into an ideology in order to justify the 

rubbish they deliberately produce. They call themselves industries; and 

when their directors’ incomes are published, any doubt about the social 

utility of the finished products is removed. 

Interested parties explain the culture industry in technological terms. 

It is alleged that because millions participate in it, certain reproduction 

processes are necessary that inevitably require identical needs in 

innumerable places to be satisfied with identical goods. The technical 

contrast between the few production centers and the large number of 

widely dispersed consumption points is said to demand organisation and 
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planning by management. Furthermore, it is claimed that standards were 

based in the first place on consumers’ needs, and for that reason were 

accepted with so little resistance. The result is the circle of manipulation 

and retroactive need in which the unity of the system grows ever 

stronger. No mention is made of the fact that the basis on which 

technology acquires power over society is the power of those whose 

economic hold over society is greatest. A technological rationale is the 

rationale of domination itself. It is the coercive nature of society 

alienated from itself. Automobiles, bombs, and movies keep the whole 

thing together until their leveling element shows its strength in the very 

wrong which it furthered. It has made the technology of the culture 

industry no more than the achievement of standardisation and mass 

production, sacrificing whatever involved a distinction between the logic 

of the work and that of the social system. 

This is the result not of a law of movement in technology as such but 

of its function in today’s economy. The need which might resist central 

control has already been suppressed by the control of the individual 

consciousness. The step from the telephone to the radio has clearly 

distinguished the roles. The former still allowed the subscriber to play 

the role of subject, and was liberal. The latter is democratic: it turns all 

participants into listeners and authoritatively subjects them to broadcast 

programs which are all exactly the same. No machinery of rejoinder has 

been devised, and private broadcasters are denied any freedom. They are 

confined to the apocryphal field of the “amateur,” and also have to 

accept organisation from above. 

But any trace of spontaneity from the public in official broadcasting is 

controlled and absorbed by talent scouts, studio competitions and 

official programs of every kind selected by professionals. Talented 

performers belong to the industry long before it displays them; 

otherwise they would not be so eager to fit in. The attitude of the public, 

which ostensibly and actually favours the system of the culture industry, 

is a part of the system and not an excuse for it. If one branch of art 

follows the same formula as one with a very different medium and 

content; if the dramatic intrigue of broadcast soap operas becomes no 

more than useful material for showing how to master technical 

problems at both ends of the scale of musical experience – real jazz or a 

cheap imitation; or if a movement from a Beethoven symphony is 

crudely “adapted” for a film sound-track in the same way as a Tolstoy 

novel is garbled in a film script: then the claim that this is done to satisfy 

the spontaneous wishes of the public is no more than hot air. 

We are closer to the facts if we explain these phenomena as inherent 

in the technical and personnel apparatus which, down to its last cog, 

itself forms part of the economic mechanism of selection. In addition 

there is the agreement – or at least the determination – of all executive 

authorities not to produce or sanction anything that in any way differs 

from their own rules, their own ideas about consumers, or above all 

themselves. 

In our age the objective social tendency is incarnate in the hidden 

subjective purposes of company directors, the foremost among whom 

are in the most powerful sectors of industry – steel, petroleum, 

electricity, and chemicals. Culture monopolies are weak and dependent 

in comparison. They cannot afford to neglect their appeasement of the 

real holders of power if their sphere of activity in mass society (a sphere 

producing a specific type of commodity which anyhow is still too closely 
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bound up with easy-going liberalism and Jewish intellectuals) is not to 

undergo a series of purges. The dependence of the most powerful 

broadcasting company on the electrical industry, or of the motion 

picture industry on the banks, is characteristic of the whole sphere, 

whose individual branches are themselves economically interwoven. All 

are in such close contact that the extreme concentration of mental 

forces allows demarcation lines between different firms and technical 

branches to be ignored. 

The ruthless unity in the culture industry is evidence of what will 

happen in politics. Marked differentiations such as those of A and B 

films, or of stories in magazines in different price ranges, depend not so 

much on subject matter as on classifying, organising, and labelling 

consumers. Something is provided for all so that none may escape; the 

distinctions are emphasised and extended. The public is catered for with 

a hierarchical range of mass-produced products of varying quality, thus 

advancing the rule of complete quantification. Everybody must behave 

(as if spontaneously) in accordance with his previously determined and 

indexed level, and choose the category of mass product turned out for 

his type. Consumers appear as statistics on research organisation charts, 

and are divided by income groups into red, green, and blue areas; the 

technique is that used for any type of propaganda. 

How formalised the procedure is can be seen when the mechanically 

differentiated products prove to be all alike in the end. That the 

difference between the Chrysler range and General Motors products is 

basically illusory strikes every child with a keen interest in varieties. 

What connoisseurs discuss as good or bad points serve only to 

perpetuate the semblance of competition and range of choice. The same 

applies to the Warner Brothers and Metro Goldwyn Mayer productions. 

But even the differences between the more expensive and cheaper 

models put out by the same firm steadily diminish: for automobiles, 

there are such differences as the number of cylinders, cubic capacity, 

details of patented gadgets; and for films there are the number of stars, 

the extravagant use of technology, labor, and equipment, and the 

introduction of the latest psychological formulas. The universal criterion 

of merit is the amount of “conspicuous production,” of blatant cash 

investment. The varying budgets in the culture industry do not bear the 

slightest relation to factual values, to the meaning of the products 

themselves. 

Even the technical media are relentlessly forced into uniformity. 

Television aims at a synthesis of radio and film, and is held up only 

because the interested parties have not yet reached agreement, but its 

consequences will be quite enormous and promise to intensify the 

impoverishment of aesthetic matter so drastically, that by tomorrow the 

thinly veiled identity of all industrial culture products can come 

triumphantly out into the open, derisively fulfilling the Wagnerian dream 

of the Gesamtkunstwerk – the fusion of all the arts in one work. 

The alliance of word, image, and music is all the more perfect than in 

Tristan because the sensuous elements which all approvingly reflect the 

surface of social reality are in principle embodied in the same technical 

process, the unity of which becomes its distinctive content. This process 

integrates all the elements of the production, from the novel (shaped 

with an eye to the film) to the last sound effect. It is the triumph of 

invested capital, whose title as absolute master is etched deep into the 

hearts of the dispossessed in the employment line; it is the meaningful 
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content of every film, whatever plot the production team may have 

selected. 

The man with leisure has to accept what the culture manufacturers 

offer him. Kant’s formalism still expected a contribution from the 

individual, who was thought to relate the varied experiences of the 

senses to fundamental concepts; but industry robs the individual of his 

function. Its prime service to the customer is to do his schematising for 

him. 

Kant said that there was a secret mechanism in the soul which 

prepared direct intuitions in such a way that they could be fitted into the 

system of pure reason. But today that secret has been deciphered. While 

the mechanism is to all appearances planned by those who serve up the 

data of experience, that is, by the culture industry, it is in fact forced 

upon the latter by the power of society, which remains irrational, 

however we may try to rationalise it; and this inescapable force is 

processed by commercial agencies so that they give an artificial 

impression of being in command. 

