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Publisher’s Note

The German text of Minimae Moralia has no footnotes. Adorno’s
extensive use of literary, musical, philosophical and idiomatic
allusions is, however, an integral device of the whole formal struc-
ture and style of the book. Explanations of these has seemed essen-
tial, where prior knowledge could not reasonably be assumed in
English-speaking readers. This edition therefore includes brief
decipherments of those implicit or explicit references or citations
where a clarification appeared to be necessary. All such footnotes
have been added by NLB. The decision when to insert them has
often proved difficult. But in general, familiarity with works or
figures in German literary history has been assumed to be less wide-
spread among Anglo-Saxon audiences than French references:
hence, at risk of superfluity for readers conversant with the former,
more information has been provided where echoes of it are con-
cerned. A special problem has arisen with the titles to the aphorisms.
These comprise six languages in the original - German, English,
French, Italian, Latin and Greek. The latter four have been rendered
exactly in the form in which Adorno composed them, with accom-
panying notes. The titles in English, no longer directly visible in
translation, are the following: They, the people, Tough Baby,
English spoken, Golden Gate, 1.Q., Wishful thinking, and Who is who
(Nos. 7, 24, 26, 104, 126, 127, 138). Whether in titles or text, the
great majority of the allusions in Minima Moralie, as will be seen,
involve irony or inversion.

All actual quotations — for example, from Hegel or Nietzsche,
Goethe or Proust — have been newly translated from the original,
and footnoted to standard native editions; to help English-speaking
readers locate the passages concerned, however, translated editions
have been added in brackets in the notes. The only exceptions,
Where existing English-language translations have been used, are
the quotations from Marx and Lukacs towards the end of the book.
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Dedication

The melancholy science from which I make this offering to my
friend relates to a region that from time immemorial was regarded
as the true field of philosophy, but which, since the latter’s con-
version into method, has lapsed into intellectual neglect, sententious
whimsy and finally oblivion: the teaching of the good life. What the
philosophers once knew as life has become the sphere of private
existence and now of mere consumption, dragged along as an
appendage of the process of material production, without autonomy
or substance of its own. He who wishes to know the truth about
life in its immediacy must scrutinize its estranged form, the objec-
tive powers that determine individual existence even in its most
hidden recesses. To speak immediately of the immediate is to behave
much as those novelists who drape their marionettes in imitated
bygone passions like cheap jewellery, and make people who are no
more than component parts of machinery act as if they still had the
capacity to act as subjects, and as if something depended on their
actions. Our perspective of life has passed into an ideology which
conceals the fact that there is life no longer.

But the relation between life and production, which in reality
debases the former to an ephemeral appearance of the latter, is
totally absurd. Means and end are inverted. A dim awareness of this
perverse quid pro qun has still not been quite eradicated from life.
Reduced and degraded essence tenaciously resists the magic that
transforms it into a fagade. The change in the relations of produc-
tion themselves depends largely on what takes place in the ‘sphere
of consumption’, the mere reflection of production and the cari-
cature of true life: in the consciousness and unconsciousness of
Individuals. Only by virtue of opposition to production, as still
not wholly encompassed by this order, can men bring about
another more worthy of human beings. Should the appearance of
life, which the sphere of consumption itself defends for such bad
reasons, be once entirely effaced, then the monstrosity of absolute
Production will triumph.

Nevertheless, considerations which start from the subject remain
false to the same extent that life has become appearance. For since
the overwhelming objectivity of historical movement in its present
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phase consists so far only in the dissolution of the subject, without
yet giving rise to a new one, individual experience necessarily bases
i*self on the old subject, now historically condemned, which is still
for-itself, but no longer in-itself. The subject still feels sure.of its
autonomy, but the nullity demonstrated to subjects by the con-
centration camp is already overtaking the form of subjectivity
itself. Subjective reflection, even if critically alerted to itself, has
something sentimental and anachronistic about it: something of a
lament over the course of the world, a lament to be rejected not for
its good faith, but because the lamenting subject threatens to become
arrested in its condition and so to fulfil in its turn the law of the
world’s course. Fidelity to one’s own state of consciousness and
experience is forever in temptation of lapsing into infidelity, by
denying the insight that transcends the individual and calls his
substance by its name.

