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This work is a deconstruction of the works of poetry of Derek Walcott, from “In A Green Night” to “The Faithful Traveler” to unearth Walcott’s political and sociological discourse, unleashed in these works of poetry. Poems that particularly display this political and sociological discourse were chosen, presented in the text, deconstructed, the political and sociological discourse exposed and analyzed thereby exposing the nature of Walcott’s political and sociological discourse, its attendant worldview. Walcott’s discourse on race, racism, white supremacy, white colonial imperialist domination of the Caribbean, independence, the post-colonial condition and miscegenation is unearthed and analyzed, revealing a discourse devoid of power relations which flagellates the African as the villain of the piece in the Caribbean from enslavement to independence. A political and sociological discourse which refuses to accept the post-colonial condition, insisting that the failed independence experiment is the failure of the African, as a result of congenital defects of this race which predated white hegemony over West Africa, which Walcott uses to exonerate white sin of the transatlantic slave trade and enslavement. To bolster his discourse, Walcott invents his version of Caribbean history, which absolves white colonial, imperial hegemony of all sin, insisting that the African of independence has enveloped themselves with a debilitating backwardness, arising from their embrace of victimhood, it is History, the African experience in the Caribbean is not unique, embrace it and its spectrum of trauma and the legacy of modernity and progress it affords, no pain, no gain. Such is Walcott’s rationale, if rape is inevitable, lie back and enjoy! Walcott’s position on the African in the Caribbean is juxtaposed with his discourse of the East Indian in Trinidad, where the East Indian is insisting on replicating a discourse,  its attendant worldview and culture in Trinidad where it cannot take root and replicate itself, hence Hindu Trinidad is a parody of Hindu India based on the Bollywood discourse of Hindu India. The East Indian in Trinidad is then an exile, a castaway, alienated from the very discourse that she/he insists constitutes them. This exile in the political context of independent Trinidad is trapped in poverty and ideational futility, even though they are the race that is ensuring the wholeness of the Central Plain, south of the Caroni River, whilst the African ruling elite destroys the country. Walcott in keeping with his embrace of the discourse of white supremacy dismisses Hindu Trinidad, insists that liberation for the East Indian lies in the embrace of North Atlantic modernity and progress and become not poor Hindu parodies, but modern and progressive Indo-Saxons. Walcott enunciates the white supremacist discourse of the unfitness of the African for freedom and all that it involves, invoking instead the potential of the East Indian seen in their rescue of the Central Plain. Walcott’s embrace and enunciation of white supremacist discourse is rooted in his discourse of miscegenation, which cites his legacy bequeathed to him by his white grandfather. He is miscegenated and his white legacy defines his work, enables his ability to discern and reject what is the Caribbean condition, to take flight to the North Atlantic where his work continues and to create a new Walcott, the artist, the fortunate traveler. Walcott has then multiple access, a range of choices as he is inherently superior to the Caribbean product, all because of his white grandfather. Walcott then stands alone, separate and apart from the herd, wherever in the world he travels to, and he belongs to none, Walcott can only be Walcott, Walcott the Exceptional, for that is his destiny. This  aspect of his discourse is of great interest to me, as I am also miscegenated, which results in an engagement between contending discourses in the text, because when all is said and done, Walcott remains a nigger, negated by the very discourse he embraces which has resulted in Walcott the artist, plagued and burdened with hallucinatory whiteness. I refused this burden a long time ago, when I refused to answer to mongrel, first born son of a nigger mother and my journey to liberation began. Sadly, Walcott never undertook such a quest, hence the reason why his discourse is non-liberationary as that of Tarantino’s Steven, Stowe’s Uncle Tom and Haley’s Chicken George, as Walcott, all constituted by white supremacist discourse plagued with hallucinatory whiteness.
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Chapter 1

Miscegenated Hallucinatory Whiteness

Book 1: “In A Green Night” (1962)
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“A Far Cry from Africa”