There is nothing left for the consumer to classify. Producers have 

done it for him. Art for the masses has destroyed the dream but still 

conforms to the tenets of that dreaming idealism which critical idealism 

baulked at. Everything derives from consciousness: for Malebranche 

and Berkeley, from the consciousness of God; in mass art, from the 

consciousness of the production team. Not only are the hit songs, stars, 

and soap operas cyclically recurrent and rigidly invariable types, but the 

specific content of the entertainment itself is derived from them and 

only appears to change. The details are interchangeable. The short 

interval sequence which was effective in a hit song, the hero’s 

momentary fall from grace (which he accepts as good sport), the rough 

treatment which the beloved gets from the male star, the latter’s rugged 

defiance of the spoilt heiress, are, like all the other details, ready-made 

clichés to be slotted in anywhere; they never do anything more than 

fulfil the purpose allotted them in the overall plan. Their whole raison 

d’être is to confirm it by being its constituent parts. As soon as the film 

begins, it is quite clear how it will end, and who will be rewarded, 

punished, or forgotten. In light music, once the trained ear has heard the 

first notes of the hit song, it can guess what is coming and feel flattered 

when it does come. The average length of the short story has to be 

rigidly adhered to. Even gags, effects, and jokes are calculated like the 

setting in which they are placed. They are the responsibility of special 

experts and their narrow range makes it easy for them to be apportioned 

in the office. 

The development of the culture industry has led to the predominance 

of the effect, the obvious touch, and the technical detail over the work 

itself – which once expressed an idea, but was liquidated together with 

the idea. When the detail won its freedom, it became rebellious and, in 

the period from Romanticism to Expressionism, asserted itself as free 

expression, as a vehicle of protest against the organisation. In music the 

single harmonic effect obliterated the awareness of form as a whole; in 

painting the individual colour was stressed at the expense of pictorial 

composition; and in the novel psychology became more important than 

structure. The totality of the culture industry has put an end to this. 

Though concerned exclusively with effects, it crushes their 

insubordination and makes them subserve the formula, which replaces 

the work. The same fate is inflicted on whole and parts alike. The whole 
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inevitably bears no relation to the details – just like the career of a 

successful man into which everything is made to fit as an illustration or a 

proof, whereas it is nothing more than the sum of all those idiotic 

events. The so-called dominant idea is like a file which ensures order but 

not coherence. The whole and the parts are alike; there is no antithesis 

and no connection. Their prearranged harmony is a mockery of what 

had to be striven after in the great bourgeois works of art. In Germany 

the graveyard stillness of the dictatorship already hung over the gayest 

films of the democratic era. 

The whole world is made to pass through the filter of the culture 

industry. The old experience of the movie-goer, who sees the world 

outside as an extension of the film he has just left (because the latter is 

intent upon reproducing the world of everyday perceptions), is now the 

producer’s guideline. The more intensely and flawlessly his techniques 

duplicate empirical objects, the easier it is today for the illusion to 

prevail that the outside world is the straightforward continuation of that 

presented on the screen. This purpose has been furthered by mechanical 

reproduction since the lightning takeover by the sound film. 

Real life is becoming indistinguishable from the movies. The sound 

film, far surpassing the theatre of illusion, leaves no room for 

imagination or reflection on the part of the audience, who is unable to 

respond within the structure of the film, yet deviate from its precise 

detail without losing the thread of the story; hence the film forces its 

victims to equate it directly with reality. The stunting of the mass-media 

consumer’s powers of imagination and spontaneity does not have to be 

traced back to any psychological mechanisms; he must ascribe the loss 

of those attributes to the objective nature of the products themselves, 

especially to the most characteristic of them, the sound film. They are so 

designed that quickness, powers of observation, and experience are 

undeniably needed to apprehend them at all; yet sustained thought is out 

of the question if the spectator is not to miss the relentless rush of facts. 

Even though the effort required for his response is semi-automatic, 

no scope is left for the imagination. Those who are so absorbed by the 

world of the movie – by its images, gestures, and words – that they are 

unable to supply what really makes it a world, do not have to dwell on 

particular points of its mechanics during a screening. All the other films 

and products of the entertainment industry which they have seen have 

taught them what to expect; they react automatically. 

The might of industrial society is lodged in men’s minds. The 

entertainments manufacturers know that their products will be 

consumed with alertness even when the customer is distraught, for each 

of them is a model of the huge economic machinery which has always 

sustained the masses, whether at work or at leisure – which is akin to 

work. From every sound film and every broadcast program the social 

effect can be inferred which is exclusive to none but is shared by all 

alike. The culture industry as a whole has moulded men as a type 

unfailingly reproduced in every product. All the agents of this process, 

from the producer to the women’s clubs, take good care that the simple 

reproduction of this mental state is not nuanced or extended in any way. 

The art historians and guardians of culture who complain of the 

extinction in the West of a basic style-determining power are wrong. 

The stereotyped appropriation of everything, even the inchoate, for the 

purposes of mechanical reproduction surpasses the rigour and general 

currency of any “real style,” in the sense in which cultural cognoscenti 
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celebrate the organic pre-capitalist past. No Palestrina could be more of 

a purist in eliminating every unprepared and unresolved discord than the 

jazz arranger in suppressing any development which does not conform 

to the jargon. When jazzing up Mozart he changes him not only when 

he is too serious or too difficult but when he harmonises the melody in 

a different way, perhaps more simply, than is customary now. No 

medieval builder can have scrutinised the subjects for church windows 

and sculptures more suspiciously than the studio hierarchy scrutinises a 

work by Balzac or Hugo before finally approving it. No medieval 

theologian could have determined the degree of the torment to be 

suffered by the damned in accordance with the order of divine love 

more meticulously than the producers of shoddy epics calculate the 

torture to be undergone by the hero or the exact point to which the 

leading lady’s hemline shall be raised. The explicit and implicit, exoteric 

and esoteric catalogue of the forbidden and tolerated is so extensive that 

it not only defines the area of freedom but is all-powerful inside it. 

Everything down to the last detail is shaped accordingly. 

Like its counterpart, avant-garde art, the entertainment industry 

determines its own language, down to its very syntax and vocabulary, by 

the use of anathema. The constant pressure to produce new effects 

(which must conform to the old pattern) serves merely as another rule 

to increase the power of the conventions when any single effect 

threatens to slip through the net. Every detail is so firmly stamped with 

sameness that nothing can appear which is not marked at birth, or does 

not meet with approval at first sight. And the star performers, whether 

they produce or reproduce, use this jargon as freely and fluently and 

with as much gusto as if it were the very language which it silenced long 

ago. Such is the ideal of what is natural in this field of activity, and its 

influence becomes all the more powerful, the more technique is 

perfected and diminishes the tension between the finished product and 

everyday life. The paradox of this routine, which is essentially travesty, 

can be detected and is often predominant in everything that the culture 

industry turns out. A jazz musician who is playing a piece of serious 

music, one of Beethoven’s simplest minuets, syncopates it involuntarily 

and will smile superciliously when asked to follow the normal divisions 

of the beat. This is the “nature” which, complicated by the ever-present 

and extravagant demands of the specific medium, constitutes the new 

style and is a “system of non-culture, to which one might even concede 

a certain ‘unity of style’ if it really made any sense to speak of stylised 

barbarity.” [Nietzsche] 

The universal imposition of this stylised mode can even go beyond 

what is quasi-officially sanctioned or forbidden; today a hit song is more 

readily forgiven for not observing the 32 beats or the compass of the 

ninth than for containing even the most clandestine melodic or 

harmonic detail which does not conform to the idiom. Whenever Orson 

Welles offends against the tricks of the trade, he is forgiven because his 

departures from the norm are regarded as calculated mutations which 

serve all the more strongly to confirm the validity of the system. The 

constraint of the technically-conditioned idiom which stars and directors 

have to produce as “nature” so that the people can appropriate it, 

extends to such fine nuances that they almost attain the subtlety of the 

devices of an avant-garde work as against those of truth. The rare 

capacity minutely to fulfil the obligations of the natural idiom in all 

branches of the culture industry becomes the criterion of efficiency. 