Thus Hegel, whose method schooled that of Mimimae Moralia,
argued against the mere being-for-itself of subjectivity on all irs
levels. Dialectical theory, abhorring anything isolated, cannot
admit aphorisms as such. In the most lenient instance they might,
to use a term from the Preface to the Phenomenology of Mind, be
tolerated as ‘conversation’. But the time for that is past. Neverthe-
less, this book forgets neither the system’s claim to totality, which
would suffer nothing to remain outside it, nor that it remonstrates
against this claim. In his relation to the subject Hegel does not
respect the demand that he otherwise passionately upholds: to be
in the matter and not ‘always beyond it’, to ‘penetrate into the
immanent content of the matter’.! If today the subject is vanishing,
aphorisms take upon themselves the duty ‘to consider the evan-
escent itself as essential’. They insist, in opposition to Hegel’s prac-
tice and yet in accordance with his thought, on negativity: ‘The life
of the mind only attains its truth when discovering itself in absolute
desolation. The mind is not this power as a positive which turns
away from the negative, as when we say of something that it is null,
or false, so much for that and now for something else; it is this power
only when looking the negative in the face, dwelling upon it.’”2

The dismissive gesture which Hegel, in contradiction 1o his own
insight, constantly accords the individual, derives paradoxically

1. Phinomenologie des Geistes, Werke 3, Frankfurt 1970, p. s2 (The Pheno-
menology of Mind, London 1966, p. 112).
2. Phinomenologie des Geistes, p. 36 (The Phenomenology of Mind, p. 93).
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enough from his necessary entang!ement in libera.listic think.ing.
The conception of a totality ha:jm‘omol'.ns through all its antagonisms
compels him to assign to individuation, however much he may
designate it a driving moment in the process, an inferior status in
the construction of the whole. The knowledge that in pre-history
the objective tendency asserts itself over the heads of human beings,
indeed by virtue of annihilating individual qualities, without the
reconciliation of general and particular - constructed in thought -
ever yet being accomplished in history, is distorted in Hegel: with
serene indifference he opts once again for liquidation of the par-
ticular. Nowhere in his work is the primacy of the whole doubted.
The more questionable the transition from reflective isolation to
glorified totality becomes in history as in Hegelian logic, the more
eagerly philosophy, as the justification of what exists, attaches itself
to the triumphal car of objective tendencies. The culmination of the
social principle of individuation in the triumph of fatality gives
philosophy occasion enough to do so. Hegel, in hypostasizing both
bourgeois society and its fundamental category, the individual, did
not truly carry through the dialectic between the two. Certainly he
perceives, with classical economics, that the totality produces and
reproduces itself precisely from the interconnection of the anta-
gonistic interests of its members. But the individual as such he for
the most part considers, naively, as an irreducible datum — just
what in his theory of knowledge he decomposes. Nevertheless, in
an individualistic society, the general not only realizes itself through
the interplay of particulars, but society is essentially the substance
of the individual.

For this reason, social analysis can learn incomparably more from
individual experience than Hegel conceded, while conversely the
large historical categories, after all that has meanwhile been per-
Petrated with their help, are no longer above suspicion of fraud. In
the hundred and fifty years since Hegel’s conception was formed,
Some of the force of protest has reverted to the individual. Compared
to the patriarchal meagreness that characterizes his trearment in
Hegel, the individual has gained as much in richness, differentiation
and vigour as, on the other hand, the socialization of society has
enfeebled and undermined him. In the period of his decay, the
mfiiVidual’s experience of himself and what he encounters con-
tributes once more to knowledge, which he had merely obscured as
long as he continued unshaken to construe himself positively as the
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dominant category. In face of the totalitarian unison with which the
eradication of difference is proclaimed as a purpose in itself, even
part of the social force of liberation may have temporarily with-
drawn to the individual sphere. If critical theory lingers there, it is
not only with a bad conscience.

All this is not meant to deny what is disputable in such an attempt.
The major part of this book was written during the war, under
conditions enforcing contemplation. The violence that expelled me
thereby denied me full knowledge of it. I did not yet admit to my-
self the complicity that enfolds all those who, in face of unspeakable
collective events, speak of individual matters at all.