Walcott states as follows: “Kikuyu, quick as flies batten upon the bloodstreams of the veldt. Corpses are scattered through a paradise. What is that to the white child hacked in bed? To savages, expendable as Jews. Again brutish necessity wipes its hands. The gorilla wrestles with the superman.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 18). The wild, savage uncivilized African, in this case the Kikuyu of colonial Kenya are insurgent against the white, supremacist colonizer but this is an insurgency against modernity and progress, only available from the white colonial source. This white superman constituted the veldt, the paradise of the veldt which encapsulates the African in a white, colonizer structure, worldview and hegemonic discourse. The Kikuyu are then flies feeding off the vitality of the white, colonizer constituted world, the veldt which is the product of the superman now threatened by the gorilla. The African/Kikuyu can then only be a brute, driven by brutish necessity, to believe that they can in fact destroy the veldt and to attempt to do so repeatedly, until African brutish necessity is washed away by the paradise of the veldt. Those gorillas who resist, who fail to be reconstituted by the hegemonic discourse of the superman, white colonizer and accept their allotted place in the superman's veldt are then expendable, as all savages are as the Jews were to the Nazis. Walcott now expresses the ambivalent condition of being constituted by the hegemonic discourse of the white superman as follows: “I who am poisoned with the blood of both where shall I turn, divided to the vein? I who have cursed the drunken officer of British rule, how choose between this Africa and the English tongue I love? Betray them both, or give back what they give? How can I face such slaughter and be cool? How can I turn from Africa and live?” (Walcott 1962 pg. 18). Walcott expresses his miscegenated condition in white Manichean dualist discourse by insisting that there is a war, the product of which is poison, in his veins, Walcott is then plagued with hallucinatory whiteness. Walcott recognizes his African ancestry coupled with his hegemonic white worldview, as his language is English, which he loves. He cannot give up Africa and embrace the white culture he loves, as Africa remains etched in his genetic code, his white ancestry is also etched in his genetic code but more importantly it constitutes his mind, his worldview and his cosmology, it is Walcott as it is hegemonic. What then is this Africa he holds on to, is it the Africa constituted by the veldt? He cannot then be rid of Africa and the superman rejects you, because the Africa etched in your genetic code is your sin, as it signals your brutish ways, your predilection, your gorillatude. You can then no matter how hard you try, give up Africa, for the superman will never allow you to forget that you are at best, a mongrel, miscegenated. The ever-persistent Africa, then leads you to understand that what must be rejected is the hegemonic discourse of white supremacy, not that white element in my genetic code. But is this Africa for Walcott the genocidal victims of white, colonizer hegemony or the brutish Kikuyu that slaughter the white children of the veldt? It is both, for Walcott in his discourse of his miscegenated being the Kikuyu, the African of the veldt are both victim and the protagonist of brutish necessity. Walcott’s schizophrenic worldview is appalled at the murder of the white children, the Mau Mau assault on white colonial domination of their ancestral lands, for it is futile barbarity that is eliminating the wellspring of modernity and progress. In this position Walcott has exempted white colonial domination in colonial Kenya of all sin. Walcott in his condition of hallucinatory whiteness, has applied the strategy of immersing the African in him, that he cannot live without, with whiteness, as defined by the discourse and worldview of white supremacy. He cannot live without Africa, but this Africa will be immersed as his matrices of perception will all be white. This strategy unfolds over the years through the evolution of the very nature of his poetry and the perceptions expressed and revealed. This is then the first reality: Walcott’s discourse of his miscegenated self immersed in hallucinatory whiteness.

“Return to D’ennery, Rain”

Walcott states: “Imprisoned in these wires of rain, I watch this village stricken with a single street, each weathered shack leans on a wooden crutch, contented as a cripple in defeat. Five years ago even poverty seemed sweet. The place seemed born for being buried there. Filth and foam. The rain seeps slowly to the core of grief. It could not change its sorrows and be home.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 33). Walcott describes a village which exhibits an existential condition which is the Manichean opposite of modernity and progress. The rain that falls on this village is wire, which constitutes a prison of arrested development, potently illustrated by the single street of the said village. This single street of arrested development, embraces and cuddles wooden shacks that house contented, defeated, crippled humans, grasping their crutches for dear life as it is their only solace. The ramshackle wooden shacks, then express the reality of their inhabitants, where in the immediate past of this village, poverty was preferable to the present reality. The village is then in a post-poverty existential condition, where poverty is preferable to this existential condition. The village is then an institution, devoted to housing those marked for death until they expire, where during this period of housing until mortal death, the inmates are in fact brain dead, incapable of modernity and progress. The institution is then summed up as filth and foam, for nothing permanent, progressive, solid, lasting can emanate from this institution, for all it can produce, its design output is filth and foam. This village/institution then potently indicates that in this space there is no civilization. As none is possible, hence the only choice is to flee, for even the wire rain that falls on this place, flees the inherent grief and sorrow, that is this place in space and time. Walcott continues: “Where is that passionate hatred that would help the black, the despairing, the poor by speech alone? The rain beats on a brain hardened to stone.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 33). Walcott’s existential condition is devoid of power relations, human agency and even positivist causality, which must then blame the persons of the village for their order of grief and sorrow. These black folks of the underclass are not victims, but architects of their own existential condition of filth and foam, as they hold on to this condition as crutches, justifying their surrender in the face of defeat. These black people of the underclass are then expressing a choice made for filth and foam, as they refuse to hate their condition and articulate against it. This black underclass offers then non-resistance as it glorifies their existential condition, as the expression of their accepted reality and humanity. This is Walcott’s discourse of the black, Caribbean underclass of filth and foam, which demands a causal explanation, which Walcott finds in the embrace of Christian religion by the underclass. Walcott now presents his discourse of religion and belief which he unleashes in tandem with his discourse of the black underclass thereby targeting their embrace of religion. Walcott states: “Why blame the faith you have lost? Heaven remains where it is, in the hearts of these people, in the womb of their church, though the rain’s shroud is drawn across its steeple. You are less than they are, for your truth consists of a general passion, a personal need,” “the most accursed of God’s self-pitying creatures.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 34). Walcott is assaulting the Manichean opposite of the black underclass, he conjures up as an instrument to further illustrate the depravity of the existential condition that the black underclass has willingly embraced. Walcott’s Manichean opposite has walked away from their African faith and the Christian church the black underclass holds on to, is one of its institutional crutches. Heaven has to be in their hearts, as it is certainly not present in their existential condition, which necessitates that the church become the womb of the belief system of the black underclass. The church is the institution that ensures that heaven is written only on their hearts and not on their existential condition, for the church is also imprisoned by the wire rain. The rain wields power, but we are never told who constitutes the rain, the discourse of the rain and how does the rain and its discourse serve power. This is then spectacularly simplistic discourse of a social order, designed by Walcott, to frame a discourse of the black, Caribbean underclass that serves white supremacy. Walcott’s Manichean duality is constructed as such: the black underclass, is emancipated from the need for heaven to be in their hearts and to seek heaven in the womb of the church, hence they have grasped and produce truth, their own, unique truth. They have then created a duality rooted in the choice made by individuals of this underclass. This truth they have created offers a path of liberation from their existential condition, for truth is driven by passion and personal need, by having self and voice, which ensures that this Manichean duality can openly reject the crutches of the existential condition, of the village, the church and the imprisoning rain. For this rejection, they can then only be the accursed of a god they have rejected, immersed in self-pity which is liberationary. But the black underclass did not make this choice, those of the village are devoid of self, passion and personal need (self-pity in the eyes of the church), they refused to produce their truth and settled for the truth of the church, hence their embrace of filth and foam. This Manichean duality then presents itself as modernity and progress vs. filth and foam, simply another instance of Walcott’s white worldview and its embrace of Manichean dualities one of which excluded him, namely white vs. non-white. With his Manichean duality formulated Walcott must posture an escape, the means and the structure to flee the filth and the foam. Walcott states: “The coast shudders with every surge. The beach admits a beaten heron. Filth and foam. There in a belt of emerald light, a sail plunges and lifts between the crests of reef.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 33). The sea is the means and structure of escape from the village with its filth and foam, the seas that hammers the coast and enables the schooner’s flight with the miscegenated on board. The sea that connects the village, the geographic expression of the negative of Walcott’s Manichean duality, to the geographic expression of the positive of this duality, modernity and progress. The sea connects and enables liberation, which is only open to those who walk away from the existential condition of filth and foam, by making the journey to immersion in hallucinatory whiteness mentally, physically, geographically and spatially.