What and how they say it must be measurable by everyday language, as 

in logical positivism. 
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The producers are experts. The idiom demands an astounding 

productive power, which it absorbs and squanders. In a diabolical way it 

has overreached the culturally conservative distinction between genuine 

and artificial style. A style might be called artificial which is imposed 

from without on the refractory impulses of a form. But in the culture 

industry every element of the subject matter has its origin in the same 

apparatus as that jargon whose stamp it bears. The quarrels in which the 

artistic experts become involved with sponsor and censor about a lie 

going beyond the bounds of credibility are evidence not so much of an 

inner aesthetic tension as of a divergence of interests. The reputation of 

the specialist, in which a last remnant of objective independence 

sometimes finds refuge, conflicts with the business politics of the 

Church, or the concern which is manufacturing the cultural commodity. 

But the thing itself has been essentially objectified and made viable 

before the established authorities began to argue about it. Even before 

Zanuck acquired her, Saint Bernadette was regarded by her latter-day 

hagiographer as brilliant propaganda for all interested parties. That is 

what became of the emotions of the character. Hence the style of the 

culture industry, which no longer has to test itself against any refractory 

material, is also the negation of style. The reconciliation of the general 

and particular, of the rule and the specific demands of the subject 

matter, the achievement of which alone gives essential, meaningful 

content to style, is futile because there has ceased to be the slightest 

tension between opposite poles: these concordant extremes are dismally 

identical; the general can replace the particular, and vice versa. 

Nevertheless, this caricature of style does not amount to something 

beyond the genuine style of the past. In the culture industry the notion 

of genuine style is seen to be the aesthetic equivalent of domination. 

Style considered as mere aesthetic regularity is a romantic dream of the 

past. The unity of style not only of the Christian Middle Ages but of the 

Renaissance expresses in each case the different structure of social 

power, and not the obscure experience of the oppressed in which the 

general was enclosed. The great artists were never those who embodied 

a wholly flawless and perfect style, but those who used style as a way of 

hardening themselves against the chaotic expression of suffering, as a 

negative truth. The style of their works gave what was expressed that 

force without which life flows away unheard. Those very art forms 

which are known as classical, such as Mozart’s music, contain objective 

trends which represent something different to the style which they 

incarnate. 

As late as Schönberg and Picasso, the great artists have retained a 

mistrust of style, and at crucial points have subordinated it to the logic 

of the matter. What Dadaists and Expressionists called the untruth of 

style as such triumphs today in the sung jargon of a crooner, in the 

carefully contrived elegance of a film star, and even in the admirable 

expertise of a photograph of a peasant’s squalid hut. Style represents a 

promise in every work of art. That which is expressed is subsumed 

through style into the dominant forms of generality, into the language of 

music, painting, or words, in the hope that it will be reconciled thus with 

the idea of true generality. This promise held out by the work of art that 

it will create truth by lending new shape to the conventional social 

forms is as necessary as it is hypocritical. It unconditionally posits the 

real forms of life as it is by suggesting that fulfilment lies in their 

aesthetic derivatives. To this extent the claim of art is always ideology 

too. 



	
   8	
  

However, only in this confrontation with tradition of which style is 

the record can art express suffering. That factor in a work of art which 

enables it to transcend reality certainly cannot be detached from style; 

but it does not consist of the harmony actually realised, of any doubtful 

unity of form and content, within and without, of individual and society; 

it is to be found in those features in which discrepancy appears: in the 

necessary failure of the passionate striving for identity. Instead of 

exposing itself to this failure in which the style of the great work of art 

has always achieved self-negation, the inferior work has always relied on 

its similarity with others – on a surrogate identity. 

In the culture industry this imitation finally becomes absolute. Having 

ceased to be anything but style, it reveals the latter’s secret: obedience to 

the social hierarchy. Today aesthetic barbarity completes what has 

threatened the creations of the spirit since they were gathered together 

as culture and neutralised. To speak of culture was always contrary to 

culture. Culture as a common denominator already contains in embryo 

that schematisation and process of cataloguing and classification which 

bring culture within the sphere of administration. And it is precisely the 

industrialised, the consequent, subsumption which entirely accords with 

this notion of culture. By subordinating in the same way and to the same 

end all areas of intellectual creation, by occupying men’s senses from the 

time they leave the factory in the evening to the time they clock in again 

the next morning with matter that bears the impress of the labor process 

they themselves have to sustain throughout the day, this subsumption 

mockingly satisfies the concept of a unified culture which the 

philosophers of personality contrasted with mass culture. 

And so the culture industry, the most rigid of all styles, proves to be 

the goal of liberalism, which is reproached for its lack of style. Not only 

do its categories and contents derive from liberalism – domesticated 

naturalism as well as operetta and revue – but the modern culture 

monopolies form the economic area in which, together with the 

corresponding entrepreneurial types, for the time being some part of its 

sphere of operation survives, despite the process of disintegration 

elsewhere. 

It is still possible to make one’s way in entertainment, if one is not 

too obstinate about one’s own concerns, and proves appropriately 

pliable. Anyone who resists can only survive by fitting in. Once his 

particular brand of deviation from the norm has been noted by the 

industry, he belongs to it as does the land-reformer to capitalism. 

Realistic dissidence is the trademark of anyone who has a new idea in 

business. In the public voice of modern society accusations are seldom 

audible; if they are, the perceptive can already detect signs that the 

dissident will soon be reconciled. The more immeasurable the gap 

between chorus and leaders, the more certainly there is room at the top 

for everybody who demonstrates his superiority by well-planned 

originality. Hence, in the culture industry, too, the liberal tendency to 

give full scope to its able men survives. 

To do this for the efficient today is still the function of the market, 

which is otherwise proficiently controlled; as for the market’s freedom, 

in the high period of art as elsewhere, it was freedom for the stupid to 

starve. Significantly, the system of the culture industry comes from the 

more liberal industrial nations, and all its characteristic media, such as 

movies, radio, jazz, and magazines, flourish there. Its progress, to be 
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sure, had its origin in the general laws of capital. Gaumont and Pathe, 

Ullstein and Hugenberg followed the international trend with some 

success; Europe’s economic dependence on the United States after war 

and inflation was a contributory factor. The belief that the barbarity of 

the culture industry is a result of “cultural lag,” of the fact that the 

American consciousness did not keep up with the growth of technology, 

is quite wrong. It was pre-Fascist Europe which did not keep up with 

the trend toward the culture monopoly. 

But it was this very lag which left intellect and creativity some degree 

of independence and enabled its last representatives to exist – however 

dismally. In Germany the failure of democratic control to permeate life 

had led to a paradoxical situation. Many things were exempt from the 

market mechanism which had invaded the Western countries. The 

German educational system, universities, theatres with artistic standards, 

great orchestras, and museums enjoyed protection. The political powers, 

state and municipalities, which had inherited such institutions from 

absolutism, had left them with a measure of the freedom from the 

forces of power which dominates the market, just as princes and feudal 

lords had done up to the nineteenth century. This strengthened art in 

this late phase against the verdict of supply and demand, and increased 

its resistance far beyond the actual degree of protection. In the market 

itself the tribute of a quality for which no use had been found was 

turned into purchasing power; in this way, respectable literary and music 

publishers could help authors who yielded little more in the way of 

profit than the respect of the connoisseur. 