In each of the three parts the starting-point is the narrowest
private sphere, that of the intellectual in emigration. From this
follow considerations of broader social and anthropological scope;
they concern psychology, aesthetics, science in its relation to the
subject. The concluding aphorisms of each part lead on thematically
also to philosophy, without ever pretending to be complete or
definitive: they are all intended to mark out points of attack or to
furnish models for a future exertion of thought.

‘The immediate occasion for writing this book was Max Hork-
heimer’s fiftieth birthday, February 14th, 1945. The composition
took place in a phase when, bowing to outward circumstances, we
had to interrupt our work together. This book wishes to demon-
strate gratitude and loyalty by refusing to acknowledge the inter-
ruption. It bears witness to a dialogue intérieur: there is not a motif
in it that does not belong as much to Horkheimer as to him who
found the time to formulate it.

The specific approach of Minima Moralia, the attempt to present
aspects of our shared philosophy from the standpoint of subjective
experience, necessitates that the parts do not altogether satisfy the
demands of the philosophy of which they are nevertheless a part.
The disconnected and non-binding character of the form, the
renunciation of explicit theoretical cohesion, are meant as one
expression of this. At the same time this ascesis should atone in
some part for the injustice whereby one alone continued to perform
the task that can only be accomplished by both, and that we do not
forsake.
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Minima Moralia

PART ONE

Life does not live
Ferdinand Kiirnberger






l

For Marcel Proust. - The son of \zvell-to-do parents who, whether
from talent or weakness, engages in a so-called intellectual profes-
sion, as an artist or a scholar, will have a particularly dificult time
with those bearing the distasteful title of colleagues. It is not merely
that his independence is envied, the seriousness of his intentions
mistrusted, and that he is suspected of being a secret envoy of the
established powers. Such suspicions, though betraying a deep-
seated resentment, would usually prove well-founded. But the real
resistances lie elsewhere. The occupation with things of the mind
has by now itself become ‘practical’, a business with strict division
of labour, departments and restricted entry. The man of indepen-
dent means who chooses it out of repugnance for the ignominy of
earning money will not be disposed to acknowledge the fact. For
this he is punished. He is not a ‘professional’, is ranked in the
competitive hierarchy as a dilettante no matter how well he knows
his subject, and must, if he wants to make a career, show himself
even more resolutely blinkered than the most inveterate specialist.
The urge to suspend the division of labour which, within certain
limits, his economic situation enables him to satisfy, is thought
particularly disreputable: it betrays a disinclination to sanction the
operations imposed by society, and domineering competence per-
mits no such idiosyncrasies. The departmentalization of mind is a
means of abolishing mind where it is not exercised ex officio, under
contract. It performs this task all the more reliably since anyone who
repudiates the division of labour — if only by taking pleasure in his
work — makes himself vulnerable by its standards in ways insepar-
able from elements of his superiority. Thus is order ensured: some
have to play the game because they cannot otherwise live, and those
who could live otherwise are kept out because they do not want to
Play the game. It is as if the class from which independent intellec-
tuals have defected takes its revenge, by pressing its demands home
In the very domain where the deserter seeks refuge.