“A Map of the Antilles”

Walcott states: “On maps to Federalists the Antilles may seem a single chain,” “For children; to scholars, they are seas of simple tongues and customs, in the dream of aging transients, the Hesperides. Nothing which I assert can prove them fools since men invent those truths which they discover;” (Walcott 1962 pg. 55). The federalists of the Antilles, those discursive agents of the discourse of the British West Indian Federation, insist that the British colonies of the West Indies constitute a cultural continuity, even though spatially differentiated into an island chain, premised on a common colonizer. This single chain, this cultural whole is conceptualized by the aging transients of colonizer federalism as being the British West Indian Hesperides. The nymphs of the West, the daughters of the night (Nyx) or companions of darkness (Erebus) consist of, are every British colony forming the federation of the colonizer. The nymphs are then simply products of the colonizer, where the insistence of a cultural whole and continuity that trumps geographic separation and distance is manufactured truth, formulated by the colonizer to serve his agenda, as the nymphs are dating back to, an imposition of the European imperial colonial incursion into the Caribbean, before it was named the Caribbean. The truth discovered of the cultural whole, formed as a result of the hegemony of the British colonizer, is an invented truth, a myth which is then discovered as fact by the aging transients serving the colonizer. For Walcott there is no cultural whole, no continuity, no bond created by a commonality of origin and historical experience, that trumps the distance of geographic separation and the specificity of small spaces turned inwards upon themselves. For we are all the Hesperides, constituted daughters of the evening, nymphs of the West, the tools of the Gods of the West which we must serve for that is our only cohesive purpose, the companions of darkness. Being nymphs attached to the evening and the darkness we are invisible, lacking corporeality and ideational power, forever condemned to be slaves of the Logos of the God of the West, who constituted the nymphs in His image and likeness, only expressed via the Logos of the God of the West embraced by the nymphs of the Caribbean, to serve the God of the West, hence our village of filth and froth. This is why the federalist nymphs of the colonizer are aging transients, as they all lack corporeality and ideational power being constituted servile spirits/nymphs, whose utility and presence is determined by the  agenda of the Logos of the West and their strategic value to its accomplishment. The very existential condition and the ancestry of the nymph is that of a transient, devoid of legacy. The federation is then a collectivization of nymphs, premised upon the only commonality they hold and share: nymphood as constituted by the Logos. Collectivized spirits bereft of corporeality, invisible, the product of ideational incapacity, a state where ideational poverty is preferable, part of the existential condition sought, desired by the nymphs. Filth and froth, where a federation premised on nihilism and driven by a nihilist worldview is the new normal. Walcott continues: “Mariner or minister, I am nothing of these, my compass keeps avoiding all the facts to find that South is its magnetic mover; by force of separation it directs all active interests towards your shores, moreover as a true governor it approves its acts.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 55). The existential condition of the nymph generates a reality of its own, to ensure its hegemony over the nymphs of the British colonies of the West Indies. In this constituted reality our gaze must be affixed to the South, for this is where the manufactured reality insists is the true center of our universe, not the North as in the North Atlantic, the ancestral homeland of the white colonizer. This separation from the North, this alienation of the nymph from the North casts their gaze on the South reserved for them and this separation is the product of colonizer hegemony over the nymphs. The federation of the nymphs of the British colonies of the West Indies is yet another strategy, to prove that the South is the destination, the homeland of the nymphs, thereby enforcing the alienation of the nymphs from the North. The necessary liberationary mechanism for the nymphs is then to end this separation, this alienation from the North which entails separation from the South. Walcott states: “it is not one country that keeps me from you, nor are seas magical that sings of separation. Are these the Hesperides of which we read that set a raging strait between each bed? And so an emerald sea, wild as this one seemed to Odysseus a destructive ocean.” “This is a brief ignored by our first parliaments, to chart the dangerous currents of dividing grief that make our union a mockery of the heart.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 55). The nymphs of the colonizer embrace separation from the North chanting the glory of the South, which is rooted in a manufactured reality, that ensures the hegemony of filth and froth and sustainable nymphood in the British West Indian colonies. Walcott is then as Odysseus, capable of gazing upon the existential condition of the nymph and the emerald Caribbean Sea that sings the praises of separation, via its raging waters and beholding what they really are and how this reality impacts Walcott the miscegenated. Walcott is then charged with grasping his personal odyssey, from the spaces of the nymph and the emerald sea, that lies in, leads to the North. This is Walcott’s destiny to unleash a contrary discourse, as the politicians are immune to such a contrary discourse, that debunks British West Indian federation by erecting the structure that would divide grief generated in that embrace of North and South where the North is hegemonic, which is vitally necessary to assaulting the existential condition of the nymph, the Hesperides. Divided grief must now force us to look North rather than inwards, to the South. For Walcott liberation of the nymph from its existential condition of nymphood lies in an odyssey to the modernity and progress of the North, to an immersion in the culture of the North, to be baptized and born again as a non-white immersed in hallucinatory whiteness. For in this quest to be of the North rather than a nymph of the South, hegemonic white supremacist discourse demands the creation of another species of nymph. Was Walcott able then to undertake his odyssey as a result of being miscegenated where his white genetic heritage precluded him to success?