But what completely fettered the artist was the pressure (and the 

accompanying drastic threats), always to fit into business life as an 

aesthetic expert. Formerly, like Kant and Hume, they signed their letters 

“Your most humble and obedient servant,” and undermined the 

foundations of throne and altar. Today they address heads of 

government by their first names, yet in every artistic activity they are 

subject to their illiterate masters. 

The analysis Tocqueville offered a century ago has in the meantime 

proved wholly accurate. Under the private culture monopoly it is a fact 

that “tyranny leaves the body free and directs its attack at the soul. The 

ruler no longer says: You must think as I do or die. He says: You are 

free not to think as I do; your life, your property, everything shall remain 

yours, but from this day on you are a stranger among us.” Not to 

conform means to be rendered powerless, economically and therefore 

spiritually – to be “self-employed.” When the outsider is excluded from 

the concern, he can only too easily be accused of incompetence. 

Whereas today in material production the mechanism of supply and 

demand is disintegrating, in the superstructure it still operates as a check 

in the rulers’ favour. The consumers are the workers and employees, the 

farmers and lower middle class. Capitalist production so confines them, 

body and soul, that they fall helpless victims to what is offered them. As 

naturally as the ruled always took the morality imposed upon them more 

seriously than did the rulers themselves, the deceived masses are today 

captivated by the myth of success even more than the successful are. 

Immovably, they insist on the very ideology which enslaves them. The 

misplaced love of the common people for the wrong which is done 

them is a greater force than the cunning of the authorities. It is stronger 

even than the rigorism of the Hays Office, just as in certain great times 

in history it has inflamed greater forces that were turned against it, 
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namely, the terror of the tribunals. It calls for Mickey Rooney in 

preference to the tragic Garbo, for Donald Duck instead of Betty Boop. 

The industry submits to the vote which it has itself inspired. What is a 

loss for the firm which cannot fully exploit a contract with a declining 

star is a legitimate expense for the system as a whole. By craftily 

sanctioning the demand for rubbish it inaugurates total harmony. The 

connoisseur and the expert are despised for their pretentious claim to 

know better than the others, even though culture is democratic and 

distributes its privileges to all. In view of the ideological truce, the 

conformism of the buyers and the effrontery of the producers who 

supply them prevail. The result is a constant reproduction of the same 

thing. 

A constant sameness governs the relationship to the past as well. 

What is new about the phase of mass culture compared with the late 

liberal stage is the exclusion of the new. The machine rotates on the 

same spot. While determining consumption it excludes the untried as a 

risk. The movie-makers distrust any manuscript which is not 

reassuringly backed by a bestseller. Yet for this very reason there is 

never-ending talk of ideas, novelty, and surprise, of what is taken for 

granted but has never existed. Tempo and dynamics serve this trend. 

Nothing remains as of old; everything has to run incessantly, to keep 

moving. For only the universal triumph of the rhythm of mechanical 

production and reproduction promises that nothing changes, and 

nothing unsuitable will appear. Any additions to the well-proven culture 

inventory are too much of a speculation. The ossified forms – such as 

the sketch, short story, problem film, or hit song – are the standardised 

average of late liberal taste, dictated with threats from above. The 

people at the top in the culture agencies, who work in harmony as only 

one manager can with another, whether he comes from the rag trade or 

from college, have long since reorganised and rationalised the objective 

spirit. One might think that an omnipresent authority had sifted the 

material and drawn up an official catalogue of cultural commodities to 

provide a smooth supply of available mass-produced lines. The ideas are 

written in the cultural firmament where they had already been numbered 

by Plato – and were indeed numbers, incapable of increase and 

immutable. 

Amusement and all the elements of the culture industry existed long 

before the latter came into existence. Now they are taken over from 

above and brought up to date. The culture industry can pride itself on 

having energetically executed the previously clumsy transposition of art 

into the sphere of consumption, on making this a principle, on divesting 

amusement of its obtrusive naïvetes and improving the type of 

commodities. The more absolute it became, the more ruthless it was in 

forcing every outsider either into bankruptcy or into a syndicate, and 

became more refined and elevated – until it ended up as a synthesis of 

Beethoven and the Casino de Paris. It enjoys a double victory: the truth 

it extinguishes without it can reproduce at will as a lie within. “Light” art 

as such, distraction, is not a decadent form. Anyone who complains that 

it is a betrayal of the ideal of pure expression is under an illusion about 

society. The purity of bourgeois art, which hypostasised itself as a world 

of freedom in contrast to what was happening in the material world, was 

from the beginning bought with the exclusion of the lower classes – 

with whose cause, the real universality, art keeps faith precisely by its 

freedom from the ends of the false universality. Serious art has been 

withheld from those for whom the hardship and oppression of life make 

a mockery of seriousness, and who must be glad if they can use time not 
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spent at the production line just to keep going. Light art has been the 

shadow of autonomous art. It is the social bad conscience of serious art. 

The truth which the latter necessarily lacked because of its social 

premises gives the other the semblance of legitimacy. The division itself 

is the truth: it does at least express the negativity of the culture which 

the different spheres constitute. Least of all can the antithesis be 

reconciled by absorbing light into serious art, or vice versa. But that is 

what the culture industry attempts. 

The eccentricity of the circus, peepshow, and brothel is as 

embarrassing to it as that of Schönberg and Karl Kraus. And so the jazz 

musician Benny Goodman appears with the Budapest string quartet, 

more pedantic rhythmically than any philharmonic clarinettist, while the 

style of the Budapest players is as uniform and sugary as that of Guy 

Lombardo. But what is significant is not vulgarity, stupidity, and lack of 

polish. 

The culture industry did away with yesterday’s rubbish by its own 

perfection, and by forbidding and domesticating the amateurish, 

although it constantly allows gross blunders without which the standard 

of the exalted style cannot be perceived. But what is new is that the 

irreconcilable elements of culture, art and distraction, are subordinated 

to one end and subsumed under one false formula: the totality of the 

culture industry. It consists of repetition. That its characteristic 

innovations are never anything more than improvements of mass 

reproduction is not external to the system. It is with good reason that 

the interest of innumerable consumers is directed to the technique, and 

not to the contents – which are stubbornly repeated, outworn, and by 

now half-discredited. The social power which the spectators worship 

shows itself more effectively in the omnipresence of the stereotype 

imposed by technical skill than in the stale ideologies for which the 

ephemeral contents stand in. 

Nevertheless the culture industry remains the entertainment business. 

Its influence over the consumers is established by entertainment; that 

will ultimately be broken not by an outright decree, but by the hostility 

inherent in the principle of entertainment to what is greater than itself. 

Since all the trends of the culture industry are profoundly embedded in 

the public by the whole social process, they are encouraged by the 

survival of the market in this area. Demand has not yet been replaced by 

simple obedience. As is well known, the major reorganisation of the film 

industry shortly before World War I, the material prerequisite of its 

expansion, was precisely its deliberate acceptance of the public’s needs 

as recorded at the box-office – a procedure which was hardly thought 

necessary in the pioneering days of the screen. The same opinion is held 

today by the captains of the film industry, who take as their criterion the 

more or less phenomenal song hits but wisely never have recourse to 

the judgment of truth, the opposite criterion. Business is their ideology. 