/
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2

Grassy seat.! — Qur relationship to parents is beginning to undergo
a sad, shadowy transformation. Through their economic impotence
they have lost their awesomeness. Once we rebelled against their
insistence on the reality principle, the sobriety forever prone to
become wrath against those less ready to renounce. But today we
are faced with a generation purporting to be young yet in all its
reactions insufferably more grown-up than its parents ever were;
which, having renounced before any conflict, draws from this its
grimly authoritarian, unshakeable power. Perhaps people have at all
times felt the parental generation to become harmless, powerless,
with the waning of its physical strength, while their own generation
already seemed threatened by the young: in an antagonistic society
the relation between generations too is one of competition, behind
which stands naked power. But today it is beginning to regress to a
state versed, not in the Oedipus complex, but in parricide. One of
the Nazis’ symbolic outrages is the killing of the very old. Such a
climate fosters a late, lucid understanding with our parents, as
between the condemned, marred only by the fear that we, powerless
ourselves, might now be unable to care for them as well as they
cared for us when they possessed something. The violence done to
them makes us forget the violence they did. Even their rationaliz-
ations, the once-hated lies with which they sought to justify their
particular interest as a general one, reveal in them an inkling of the
truth, an urge to resolve a conflict whose existence their children,
proof against all uncertainty, cheerfully deny. Even the outdated,
inconsistent, self-doubting ideas of the older generation are more
open to dialogue than the slick stupidity of Junior. Even the
neurotic oddities and deformities of our elders stand for character,
for something humanly achieved, in comparison to pathic health,
infantilism raised to the norm. One realizes with horror that earlier,
opposing one’s parents because they represented the world, one was
often secretly the mouthpiece, against a bad world, of one even
worse. Unpolitical attempts to break out of the bourgeois family
usually lead only to deeper entanglement in it, and it sometimes
seems as if the fatal germ-cell of society, the family, were at the

1. Allusion to the lines of a well-known German song: Der liebste Platy den
ich auf Erden hab',/das ist die Rasenbank am Elterngrab (The dearest spot I
have on earth/is the grassy seat by my parents’ grave).
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me the nurturing germ-cell of uncompromising pursuit of
With the family there passes away, while the system lasts,
not only the most effective agency of the bourgeoisie, but also the
resistance which, though repressing the individual, also strength-
ened, perhaps even produced him. The end of the family paralyses
the forces of opposition. The rising collectivist order is a mockery
of a classless one: together with the bourgeois it liquidates the
Utopia that once drew sustenance from motherly love.

same
another.

3

Fish in water. — Since the all-embracing distributive machinery of
highly-concentrated industry has superseded the sphere of circu-
lation, the latter has begun a strange post-existence. As the pro-
fessions of the middle-man lose their economic basis, the private
lives of countless people are becoming those of agents and go-
betweens; indeed the entire private domain is being engulfed by a
mysterious activity that bears all the features of commercial life
without there being actually any business to transact. All these
nervous people, from the unemployed to the public figure liable at
any moment to incur the wrath of those whose investment he
represents, believe that only by empathy, assiduity, serviceability,
arts and dodges, by tradesmen’s qualities, can they ingratiate them-
selves with the executive they imagine omnipresent, and soon there
is no relationship that is not seen as a ‘connection’, no impulse not
first censored as to whether it deviates from the acceptable. The
concept of connections, a category of mediation and circulation,
never flourished best in the sphere of circulation proper, the market,
but in closed and monopolistic hierarchies, Now that the whole of
Society is becoming hierarchical, these murky connections are
proliferating wherever there used still to be an appearance of free-
dom. The irrationality of the system is expressed scarcely less
clearly in the parasitic psychology of the individual than in his
cconomic fate. Earlier, when something like the maligned bour-
8eo1s division between professional and private life still existed — a
division whose passing one almost now regrets — anyone who
Pursued practical aims in the private sphere was eyed mistrustfully
?s AN uncouth interloper. Today it is seen as arrogant, alien and
Mproper to engage in private activity without any evident ulterior
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motive. Not to be ‘after’ something is almost suspect: no help to
others in the rat-race is acknowledged unless legitimized by counter-
claims. Countless people are making, from the aftermath of the
liquidation of professions, their profession. They are the nice folk,
the good mixers liked by all, the just, humanely excusing all mean-
ness and scrupulously proscribing any non-standardized impulses
as sentimental. Indispensable for their knowledge of all the channels
and plug-holes of power, they divine its most secret judgements
and live by adroitly propagating tliem. They are found in all
political camps, even where the rejection of the system is taken for
granted, and has thereby produced a slack and subtle conformism
of its own. Often they win sympathy by a certain good-naturedness,
a kindly involvement in other people’s lives: selflessness as specu-
lation. They are clever, witty, full of sensitive reactions: they have
refurbished the old tradesman’s mentality with the day before
yesterday’s psychological discoveries. They are capable of every-
thing, even love, yet always faithlessly. They deceive, not by
instinct, but on principle, valuing even themselves as a profit
begrudged to anyone else. To intellect they are bound both by
affinity and hatred: they are a temptation for the thoughtful, but
also their worst enemies. For it is they who insidiously attack
and despoil the last retreats of resistance, the hours still exempt
from the demands of machinery. Their belated individualism
poisons what little is left of the individual.