“Bronze”

Walcott states: “Hammered to the serenity of copper, her drowsing mask with slitted eyes, cupped in a palm and quiet as a plaque, by tears unrunnelled, guiltless of surprise, bathes in the dawn’s wind, the wild night hair blown back.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 78). Walcott describes a human female product of a power relation, that assaulted a specific human condition, with the express purpose of exercising hegemony over the product of this assault. Walcott has again resorted to his white Manichean duality, in this case white vs. non-white. This female human has been hammered into serenity, fitted. draped with a soul that envelops her body and renders her drowsy, inactive, even brain-dead, where this mask of copper serenity, or non-white stupor, enables her to gaze only through slitted eyes as that of an animal, less than human, denied the sight generated by human consciousness. This human female is cupped in a palm as she is less than human, wild, bestial, an idyllic invented to contain her, for she is as copper, non-white but silenced, as she is a plaque fixed to a specific location, in commemoration of the white power that constituted her and in affirmation of the white hegemonic power that creates and sustains her. Immersed in a tsunami of tears that is the product of her serenity, the process of her being constituted, she exists devoid of guilt, guiltless as there is no surprise on her part of the nature of her existential condition, she is accepting, for she was constituted for a specific idyllic which is only hers, her position in this bestial  idyllic rewards her with experiences unique to her, as she is the idyllic, for without her the idyllic has no material potency, it remains an idea. Her wildness is then her power to realize the idyllic, formulated external of her for the pleasure of others. Walcott continues: “Those mottled marbles I admired, bone-colored in their pagan charm,” “Not one of those in such fierce sex was fired or holds the cunning secret as this one of lasting bronze, art of a savage race, marble, bronze, ebonwood, white, creole, black.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 78). The mottled marbles of the female goddesses of ancient Greece, the foundation of white North Atlantic civilization, cannot compare with the woman hammered silent as copper, the bronze woman in sexual potency and potential and in possessing the secret of this sexual potency and potential. The sea-flowering Aphrodite, the blunt androgynous Venus, the male-thighed Dianas and Ledas lost in the blizzards of swans simply cannot match the sexual potency and potential of the bronze woman of the savage race. The bronze woman is then the art of the savage non-white races. The divide between the savage non-white races, especially the black race, and the civilized white race is then sexual potency and potential and the bronze woman is the living expression of this potential, this power that evokes white desire. But is this sexual potency a natural product or the product of a race subject to hammering by the whites to render them serene as copper? For Walcott it is the product of the savage non-white idyllic. Walcott states: “The elongated eyes look Arawak, Arawak or Carib, but nakedness unsurprised by armored men dividing jungle leaves,” “They close in groaning irony at their rape, for that earth-colored flesh buries all men in immolations mocked by the wild ape, at that brute cry all civilizations crack.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 78). The naked Arawak and Carib first peoples, secure in their nakedness, presented a sexual invitation to the white conquistadors, who embraced this challenge with rape. But in that act of white on non-white rape, the non-white is victorious, as the very act of rape proves the inherent sexual power the ape has over the civilized white, for this is the point at which the savage tears a hole in white civilization. The white penchant for exerting power, with the instrument of rape, over non-white flesh is then the victory of the savage, the ape over white civilization. For Walcott, the prime issue is not then the rape and the sexual harvesting of non-white peoples by hegemonic whites in the Caribbean, it is the victory over white civilization at every instance the white must soil themselves by penetrating or is penetrated by the earth colored flesh of the savage, the ape. Walcott deliberately does not deal with power relations as he is an apologist for white colonial imperial hegemony. The very act of forced sexual intercourse, rape between white and non-white is an instance not of trauma but of liberation, of affirmation of the sexual potency of the non-white, which the white must relentlessly seek in the rape of the non-white. For Walcott this is a condition of liberationary power of non-white people in the Manichean duality of white vs. black. For Walcott, non-white people under the hegemony of the colonial enterprise gave the white male colonizer no choice but to systematically use rape as an instrument of white power and as a means to satiate white desire, we are then to blame for the barbarity unleashed upon us. Walcott is then justifying and glorifying the origins of his miscegenated self by insisting that there is no white guilt and affirming his fitness for his odyssey. The bronze woman constituted by being hammered into the serenity of copper, is the non-white woman of the Caribbean constituted a sexualised non-white woman, by the desire of the white man to enable him to attain his sexual idyllic, which expresses his hegemonic power/desire over non-white people, of the Caribbean colonies of European nations. White power/desire gazed upon the bodies of these persons and set out to constitute multi-faceted non-white humans: workers, breeders of slave babies and pliant docile bodies versed in the arts of sexual pleasure desired by white men according to their white idyllic, where power and desire were inseparable, thereby ensuring these non-white humans, females and males, were sexually harvestable. The existential condition of being sexually harvestable meant you were always present, willing, able and ever available to satisfy all sexual desires of the white man in the social order. Rape as a concept did not apply in this social order, except when the victim was a white woman. You were literally passed from white hand to white hand as an indication of white male solidarity, for sexual harvesting was a white male entitlement. Walcott’s poetry seeks to erase this reality, this power relation expressing white desire, power and hegemony by insisting on power we possessed, which in fact makes us to be willing participants in the sexual harvesting of our ancestors. Walcott is stating that sexual assault should not traumatize us for it is an expression of our power, in an attempt to exonerate the white man from his collective guilt and sin against the colonized non-whites of the world.