It is quite correct that the power of the culture industry resides in its 

identification with a manufactured need, and not in simple contrast to it, 

even if this contrast were one of complete power and complete 

powerlessness. 

Amusement under late capitalism is the prolongation of work. It is 

sought after as an escape from the mechanised work process, and to 

recruit strength in order to be able to cope with it again. But at the same 

time mechanisation has such power over a man’s leisure and happiness, 

and so profoundly determines the manufacture of amusement goods, 
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that his experiences are inevitably after-images of the work process 

itself. The ostensible content is merely a faded foreground; what sinks in 

is the automatic succession of standardised operations. What happens at 

work, in the factory, or in the office can only be escaped from by 

approximation to it in one’s leisure time. 

All amusement suffers from this incurable malady. Pleasure hardens 

into boredom because, if it is to remain pleasure, it must not demand 

any effort and therefore moves rigorously in the worn grooves of 

association. No independent thinking must be expected from the 

audience: the product prescribes every reaction: not by its natural 

structure (which collapses under reflection), but by signals. Any logical 

connection calling for mental effort is painstakingly avoided. As far as 

possible, developments must follow from the immediately preceding 

situation and never from the idea of the whole. For the attentive movie-

goer any individual scene will give him the whole thing. Even the set 

pattern itself still seems dangerous, offering some meaning – wretched 

as it might be – where only meaninglessness is acceptable. Often the 

plot is maliciously deprived of the development demanded by characters 

and matter according to the old pattern. Instead, the next step is what 

the script writer takes to be the most striking effect in the particular 

situation. Banal though elaborate surprise interrupts the story-line. 

The tendency mischievously to fall back on pure nonsense, which was 

a legitimate part of popular art, farce and clowning, right up to Chaplin 

and the Marx Brothers, is most obvious in the unpretentious kinds. This 

tendency has completely asserted itself in the text of the novelty song, in 

the thriller movie, and in cartoons, although in films starring Greer 

Garson and Bette Davis the unity of the socio-psychological case study 

provides something approximating a claim to a consistent plot. The idea 

itself, together with the objects of comedy and terror, is massacred and 

fragmented. Novelty songs have always existed on a contempt for 

meaning which, as predecessors and successors of psychoanalysis, they 

reduce to the monotony of sexual symbolism. Today, detective and 

adventure films no longer give the audience the opportunity to 

experience the resolution. In the non-ironic varieties of the genre, it has 

also to rest content with the simple horror of situations which have 

almost ceased to be linked in any way. 

Cartoons were once exponents of fantasy as opposed to rationalism. 

They ensured that justice was done to the creatures and objects they 

electrified, by giving the maimed specimens a second life. All they do 

today is to confirm the victory of technological reason over truth. A few 

years ago they had a consistent plot which only broke up in the final 

moments in a crazy chase, and thus resembled the old slapstick comedy. 

Now, however, time relations have shifted. In the very first sequence a 

motive is stated so that in the course of the action destruction can get to 

work on it: with the audience in pursuit, the protagonist becomes the 

worthless object of general violence. The quantity of organised 

amusement changes into the quality of organised cruelty. The self-

elected censors of the film industry (with whom it enjoys a close 

relationship) watch over the unfolding of the crime, which is as drawn-

out as a hunt. Fun replaces the pleasure which the sight of an embrace 

would allegedly afford, and postpones satisfaction till the day of the 

pogrom. Insofar as cartoons do any more than accustom the senses to 

the new tempo, they hammer into every brain the old lesson that 

continuous friction, the breaking down of all individual resistance, is the 

condition of life in this society. Donald Duck in the cartoons and the 
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unfortunate in real life get their thrashing so that the audience can learn 

to take their own punishment. 

The enjoyment of the violence suffered by the movie character turns 

into violence against the spectator, and distraction into exertion. 

Nothing that the experts have devised as a stimulant must escape the 

weary eye; no stupidity is allowed in the face of all the trickery; one has 

to follow everything and even display the smart responses shown and 

recommended in the film. This raises the question whether the culture 

industry fulfils the function of diverting minds which it boasts about so 

loudly. If most of the radio stations and movie theatres were closed 

down, the consumers would probably not lose so very much. To walk 

from the street into the movie theatre is no longer to enter a world of 

dream; as soon as the very existence of these institutions no longer 

made it obligatory to use them, there would be no great urge to do so. 

Such closures would not be reactionary machine wrecking. The 

disappointment would be felt not so much by the enthusiasts as by the 

slow-witted, who are the ones who suffer for everything anyhow. In 

spite of the films which are intended to complete her integration, the 

housewife finds in the darkness of the movie theatre a place of refuge 

where she can sit for a few hours with nobody watching, just as she used 

to look out of the window when there were still homes and rest in the 

evening. The unemployed in the great cities find coolness in summer 

and warmth in winter in these temperature-controlled locations. 

Otherwise, despite its size, this bloated pleasure apparatus adds no 

dignity to man’s lives. The idea of “fully exploiting” available technical 

resources and the facilities for aesthetic mass consumption is part of the 

economic system which refuses to exploit resources to abolish hunger. 

The culture industry perpetually cheats its consumers of what it 

perpetually promises. The promissory note which, with its plots and 

staging, it draws on pleasure is endlessly prolonged; the promise, which 

is actually all the spectacle consists of, is illusory: all it actually confirms 

is that the real point will never be reached, that the diner must be 

satisfied with the menu. In front of the appetite stimulated by all those 

brilliant names and images there is finally set no more than a 

commendation of the depressing everyday world it sought to escape. Of 

course works of art were not sexual exhibitions either. However, by 

representing deprivation as negative, they retracted, as it were, the 

prostitution of the impulse and rescued by mediation what was denied. 

The secret of aesthetic sublimation is its representation of fulfilment 

as a broken promise. The culture industry does not sublimate; it 

represses. By repeatedly exposing the objects of desire, breasts in a 

clinging sweater or the naked torso of the athletic hero, it only 

stimulates the unsublimated forepleasure which habitual deprivation has 

long since reduced to a masochistic semblance. There is no erotic 

situation which, while insinuating and exciting, does not fail to indicate 

unmistakably that things can never go that far. The Hays Office merely 

confirms the ritual of Tantalus that the culture industry has established 

anyway. Works of art are ascetic and unashamed; the culture industry is 

pornographic and prudish. Love is downgraded to romance. And, after 

the descent, much is permitted; even license as a marketable speciality 

has its quota bearing the trade description “daring.” The mass 

production of the sexual automatically achieves its repression. Because 

of his ubiquity, the film star with whom one is meant to fall in love is 

from the outset a copy of himself. Every tenor voice comes to sound 

like a Caruso record, and the “natural” faces of Texas girls are like the 



	
   14	
  

successful models by whom Hollywood has typecast them. The 

mechanical reproduction of beauty, which reactionary cultural 

fanaticism wholeheartedly serves in its methodical idolisation of 

individuality, leaves no room for that unconscious idolatry which was 

once essential to beauty. 