4

Final serenity. — A newspaper obituary for a businessman once
contained the words: “The breadth of his conscience vied with the
kindness of his heart.” The blunder committed by the bereaved in
the elevated language reserved for such purposes, the inadvertent
admission that the kind-hearted deceased had lacked a conscience,
expedites the funeral procession by the shortest route to the land
of truth. If a man of advanced years is praised for his exceptional
serenity, his life can be assumed to comprise a succession of in-
famies. He has rid himself of the habit of getting excited. Breadth
of conscience is passed off as magnanimity, all-forgiving because
all-too-understanding. The quid pro quo between one’s own guilt
and that of others, is resolved in favour of whoever has come off
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pest. After so long a life one quite loses the capacity to distinguish
who has done what harm to whom. In the abstract conception of
universal wrong, all concrete responsibility vanishes. The black-
guard presents himself as victim of injustice: if only you knew,

oung man, what life is like. But those conspicuous midway through
life by an exceptional kindness are usually drawing advances on
such serenity. He who is not malign does not live serenely but with a
peculiarly chaste hardness and intolerance. Lacking appropriate
objects, his love can scarcely express itself except by hatred for the
inappropriate, in which admittedly he comes to resemble what he
hates. The bourgeois, however, is tolerant. His love of people as
they are stems from his hatred of what they might be.

5

How nice of you, Doctor.* — There is nothing innocuous left. The
little pleasures, expressions of life that seemed exempt from the
responsibility of thought, not only have an element of defiant
silliness, of callous refusal to see, but directly serve their diametrical
opposite. Even the blossoming tree lies the moment its bloom is
seen without the shadow of terror; even the innocent ‘How lovely!’
becomes an excuse for an existence outrageously unlovely, and
there is no longer beauty or consolation except in the gaze falling on
horror, withstanding it, and in unalleviated consciousness of
negativity holding fast to the possibility of what is better. Mistrust
is called for in face of all spontaneity, impetuosity, all letting oneself
g0, for it implies pliancy towards the superior might of the existent.
The malignant deeper meaning of ease, once confined to the toasts
of conviviality, has long since spread to more appealing impulses.
The chance conversation in the train, when, to avoid dispute, one
consents to a few statements that one knows ultimately to implicate
murc.ler, is already a betrayal; no thought is immune against com-
‘Munication, and to utter it in the wrong place and in wrong agree-
;nent 18 enough to undermine its truth. Every visit to the cinema
.Caves me, against all my vigilance, stupider and worse. Sociability
1tself connives at injustice by pretending that in this chill world

o ll} Herr Doktor, das ist schon von Euch: humble thanks of an old peasant
P aust for consorting with a popular crowd at Easter (Goethe’s Faust,
art One),
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we can still talk to each other, and the casual, amiable remark
contributes to perpetuating silence, in that the concessions made to
the interlocutor debase him once more in the person of speaker. The
evil principle that was always latent in affability unfurls its full
bestiality in the egalitarian spirit. Condescension, and thinking
oneself no better, are the same. To adapt to the weakness of the
oppressed is to affirm in it the pre-condition of power, and to
develop in oneself the coarseness, insensibility and violence needed
to exert domination. If, in the latest phase, the condescending
gesture has been dropped and only the adaptation remains visible,
this perfect screening of power only allows the class-relationship
it denies to triumph more implacably. For the intellectual, inviolable
isolation is now the only way of showing some measure of solidarity.
All collaboration, all the human worth of social mixing and par-
ticipation, merely masks a tacit acceptance of inhumanity. It is the
sufferings of men that should be shared: the smallest step towards
their pleasures is one towards the hardening of their pains.