Walcott now intensifies his condonation of the rape and genocide unleashed by the white conquistadors as follows: “The hign-boned ridges of the drowsing cheek are Amerindian by West African, and is there any Egypt in that head? Though, by the books, it seems impossible, still, those flinched nostrils have smelt the dead and in my book that’s sibylline; our sibyl has seen worse death in our Egyptian past than ritualistic slaughter to a faith; that metal peace was hammered in a blast of burning heat of pyramidical dead.” (Walcott 1962 pgs. 78-79). There is a genetic continuity between the Amerindian and the West African as there is no separation between them genetically, no product of isolation and as a result specific genetic evolution. Both then share the legacy of Egypt, the legacy of mass murder where the corpses form pyramids of the dead, where the drowsing cheek mutters spectacles of mass murder and the flinched nostrils have smelt the odor of death rising to the heavens from the pyramids of corpses. Hegemony was attained and rendered sustainable with the instruments of power used to generate the pyramids of corpses. Mass murder and its pyramids of death are then part of the collective consciousness of the Amerindian by West African, not the product of conquest of these races by the white conquistador. What has been unleashed by white conquest and domination pales in significance, in comparison to the memories that circulated in the pre-Colombus collective consciousness. Walcott continues: “Those veins are colored rivers of the violent slain,” “Out of such savage tangled roots was born this monolithic unforgiving face wrought in a furious kiln, in which each race expects its hundredth dawn.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 79). The conquered are then in no way victims of white conquest and domination of the Caribbean, for all races are formed in the crucible of mass murder with its pyramids of corpses in praise of violence. All races have their veins colored red with the blood of the slain, all sharing the same face manufactured in the crucible, the kiln of blood-letting, hence the monolithic face that is shared by all races, the product of this kiln. Walcott utilizes a discourse devoid of power relations, where humans lack human agency, for the human and human agency are the product of and controlled by the accumulative history of races stretching back to the dawn of human civilization on this world. Walcott posits a concept of history of races as the supreme totality, that transcends time and space constituting a relativistic idyllic, where in any specific epoch of this linear history, the past of the races determines the relations between the races. Walcott is drawing from the discursive core of white supremacist North Atlantic discourse to create a rationale formulated by a miscegenated being to explain away, to rationalize, eventually to justify white conquest and domination of the non-white world from Columbus to the present. To do this Walcott must banish from his discourse any reference to and analysis of power relations and the dynamic of power/force relations in this conquest, for to do so will situationalise the analysis to a specific chunk of space/time thereby banishing his apologetic of the history of races as the supreme totality.

Walcott is then through his discourse of the history of the races as the supreme totality, attempting to debunk Fanon’s discourse of the colonial psycho-existential complex, where there are no victims of white domination only benefits. Walcott is then a colonization denier, seeing no need for decolonization, as he insists that there is a pressing need to embrace all this whiteness with earnest devotion in order to erase the filth and the froth. Walcott through his embrace of that core discursive concept of white supremacist North Atlantic discourse, is then proposing his discourse of neo-liberalism for the psyche of non-whites. The product of a miscegenated seeking to win the plaudits of elements of the white elites he treasured, towards his affirmation as a human worthy in their eyes. But in this epoch at the end of this quest we remain mongrels at best, always niggers!