The triumph over beauty is celebrated by humour – the 

Schadenfreude that every successful deprivation calls forth. There is 

laughter because there is nothing to laugh at. Laughter, whether 

conciliatory or terrible, always occurs when some fear passes. It 

indicates liberation either from physical danger or from the grip of logic. 

Conciliatory laughter is heard as the echo of an escape from power; the 

wrong kind overcomes fear by capitulating to the forces which are to be 

feared. It is the echo of power as something inescapable. Fun is a 

medicinal bath. The pleasure industry never fails to prescribe it. It makes 

laughter the instrument of the fraud practised on happiness. Moments 

of happiness are without laughter; only operettas and films portray sex 

to the accompaniment of resounding laughter. But Baudelaire is as 

devoid of humour as Hölderlin. In the false society laughter is a disease 

which has attacked happiness and is drawing it into its worthless totality. 

To laugh at something is always to deride it, and the life which, 

according to Bergson, in laughter breaks through the barrier, is actually 

an invading barbaric life, self-assertion prepared to parade its liberation 

from any scruple when the social occasion arises. Such a laughing 

audience is a parody of humanity. Its members are monads, all dedicated 

to the pleasure of being ready for anything at the expense of everyone 

else. Their harmony is a caricature of solidarity. What is fiendish about 

this false laughter is that it is a compelling parody of the best, which is 

conciliatory. Delight is austere: res severa verum gaudium. The monastic 

theory that not asceticism but the sexual act denotes the renunciation of 

attainable bliss receives negative confirmation in the gravity of the lover 

who with foreboding commits his life to the fleeting moment. In the 

culture industry, jovial denial takes the place of the pain found in ecstasy 

and in asceticism. The supreme law is that they shall not satisfy their 

desires at any price; they must laugh and be content with laughter. In 

every product of the culture industry, the permanent denial imposed by 

civilisation is once again unmistakably demonstrated and inflicted on its 

victims. To offer and to deprive them of something is one and the same. 

This is what happens in erotic films. Precisely because it must never take 

place, everything centres upon copulation. In films it is more strictly 

forbidden for an illegitimate relationship to be admitted without the 

parties being punished than for a millionaire’s future son-in-law to be 

active in the labour movement. In contrast to the liberal era, 

industrialised as well as popular culture may wax indignant at capitalism, 

but it cannot renounce the threat of castration. This is fundamental. It 

outlasts the organised acceptance of the uniformed seen in the films 

which are produced to that end, and in reality. What is decisive today is 

no longer puritanism, although it still asserts itself in the form of 

women’s organisations, but the necessity inherent in the system not to 

leave the customer alone, not for a moment to allow him any suspicion 

that resistance is possible. 

The principle dictates that he should be shown all his needs as 

capable of-fulfilment, but that those needs should be so predetermined 

that he feels himself to be the eternal consumer, the object of the 

culture industry. Not only does it make him believe that the deception it 

practices is satisfaction, but it goes further and implies that, whatever 

the state of affairs, he must put up with what is offered. The escape 
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from everyday drudgery which the whole culture industry promises may 

be compared to the daughter’s abduction in the cartoon: the father is 

holding the ladder in the dark. The paradise offered by the culture 

industry is the same old drudgery. Both escape and elopement are pre-

designed to lead back to the starting point. Pleasure promotes the 

resignation which it ought to help to forget. 

... 

Even today the culture industry dresses works of art like political 

slogans and forces them upon a resistant public at reduced prices; they 

are as accessible for public enjoyment as a park. But the disappearance 

of their genuine commodity character does not mean that they have 

been abolished in the life of a free society, but that the last defence 

against their reduction to culture goods has fallen. The abolition of 

educational privilege by the device of clearance sales does not open for 

the masses the spheres from which they were formerly excluded, but, 

given existing social conditions, contributes directly to the decay of 

education and the progress of barbaric meaninglessness. Those who 

spent their money in the nineteenth or the early twentieth century to see 

a play or to go to a concert respected the performance as much as the 

money they spent. The bourgeois who wanted to get something out of it 

tried occasionally to establish some rapport with the work. Evidence for 

this is to be found in the literary “introductions” to works, or in the 

commentaries on Faust. These were the first steps toward the 

biographical coating and other practices to which a work of art is 

subjected today. 

Even in the early, prosperous days of business, exchange-value did 

carry use value as a mere appendix but had developed it as a prerequisite 

for its own existence; this was socially helpful for works of art. Art 

exercised some restraint on the bourgeois as long as it cost money. That 

is now a thing of the past. Now that it has lost every restraint and there 

is no need to pay any money, the proximity of art to those who are 

exposed to it completes the alienation and assimilates one to the other 

under the banner of triumphant objectivity. Criticism and respect 

disappear in the culture industry; the former becomes a mechanical 

expertise, the latter is succeeded by a shallow cult of leading 

personalities. Consumers now find nothing expensive. Nevertheless, 

they suspect that the less anything costs, the less it is being given them. 

The double mistrust of traditional culture as ideology is combined with 

mistrust of industrialised culture as a swindle. When thrown in free, the 

now debased works of art, together with the rubbish to which the 

medium assimilates them, are secretly rejected by the fortunate 

recipients, who are supposed to be satisfied by the mere fact that there 

is so much to be seen and heard. Everything can be obtained. The 

screenos and vaudevilles in the movie theatre, the competitions for 

guessing music, the free books, rewards and gifts offered on certain 

radio programs, are not mere accidents but a continuation of the 

practice obtaining with culture products. The symphony becomes a 

reward for listening to the radio, and – if technology had its way - the 

film would be delivered to people’s homes as happens with the radio. It 

is moving toward the commercial system. Television points the way to a 

development which might easily enough force the Warner Brothers into 

what would certainly be the unwelcome position of serious musicians 

and cultural conservatives. But the gift system has already taken hold 

among consumers. As culture is represented as a bonus with undoubted 

private and social advantages, they have to seize the chance. They rush 

in lest they miss something. Exactly what, is not clear, but in any case 
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the only ones with a chance are the participants. Fascism, however, 

hopes to use the training the culture industry has given these recipients 

of gifts, in order to organise them into its own forced battalions. 

Culture is a paradoxical commodity. So completely is it subject to the 

law of exchange that it is no longer exchanged; it is so blindly consumed 

in use that it can no longer be used. Therefore it amalgamates with 

advertising. The more meaningless the latter seems to be under a 

monopoly, the more omnipotent it becomes. The motives are markedly 

economic. 

One could certainly live without the culture industry, therefore it 

necessarily creates too much satiation and apathy. In itself, it has few 

resources itself to correct this. Advertising is its elixir of life. But as its 

product never fails to reduce to a mere promise the enjoyment which it 

promises as a commodity, it eventually coincides with publicity, which it 

needs because it cannot be enjoyed. In a competitive society, advertising 

performed the social service of informing the buyer about the market; it 

made choice easier and helped the unknown but more efficient supplier 

to dispose of his goods. Far from costing time, it saved it. 