6

Antithesis. — He who stands aloof runs the risk of believing himself
better than others and misusing his critique of society as an ideology
for his private interest. While he gropingly forms his own life in the
frail image of a true existence, he should never forget its frailty,
nor how little the image is a substitute for true life. Against such
awareness, however, pulls the momentum of the bourgeois within
him. The detached observer is as much entangled as the active
participant; the only advantage of the former is insight into his
entanglement, and the infinitesimal freedom that lies in knowledge
as such. His own distance from business at large is a luxury which
only that business confers. This is why the very movement of
withdrawal bears features of what it negates. It is forced to develop
a coldness indistinguishable from that of the bourgeois. Even where
it protests, the monadological principle ¢onceals the dominant
universal. Proust’s observation that in photographs, the grand-
father of a duke or of a middle-class Jew are so alike that we forget
their difference of social rank, has a much wider application: the
unity of an epoch objectively abolishes all the distinctions that
constitute the happiness, even the moral substance, of individual
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existence. We record the decline.of education, and yet our prose,
measured against that of Jacob Grimm or Bachofen,! has in common
with the culture industry cadences unsuspected by us. Nor do we
any longer have the same command of Latin and Greek as Wolf or
Kirchhoff.* We point at the decline of civilization into illiteracy, and
ourselves forget the art of letter-writing, or of reading a text from
Jean Paul as it must have been read in his time. We shudder at the
brutalization of life, but lacking any objectively binding morality
we are forced at every step into actions and words, into calculations
that are by humane standards barbaric, and even by the dubious
values of good society, tactless. With the dissolution of liberalism,
the truly bourgeois principle, that of competition, far from being
overcome, has passed from the objectivity of the social process into
the composition of its colliding and jostling atoms, and therewith
as if into anthropology. The subjugation of life to the process of
production imposes as a humiliation on everyone something of the
isolation and solitude that we are tempted to regard as resulting
from our own superior choice. It is as old a component of bourgeois
ideology that each individual, in his particular interest, considers
himself better than all others, as that he values the others, as the
community of all customers, more highly than himself. Since the
demise of the old bourgeois class, both ideas have led an after-life
in the minds of intellectuals, who are at once the last enemies of the
bourgeois and the last bourgeois. In still permitting themselves
to think at all in face of the naked reproduction of existence, they
act as a privileged group; in letting matters rest there, they declare
the nullity of their privilege. Private existence, in striving to re-
semble one worthy of man, betrays the latter, since any resemblance
s withdrawn from general realization, which yet more than ever
before has need of independent thought. There is no way out of
¢ntanglement. The only responsible course is to deny oneself the
ideological misuse of one’s own existence, and for the rest to
conduct oneself in private as modestly, unobtrusively and

I Jacob Grimm (1785~1863): founder of German philology as a syste-
Matic discipline, as well as collector of German folk-tales. Johann Jakob

Bét:hofen (1815-87): romantic historian of ancient law and myth, author of
e famous work Das Moutterrecht (1861).

; . F tiedrich-August Wolf (1759—1824): classical philologist who first
l:::,l €Stigated the origins of Homeric poetry — a friend of Goethe and Hum-
dt. Adolf Kirchhoff (1826—1905): German classical scholar of the later nine-
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unpretentiously as is required, no longer by good upbringing
but by the shame of still having air to breathe, in hell.

7

They, the peaple, — The circumstance that intellectuals mostly have
to do with intellectuals, should not deceive them into believing
their own kind still more base than the rest of mankind. For they
get to know each other in the most shameful and degrading of all
situations, that of competing supplicants, and are thus virtually
compelled to show each other their most repulsive sides. Other
people, particularly the simple folk whose qualities the intellectual
is so fond of stressing, generally encounter him in the role of those
with something to sell, yet who have no fear of the customer ever
poaching on their preserves. The car mechanic, the barmaid, have
little difficulty in abstaining from effrontery: cburtesy is in any case
imposed on them from above. If, conversely, illiterates come to
intellectuals wanting letters written for them, they too may receive
a tolerably good impression. But the moment simple folk are
forced to brawl among themselves for their portion of the social
product, their envy and spite surpass anything seen among lAzerati
or musical directors. In the end, glorification of splendid underdogs
is nothing other than glorification of the splendid system that
makes them so. The justified guilt-feelings of those exempt from
physical work ought not become an excuse for the ‘idiocy of rural
life’. Intellectuals, who alone write about intellectuals and give
them their bad name in that of honesty, reinforce the lie. A great
part of the prevalent anti-intellectualism and irrationalism, right up
to Huxley, is set in motion when writers complain about the
mechanisms of competition without understanding them, and so
fall victim to them. In the activity most their own they have shut out
the consciousness of tat twam asi.! Which is why they then scuttle
into Indian temples.