Walcott’s reference to East Indians in this poem “Bronze” raises the issue of his discourse of the East Indian in the Caribbean. In “Bronze” Walcott states: “Those veins are the colored rivers of the violent slain, cooled by dawn’s wind, like sea-wind over canes which the East Indian heaps with burning back.” (Walcott 1962 pg. 79). The East Indian is the coolie of the supreme totality, that has locked the white conquistador and the Amerindian by West African in a dance of races and race violence creating pyramids of corpses. The East Indian coolie is excluded from this supreme totality as it unfolded and evolved in the West Indies, they are the vassals of the supreme totality of the West Indies and the races that comprise it. The East Indian is charged with building the pyramids of corpses with their burning backs, vitally necessary to sustainably feeding the rivers of blood, that flow via the veins of the supreme totality. But their corpses are not part of, nor vital to these pyramids of corpses nor the veins of blood, as they are just coolies indentured to the supreme totality. The East Indian coolie is not then of the bronze as they are not hammered into serenity as copper. They are simply worker drones functionally designated by the supreme totality as coolies, as they are not of the races comprising the West Indian supreme totality. There are then no miscegenated of the East Indian for this is reserved only for the product of copulation between the white conquistador and the bronze. The East Indian coolie in the West Indian supreme totality has then no ontology, being the Dalits of this supreme totality, a condition worse than being castaways.
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Chapter 2

Walcott’s Dystopias

Book 2

“The Castaway and other poems” (1965)
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“The Castaway”

Walcott states:“The starved eye devours the seascape for the morsel of a sail. The horizon threads it infinitely. Action breeds frenzy, I lie. Afraid lest my own footprints multiply. The surf tires of its castles like a child. A net, inches across nothing. In the sun, the dog’s faeces crusts, whitens like coral.” (Walcott 1965 pg. 9). Walcott describes a dystopia, an anti-paradise of sun, sand and sea where the human existential condition is reflected in the physical conditions, the physical geography of the dystopia. The sun batters the space where dog shit is mistaken for coral, indicating an existential condition premised on delusion driven by ideational bankruptcy. The sea is the only means of escape from this physical prison that constitutes the dystopia, where the human plagued with ideational deficiency and malnutrition, gazes longingly on the seascape in search of a sail that offers the hope of release, freedom and departure from the dystopia. The need to migrate is pressing, manic, tantamount to life itself. Hence the horizon must thread infinitely this hope of escape, lodged in the sail on the seascape. In this terrain action can only breed frenzy but frenzy must be avoided, for it deepens the embrace of the dystopia on the individual. You then adopt the action of non-action, which is expressed and articulated via a nihilist discourse and worldview. There is no action, for it is the basis of frenzy and frenzy is unwanted, undesirable even rejected, as it multiplies my footprints in the sand. For even the sea, the pathway of liberation, the focus of desire, of the gaze in search of liberation tires of the footprints, the castles in the sand. In this nihilist nothingness the net repeatedly fails to catch anything of value, for this is a landscape devoid of ideational production, hence the reason why dog shit subjected to the blazing sun is mistaken for coral. In this landscape gazing at the seascape is the only hope presented, for ideational poverty formulates and constitutes no other.

Walcott continues: “If I listen I can hear the polyp build, the silence twanged by two waves of the sea. Godlike, annihilating godhead, and self, I abandon dead metaphors; the almond leaf-like heart, the ripe brain rotting like a yellow nut hatching its babel

sea-lice, sand-fly and maggot, that green wine bottle’s gospel choked with sand, labeled, a wrecked ship, clenched seawood nailed and white as a man’s hand.” (Walcott 1965 pg.10). In this dystopia premised on and driven by a collapsed ideational mode of production, a god manages to arise in spite of the dystopia. This god destroys the godhead of the crucifixion on nailed seawood, dismantles the self constituted by this godhead and most important of all, evades and surpasses the primary product of the dystopia: rotting brains that can only produce instruments of its power that feed off the human. These instruments feed off the blood and flesh of the human inmates of the dystopia. The human is then a victim of the dystopia whilst being its potent proponent. The very natural order of the dystopia is constituted by the dystopia to serve it, for the dystopia is the instrument of the godhead. The human situated in the dystopia can only encounter liberation by attaining the power of god to exit the dystopia via the sea. Walcott, the miscegenated is god, has escaped the dystopia via the sea, capable of hearing the polyp build hence establishing and confirming that the essence of this god is the power to produce ideas with the volume, content and resonance which separates and segregates from the rotting brains. This god in fact exerts power over the products of the rotting brain. Walcott states: “Cracking a sea-louse, I make thunder split.” (Walcott 1965 pg. 9). Liberation from the dystopia of sun, sand and sea is only possible and premised upon the production of ideas that deconstruct the discourse of the godhead of the dystopia, thereby granting godlike power over the instruments of power and the natural order of this dystopia. Godlike power is predicated on the embrace and weaponization of a specific discourse of the Logos: the white North Atlantic enlightenment Logos.