Today, when the free market is coming to an end, those who control 

the system are entrenching themselves in it. It strengthens the firm bond 

between the consumers and the big combines. Only those who can pay 

the exorbitant rates charged by the advertising agencies, chief of which 

are the radio networks themselves; that is, only those who are already in 

a position to do so, or are co-opted by the decision of the banks and 

industrial capital, can enter the pseudo-market as sellers. The costs of 

advertising, which finally flow back into the pockets of the combines, 

make it unnecessary to defeat unwelcome outsiders by laborious 

competition. They guarantee that power will remain in the same hands – 

not unlike those economic decisions by which the establishment and 

running of undertakings is controlled in a totalitarian state. Advertising 

today is a negative principle, a blocking device: everything that does not 

bear its stamp is economically suspect. Universal publicity is in no way 

necessary for people to get to know the kinds of goods – whose supply 

is restricted anyway. It helps sales only indirectly. For a particular firm, 

to phase out a current advertising practice constitutes a loss of prestige, 

and a breach of the discipline imposed by the influential clique on its 

members. In wartime, goods which are unobtainable are still advertised, 

merely to keep industrial power in view. Subsidising ideological media is 

more important than the repetition of the name. Because the system 

obliges every product to use advertising, it has permeated the idiom – 

the “style” – of the culture industry. Its victory is so complete that it is 

no longer evident in the key positions: the huge buildings of the top 

men, floodlit stone advertisements, are free of advertising; at most they 

exhibit on the rooftops, in monumental brilliance and without any self-

glorification, the firm’s initials. But, in contrast, the nineteenth-century 

houses, whose architecture still shamefully indicates that they can be 

used as a consumption commodity and are intended to be lived in, are 

covered with posters and inscriptions from the ground right up to and 

beyond the roof: until they become no more than backgrounds for bills 

and sign-boards. Advertising becomes art and nothing else, just as 

Goebbels – with foresight – combines them: l’art pour l’art, advertising 

for its own sake, a pure representation of social power. In the most 

influential American magazines, Life and Fortune, a quick glance can 

now scarcely distinguish advertising from editorial picture and text. The 

latter features an enthusiastic and gratuitous account of the great man 

(with illustrations of his life and grooming habits) which will bring him 
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new fans, while the advertisement pages use so many factual 

photographs and details that they represent the ideal of information 

which the editorial part has only begun to try to achieve. 

The assembly-line character of the culture industry, the synthetic, 

planned method of turning out its products (factory-like not only in the 

studio but, more or less, in the compilation of cheap biographies, 

pseudo-documentary novels, and hit songs) is very suited to advertising: 

the important individual points, by becoming detachable, 

interchangeable, and even technically alienated from any connected 

meaning, lend themselves to ends external to the work. The effect, the 

trick, the isolated repeatable device, have always been used to exhibit 

goods for advertising purposes, and today every monster close-up of a 

star is an advertisement for her name, and every hit song a plug for its 

tune. Advertising and the culture industry merge technically as well as 

economically. In both cases the same thing can be seen in innumerable 

places, and the mechanical repetition of the same culture product has 

come to be the same as that of the propaganda slogan. In both cases the 

insistent demand for effectiveness makes technology into psycho-

technology, into a procedure for manipulating men. In both cases the 

standards are the striking yet familiar, the easy yet catchy, the skilful yet 

simple; the object is to overpower the customer, who is conceived as 

absent-minded or resistant. 

By the language he speaks, he makes his own contribution to culture 

as publicity. The more completely language is lost in the announcement, 

the more words are debased as substantial vehicles of meaning and 

become signs devoid of quality; the more purely and transparently 

words communicate what is intended, the more impenetrable they 

become. 

The demythologisation of language, taken as an element of the whole 

process of enlightenment, is a relapse into magic. Word and essential 

content were distinct yet inseparable from one another. Concepts like 

melancholy and history, even life, were recognised in the word, which 

separated them out and preserved them. Its form simultaneously 

constituted and reflected them. The absolute separation, which makes 

the moving accidental and its relation to the object arbitrary, puts an end 

to the superstitious fusion of word and thing. 

Anything in a determined literal sequence which goes beyond the 

correlation to the event is rejected as unclear and as verbal metaphysics. 

But the result is that the word, which can now be only a sign without 

any meaning, becomes so fixed to the thing that it is just a petrified 

formula. This affects language and object alike. Instead of making the 

object experiential, the purified word treats it as an abstract instance, 

and everything else (now excluded by the demand for ruthless clarity 

from expression – itself now banished) fades away in reality. A left-half 

at football, a black-shirt, a member of the Hitler Youth, and so on, are 

no more than names. If before its rationalisation the word had given rise 

to lies as well as to longing, now, after its rationalisation, it is a 

straitjacket for longing more even than for lies. 

The blindness and dumbness of the data to which positivism reduces 

the world pass over into language itself, which restricts itself to 

recording those data. Terms themselves become impenetrable; they 

obtain a striking force, a power of adhesion and repulsion which makes 

them like their extreme opposite, incantations. They come to be a kind 
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of trick, because the name of the prima donna is cooked up in the 

studio on a statistical basis, or because a welfare state is anathematised 

by using taboo terms such as “bureaucrats” or “intellectuals,” or because 

base practice uses the name of the country as a charm. 

In general, the name – to which magic most easily attaches – is 

undergoing a chemical change: a metamorphosis into capricious, 

manipulable designations, whose effect is admittedly now calculable, but 

which for that very reason is just as despotic as that of the archaic name. 

First names, those archaic remnants, have been brought up to date 

either by stylisation as advertising trade-marks (film stars’ surnames have 

become first names), or by collective standardisation. 

In comparison, the bourgeois family name which, instead of being a 

trade-mark, once individualised its bearer by relating him to his own 

past history, seems antiquated. It arouses a strange embarrassment in 

Americans. In order to hide the awkward distance between individuals, 

they call one another “Bob” and “Harry,” as interchangeable team 

members. This practice reduces relations between human beings to the 

good fellowship of the sporting community and is a defence against the 

true kind of relationship. 

Signification, which is the only function of a word admitted by 

semantics, reaches perfection in the sign. Whether folk-songs were 

rightly or wrongly called upper-class culture in decay, their elements 

have only acquired their popular form through a long process of 

repeated transmission. The spread of popular songs, on the other hand, 

takes place at lightning speed. The American expression “fad,” used for 

fashions which appear like epidemics – that is, inflamed by highly-

concentrated economic forces – designated this phenomenon long 

before totalitarian advertising bosses enforced the general lines of 

culture. When the German Fascists decide one day to launch a word – 

say, “intolerable” – over the loudspeakers the next day the whole nation 

is saying “intolerable.” By the same pattern, the nations against whom 

the weight of the German blitzkrieg was thrown took the word into their 

own jargon. The general repetition of names for measures to be taken 

by the authorities makes them, so to speak, familiar, just as the brand 

name on everybody’s lips increased sales in the era of the free market. 

The blind and rapidly spreading repetition of words with special 

designations links advertising with the totalitarian watchword. The layer 

of experience which created the words for their speakers has been 

removed; in this swift appropriation language acquires the coldness 

which until now it had only on billboards and in the advertisement 

columns of newspapers. Innumerable people use words and expressions 

which they have either ceased to understand or employ only because 

they trigger off conditioned reflexes; in this sense, words are trade-

marks which are finally all the more firmly linked to the things they 

denote, the less their linguistic sense is grasped. The minister for mass 

education talks incomprehendingly of “dynamic forces,” and the hit 

songs unceasingly celebrate “reverie” and “rhapsody,” yet base their 

popularity precisely on the magic of the unintelligible as creating the 

thrill of a more exalted life. Other stereotypes, such as memory, are still 

partly comprehended, but escape from the experience which might 

allow them content. They appear like enclaves in the spoken language. 