&

If knaves should tempe you. — There is an amor intellectualis for
kitchen personnel, a temptation for those engaged in theoretical
1. ‘Thou art this’: mystic pantheist formula of the Upanishads.
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ric work to relax their spiritual demands on themselves, to
their standards, to indulge, in their subject-matter and its
dmfession, all kinds of habits that lucid appraisal has rejected.
g)i?:ce there are no longer, for the intellectual, any giYen categories,
even cultural, and bustle endangers concentration with a thousand
claims, the effort of producing something in some measure worth-
while is now so great as to be beyond almost everybody. The pres-
sure of conformity weighing on all producers further diminishes
their demands on themselves. The centre of intellectual self-
discipline as such is in the ;;:ocessl of dt*:c:omp;)siti«)nc.1 The t:;boos
that constitute a man’s intellectual stature, often sedimented ex-
periences and unarticulated insights, always operate against inner
impulses that he has learned to condemn, but which are so strong
that only an unquestioning and unquestioned authority can hold
them in check. What is true of the instinctual life is no less of the
intellectual: the painter or composer forbidding himself as trite
this or that combination of colours or chords, the writer wincing at
banal or pedantic verbal configurations, reacts so violently because
layers of himself are drawn to them. Repudiation of the present
cultural morass presupposes sufficient involvement in it to feel it
itching in one’s finger-tips, so to speak, but at the same time the
strength, drawn from thi.f involvement, to dismiss it. This strength,
though manifesting itself as individual resistance, is by no means
of a merely individual nature. In the intellectual conscience possessed
of it, the social moment is no less present than the moral super-ego.
§uch conscience grows out of a conception of the good society and
Its citizens, If this conception dims - and who could still trust
blindly in it — the downward urge of the intellect loses its inhibitions
and all the detritus dumped in the individual by barbarous culture —
}?alf~learning, slackness, heavy familiarity, coarseness — comes to
light. Usually it is rationalized as humanity, desire to be understood
by others, worldly-wise responsibility. But the sacrifice of intellec-
tal self-discipline comes much too easily to its maker for us to
believe hjs assurance that it is one. The most striking example is
that of intellecruals whose material situation has changed: no
sooner have they only perfunctorily persuaded themselves of the
?:‘}il 10 earn money by writing and that alone, than they turn out
a; mldentncal.m all its nuances to what, Wlt!] ampl.e means, they
OSt passionately abjured. Just as once-rich emigrés are often

as self-mdulgent]y miserly on foreign soil as they always wanted

or artis
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to be at home, so the impoverished in spirit march joyously intg
the inferno that is their paradise.

9

Promise me this, my child.» — The immorality of lying does not
consist in the offence against sacrosanct truth. An appeal to truth is
scarcely a prerogative of a society which dragoons its members to
own up the better to hunt them down. It ill befits universal untruth
to insist on particular truth, while immediately converting it into
its opposite. Nevertheless, there is something repellent about a lie,
and awareness of this, though inculcated by the traditional whip,
yet throws light on the gaolers. Error lies in excessive honesty. A
man who lies is ashamed, for each lie teaches him the degradatlon
of a world which, forcmg him to lie in order to live, promptly sings
the praises of loyalty and truthfulness.® This shame undermines the
lying of more subtly organized natures. They do it badly, which
alone really makes the lie a moral offence against the other. It im-
plies his stupidity, and so serves to express contempt. Among
today’s adept practitioners, the lie has long since lost its honest
function of misrepresenting reality. Nobody believes anybody,
everyone is in the know. Lies are told only to convey to someone
that one has no need either of him or his good opinion. The lie,
once a liberal means of communication, has today become one of
the techniques of insolence enabling each individual to spread
around him the glacial atmosphere in whose shelter he can thrive.