“A Village Life”

Walcott states: “Through the wide gray, loft window, I watched that winter morning, my first snow crusting the sill, puzzle the black nuzzling tom.” “a snowfall of torn poems piling up heaped by a rhyming spade. Starved, on the prowl, I was a frightened cat in that gray city. I floated, a cat’s shadow, through the black wool sweaters, leotards and parkas of the fire-haired snow shouldered Greenwich Village madchen, homesick, my desire crawled across snow like smoke, for its lost fire.” (Walcott 1965 pg. 16). The god that transcended the dystopia of sun, sand and sea is now in New York City in the Village, Manhattan not the bantustans of Brooklyn and the Bronx experiencing his first snow, desire revealed and a new social order with entirely different power relations. The snow impacts the god as it was never experienced before and the experience of sun, sand and sea is simply irrelevant to decipher its impact. But the god is deeply impacted by a new power relation, where the miscegenated is simply a shucking and jiving tom, a rhyming nigger with his ideational production classified as being white poetry from a nigger imitator of the white craft. In this Manhattan dystopia, the miscegenated receive no consideration for their white genetic lineage and there is only a single destiny: to be black and all that it constitutes. The Village in Manhattan has also impacted the desire of the god now classified as a rhyming tom for his desire is starved, the god is on the prowl, but the god notes the humans of the Village who are to him neuter nouns. Is this a third gender for the god, is he dismissing the Queers of the Village as genderless and by extension as socialized humans constituted by a social order? How does these neuter nouns impact the desire of the god? The god is homesick for sun, sand and sea, for in the Village his desire has lost its fire as its crawls across the snow in search of its fire. His desire has now run cold in this dystopia that is devoid of sun, needing the sun to fire up his desire. But what does the god desire? The god desires pussy to conquer, to eat, to fuck but what he fixates on is the genus who possess pricks but don’t desire pussy they want pricks, hence they are neuter nouns to the god. The god is then insisting that gender determines sexual preference and those who desire sex with fellow members of their gender are neuter nouns. At best, neither male nor female simply ‘it’, a thing. The god frames himself as the cat, the jaded predator disoriented by the dystopia of snow seeking pussy, is surrounded in the Village by neuter nouns which extinguishes the fire in his desire, for he wants pussy not pricks. Walcott reveals another of his white Manichean dualities, where since gender determines sexual preference there is good and bad sexual preference. Queers cannot then be males, they must be neuter, a non-gender, an out-caste of gendered beings. The god also reveals his position that a gendered/normal male is constituted a sexual predator, where the desire is to conquer as much pussy as possible through the course of their life. The god then embraces sexual harvesting as a gendered male entitlement, as massa did in his time.

The god is now forever condemned to traverse a series of dystopias for he is never satisfied, nor at ease, for every social order he finds himself in the natural order, the terrain impacts his equilibrium, hence his ideational output. It was first the sun, then the lack of sun but there is the impact on his desire encountered in the Village, Manhattan under the regime of the lack of sun. The god finds refuge during the winter seeking to escape the cold as the proverbial vampire must evade the sunlight on Hudson Street in the Village. Walcott states: “All that winter I haunted your house on Hudson Street, a tiring friend, demanding to be taken in, drunk, and fed, I thought winter would never end.” (Walcott 1965 pg. 16). Walcott must now evade the dystopia of the snow by hiding out in a house on Hudson Street, the Village awaiting the end of winter with the return of the sun. The god is entombed in that house as a vampire in the dark to evade daylight, assaulting all his qualities of his godliness, derived from a counter dystopia not from his present dystopia. The god of the dystopia of sun, sand and sea is not organic to express his godliness in the dystopia of snow, thereby constituting his major, pressing project to become an organic god of the dystopia of the snow. Walcott’s attainment of god of the dystopia of snow was confirmed and affirmed with his Noble prize for literature.

Walcott now deals with the death of his friend who gave him the means to be entombed in the Village, in order to avert the onslaught of the dystopia of snow.  Walcott states: “I cannot imagine you dead. But that state, frozen, a frosted pane in sunlight, giving nothing back by letting nothing in, your kindness or my pity. No self-reflection lies within those silent, light-blue eyes, whose image is some snow-locked mountain lake in numb Montana. And since that winter I have learned to gaze on life indifferently as through a pane of glass.” (Walcott 1965 pgs. 16-17). Death destroys the ability for self-reflection, for the constituting and operationalisation of self and self actualization. Death is a frozen state, a frosted pane of window glazing bombarded by the sun which denies input, hence banishing output of the human. The kindness of Walcott’s benefactor and the pity of Walcott of/for his benefactor’s death are all irrelevant, products of experiences that are now possessed by Walcott but of no impact on the dead benefactor. What the benefactor’s eyes mean to Walcott, the imagery of its meaning is relevant only to Walcott for the conveyance of this imagery via language means nothing to the dead benefactor; as this poem of Walcott has no meaning to the dead benefactor. The god has then been deeply impacted by the dystopia of snow for he now gazes on life as through a frosted pane of glazing with indifference, ambivalence and the arrogance of self being at the heart of the universe,  for such is a privilege, entitlement and right of god, Walcott’s exceptionalism.