On the radio of Flesch and Hitler they may be recognised from the 

affected pronunciation of the announcer when he says to the nation, 

“Good night, everybody!” or “This is the Hitler Youth,” and even 

intones “the Fuehrer” in a way imitated by millions. In such cliches the 

last bond between sedimentary experience and language is severed 
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which still had a reconciling effect in dialect in the nineteenth century. 

But in the prose of the journalist whose adaptable attitude led to his 

appointment as an all-German editor, the German words become 

petrified, alien terms. Every word shows how far it has been debased by 

the Fascist pseudo-folk community. 

By now, of course, this kind of language is already universal, 

totalitarian. All the violence done to words is so vile that one can hardly 

bear to hear them any longer. The announcer does not need to speak 

pompously; he would indeed be impossible if his inflection were 

different from that of his particular audience. But, as against that, the 

language and gestures of the audience and spectators are coloured more 

strongly than ever before by the culture industry, even in fine nuances 

which cannot yet be explained experimentally. 

Today the culture industry has taken over the civilising inheritance of 

the entrepreneurial and frontier democracy – whose appreciation of 

intellectual deviations was never very finely attuned. All are free to 

dance and enjoy themselves, just as they have been free, since the 

historical neutralisation of religion, to join any of the innumerable sects. 

But freedom to choose an ideology – since ideology always reflects 

economic coercion – everywhere proves to be freedom to choose what 

is always the same. The way in which a girl accepts and keeps the 

obligatory date, the inflection on the telephone or in the most intimate 

situation, the choice of words in conversation, and the whole inner life 

as classified by the now somewhat devalued depth psychology, bear 

witness to man’s attempt to make himself a proficient apparatus, similar 

(even in emotions) to the model served up by the culture industry. 

The most intimate reactions of human beings have been so 

thoroughly reified that the idea of anything specific to themselves now 

persists only as an utterly abstract notion: personality scarcely signifies 

anything more than shining white teeth and freedom from body odour 

and emotions. The triumph of advertising in the culture industry is that 

consumers feel compelled to buy and use its products even though they 

see through them. 
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Rearmament 

— Robinson Jeffers, from Such Counsels You Gave Me, 1935 
 

These grand and fatal movements toward death: the grandeur of the mass 
Makes pity a fool, the tearing pity 
For the atoms of the mass, the persons, the victims, makes it seem monstrous 
To admire the tragic beauty they build. 
It is beautiful as a river flowing or a slowly gathering 
Glacier on a high mountain rock-face, 
Bound to plow down a forest, or as frost in November, 
The gold and flaming death-dance for leaves, 
Or a girl in the night of her spent maidenhood, bleeding and kissing. 
I would burn my right hand in a slow fire 
To change the future … I should do foolishly. The beauty of modern 
Man is not in the persons but in the 
Disastrous rhythm, the heavy and mobile masses, the dance of the 
Dream-led masses down the dark mountain. 
 
 
  



America 
— Allen Ginsberg, from Howl and Other Poems, 1956 

 
America I've given you all and now I'm nothing. 
America two dollars and twentyseven cents January 

17, 1956. 
I can't stand my own mind. 
America when will we end the human war? 
Go fuck yourself with your atom bomb. 
I don't feel good don't bother me. 
I won't write my poem till I'm in my right mind. 
America when will you be angelic? 
When will you take off your clothes? 
When will you look at yourself through the grave? 
When will you be worthy of your million Trotskyites? 
America why are your libraries full of tears? 
America when will you send your eggs to India? 
I'm sick of your insane demands. 
When can I go into the supermarket and buy what I 

need with my good looks? 
America after all it is you and I who are perfect not 

the next world. 
Your machinery is too much for me. 
You made me want to be a saint. 
There must be some other way to settle this argument. 
Burroughs is in Tangiers I don't think he'll come back 

it's sinister. 
Are you being sinister or is this some form of practical 

joke? 
I'm trying to come to the point. 
I refuse to give up my obsession. 
America stop pushing I know what I'm doing. 
America the plum blossoms are falling. 
I haven't read the newspapers for months, everyday 

somebody goes on trial for murder. 
America I feel sentimental about the Wobblies. 
America I used to be a communist when I was a kid 

I'm not sorry. 
I smoke marijuana every chance I get. 
I sit in my house for days on end and stare at the roses 

in the closet. 
When I go to Chinatown I get drunk and never get laid. 
My mind is made up there's going to be trouble. 
You should have seen me reading Marx. 
My psychoanalyst thinks I'm perfectly right. 
I won't say the Lord's Prayer. 
I have mystical visions and cosmic vibrations. 
America I still haven't told you what you did to Uncle 

Max after he came over from Russia. 
I'm addressing you. 
Are you going to let your emotional life be run by 



Time Magazine? 
I'm obsessed by Time Magazine. 
I read it every week. 
Its cover stares at me every time I slink past the corner 

candystore. 
I read it in the basement of the Berkeley Public Library. 
It's always telling me about responsibility. Business- 

men are serious. Movie producers are serious. 
Everybody's serious but me. 

It occurs to me that I am America. 
I am talking to myself again. 
Asia is rising against me. 
I haven't got a chinaman's chance. 
I'd better consider my national resources. 
My national resources consist of two joints of 

marijuana millions of genitals an unpublishable 
private literature that goes 1400 miles an hour 
and twenty-five-thousand mental institutions. 

I say nothing about my prisons nor the millions of 
underprivileged who live in my flowerpots 
under the light of five hundred suns. 

I have abolished the whorehouses of France, Tangiers 
is the next to go. 

My ambition is to be President despite the fact that 
I'm a Catholic. 

America how can I write a holy litany in your silly 
mood? 

I will continue like Henry Ford my strophes are as 
individual as his automobiles more so they're 
all different sexes. 

America I will sell you strophes $2500 apiece $500 
down on your old strophe 

America free Tom Mooney 
America save the Spanish Loyalists 
America Sacco & Vanzetti must not die 
America I am the Scottsboro boys. 
America when I was seven momma took me to Com- 

munist Cell meetings they sold us garbanzos a 
handful per ticket a ticket costs a nickel and the 
speeches were free everybody was angelic and 
sentimental about the workers it was all so sin- 
cere you have no idea what a good thing the 
party was in 1835 Scott Nearing was a grand 
old man a real mensch Mother Bloor made me 
cry I once saw Israel Amter plain. Everybody 
must have been a spy. 

America you don't really want to go to war. 
America it's them bad Russians. 
Them Russians them Russians and them Chinamen. 

And them Russians. 
The Russia wants to eat us alive. The Russia's power 

mad. She wants to take our cars from out our 



garages. 
Her wants to grab Chicago. Her needs a Red Readers' 

Digest. Her wants our auto plants in Siberia. 
Him big bureaucracy running our fillingsta- 
tions. 

That no good. Ugh. Him make Indians learn read. 
Him need big black niggers. Hah. Her make us 
all work sixteen hours a day. Help. 

America this is quite serious. 
America this is the impression I get from looking in 

the television set. 
America is this correct? 
I'd better get right down to the job. 
It's true I don't want to join the Army or turn lathes 

in precision parts factories, I'm nearsighted and 
psychopathic anyway. 

America I'm putting my queer shoulder to the wheel. 

- Berkeley, January 17, 1956 

 

 

 

From Howl and Other Poems by Allen Ginsberg, November 1, 1956 
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