Walcott now devotes his attention to the New York subway system as a potent indicator of the nature of the dystopia of snow, in its impact on the human inmates of the subway system. Walcott states: “Your image rattled on the subway glass is my own death-mask in an overcoat under New York, the subterranean freight of human souls, locked in an iron cell, station to station cowed with swaying calm, thunders to the end, each in its private hell, each plumped, prime bulk still swinging by the arm upon a hook. You’re two years dead. And yet I watch that silence spreading through our souls.” “Terror still eats the nerves, the Word is gibberish, the plot absurd.” (Walcott 1965 pg. 17). Traveling through the underground of the dystopia of snow is the metal serpent transporting the captives of this dystopia, who for the sake of mobility surrender to the enforced isolation, the sensory deprivation, of the metal serpent. This is physical and mental isolation where the inmate of the metal serpent is isolated from the world above, from the freedom to travel on one’s terms and conditions, from self-determination, from exerting power over the metal serpent, alienated from the metal serpent and the other captive humans in the belly of the metal serpent. The terrain, the physical conditions overwhelm the human traveler/inmate leaving the only space available, which is to sink into your mind, yourself awaiting the arrival at your station where you flee from this sensory deprivation tank. The sensory deprivation heightens with the movement of the metal serpent for as you are moving there is no recognizable terrain external of the metal serpent, just blurred lights and darkness. You see your reflection in the windows of the metal serpent, for with movement they are not windows but mirrors reflecting the images of those who have surrendered to the metal serpent, thereby constituting your sensory deprivation. The human inmates are all quiet, those in conversation cannot compete with the decibel level of the metal serpent as it runs along its electrified tracks, with smells entirely alien to those of the upper world. Silent, penitent, brooding human inmates is the rule of engagement formulated and deployed by these human inmates of the metal serpent over the years. Where the gaze is averted from your fellow inmates except for fleeting glances in a quest for personal, private space acting as some sort of enveloping buffer between inmates. Assaults on this rule are interpreted as imminent danger by the inmates of the metal serpent, for where can you hide and run? In this instrument of the dystopia of snow, the terror remains pervasive, literally consuming you and your need for safety, from the platform waiting on the train, to the journey and to exiting the station to the top world to face a different terrain with different realities. The Word is unrecognizable, broadcast in an alien tongue for it simply does not resonate with this metal serpent and its order of reality, designed to keep the inmates ignorant, uninformed forcing them to learn the order and structure of the metal serpent by actual human experience, mistakes and all, defeating the sanctity of education and the Word. The plot is absurd but this is the plot devised by a social order the god fled to from the dystopia of sun, sand and sea. Walcott repeats his beloved formula by again fingering the terrain and its nature as the basis of the dystopia as his gaze is not fixed on power relations. Everyone is in a hurry to enter and leave the stations that serve the metal serpent, hurry to go where? It is the social order and its power relations that constitute the humans that ride the metal serpent, who then constitute the metal serpent. Walcott in his power relations blindness gazes on the instruments of power rather than on humans locked in power/force relations insisting that this gaze on instruments can reveal and explain the human condition. Walcott is portraying humans devoid of power, hence agency, in this the god does not resonate with the discourse of the garden of Eden. I too am miscegenated, experienced in riding the metal serpent of New York city in the winter.

Walcott continues: “Not all are silent, or endure the enormity of silence at one station, somewhere off 33rd and Lexington, a fur-wrapped matron screamed, above the roar of rattling iron. Nobody took her on, we looked away. Such scenes rattle our trust in nerves tuned like machines. All drives as you remember it, the pace of walking, running the rat race, locked in a system, ridden by its rail, within a life where no one dares to fail.” “Nothing endures. Even in his cities man’s life is grass. Times Square. We sigh and let off steam, who should screech with the braking wheels, scream like our subway-Cassandra, heaven sent to howl for Troy, emerge blind from the blast of daylight, whirled apart like papers from a vent.” (Walcott 1965 pgs. 17-18). Silence of those who willingly surrender to the metal serpent is an expectation of the users. For silence denotes their safety and security is assured whilst not challenging them to take action, to witness, an event driven by an expectation of a scream for help. The operational decibel level of the steel serpent demands that the human scream compete with it in a quest to be audible. The human is then competing with the machine for space in order to be human, but the human is subsumed by the machine. But the human is constituted by the machine which is an instrument of the system, as is the rat race where humans simply cannot envisage failing. Nothing is unique and distinctive in the dystopia of the snow as life is not rooted in immortality for it’s transitory, just as in the dystopia of sun, sand and sea. The flesh pots of Times square are part of a coping mechanism devised by the system to engage human desire, simply another mechanism of the system to ensure our silent servility. The product is the refusal to screech, to banish silence, to wail as the prophetic messengers to awaken the silenced of New York city. Yet we choose to emerge blind from the underground when exposed to the daylight that challenges the silent, servile runner in the rat race. And to accept the affects of the system that degrades our humanity for its control of us as we surrender in silence as mindless beings. Walcott speaks of system as totality, hence no reference to power relations. A totality that is, simply because it is, which amounts to empty slogans pretending to be an analysis of the human condition in New York city. Again, in another Walcottian dystopia the terrain, the geographic space overpowers the human, in this case it’s a Luddite dystopia with its terrain, where the machine as part of, and instrument of, a system which dominates the human rendering them servile and silent to the system. But the system remains silent in the text, simply a slogan. The human captives of this system choose to embrace the system, illustrated by their refusal to assault the machine with the scream and the opening of the eyes to daylight. Again, slogans as liberationary instruments, to engage with a totality that constitutes a terrain to silence humans, where the totality is Walcott’s creation. The Walcottian dystopia is the product of Walcott’s totality, how then can Walcott proffer liberationary instruments to destroy the cornerstone of his discourse? There is no liberation possible from Walcott’s discourse of the dystopia, only escape which is the prerogative only of the god. The Walcottian dystopia of snow is fabricated on a platform of cliches common to the discourse of popular/mass culture of the era, which enables the god to communicate with the white folks of the North Atlantic, in his quest for the affirmation of his godhood by white folks.
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