{10

Divided-urited. — Marriage, living on as an abject parody in 2
time that has removed the basis of its human justification, usually
serves today as a trick of self-preservation: the two conspirators

1. Vor allem eins, mein Kind: allusion to the lines of the late romantic poet
Robert Reinick (180¢~52), For allem eins, mein Kind, sei treu und wahr,| lass
nie die Liige deinen Mund entweihen (Above all else, my child, be loyal and
true / and never let a lie profane your mouth).

2. UF immer Treu’ und Redlichkeit: phrase from a Lied set by Mozart.
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¢ outward responsibility for their respective ill-doing to
deﬂecther while in_ reality existing together in a murky swamp.
?;eoon]y decent marriage would be one allowing each partner to
Jead an independent life, in which, instead of a fusion derived from
enforced community of economic interests, both freely accepted
a::utuanl responsibility. Marriage as a community of interests un-
failingly means the degradation of the interested parties, and it is
the perfidy of the world’s arrangements that no-one, even if aware
of it, can escape such degradation. The idea might therefore be
entertained that marriage without ignominy is a possibility reserved
for those spared the pursuit of interests, for the rich. But the possi-
bility is purely formal, for the privileged are precisely those in
whom the pursuit of interests has become second nature — they
would not otherwise uphold privilege.

1

With all my worldly goods. — Divorce, even between good-natured,
amiable, educated people, is apt to stir up a dust-cloud that covers
and discolours all it touches. It is as if the sphere of intimacy, the
unwatchful trust of shared life, is transformed into a malignant
poison as soon as the relationship in which it flourished is broken
off. Intimacy between people is forbearance, tolerance, refuge for
idiosyncrasies. If dragged into the open, it reveals the moment
of weakness in it, and in a divorce such outward exposure is inevit-
able. Tt seizes the inventory of trust. Things which were once signs
of loving care, images of reconciliation, breaking loose as indepen-
dent values, show their evil, cold, pernicious side. Professors, after
S€paration, break into their wives’ flats to pilfer objects from writing
desk§, and well-endowed ladies denounce their husbands for tax-
cvasion. If marriage offers one of the last possibilities of forming
human cells within universal inhumanity, the universal takes
fevenge in the breakdown of marriage, laying hands on what had
seemed excepted from the rule, subjugating it to the alienated
g"del'}i of rights and. property and deriding those who had lived in
el.“‘s{ve security. Just what was most protected is cruelly re-
gu}sftloned and exposed. The more ‘generous’ the couple had
t}:;glnally been, the less they thought of possessions and obligations,
More abominable becomes their humiliation. For it is precisely
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in the realm of the legally undefined that strife, defamation ang
endless conflict of interests flourish. The whole sombre base o
which the institution of marriage rises, the husband’s barbaroyg
power over the property and work of his wife, the no less barbaroyg
sexual oppression that can compel a man to take life-long responsi.
bility for a woman with whom it once gave him pleasure to sleep -
all this crawls into the light from cellars and foundations when the
house is demolished. Those who once experienced the good
universal in restrictively belonging to each other, are now forced
by society to consider themselves scoundrels, no different from
the universal order of unrestricted meanness outside. The universal
is revealed in divorce as the particular’s mark of shame, because the
particular, marriage, is in this society unable to realize the true
universal.

12

Inter pares. — In the realm of erotic qualities a reversal of values
seems near completion. Under liberalism, up to our own times,
married men from good society, unsatisfied by their correct spouses
of sheltered upbringing, were wont to indemnify themselves with
chorus girls, bohémiennes, Viennese sisse Mddel [‘sweet wenches']
and cocorres. With the rationalization of society this possibility of
irregular bliss has disappeared. The cocottes have died out, the
equivalent of ‘siisse Madel’ probably never existed in Anglo-Saxon
and other countries with a technical civilization; but the chorus
girls and the bohemians now parasitically grafted to mass culture,
are so thoroughly imbued with its reasoning that he who volup-
tuously flees to their anarchy, the free control of their own exchange
value, risks waking up under the obligation, if not of engaging
them as assistants, at least of recommending them to a film magnate
or script-writer of his acquaintance. The only women still able
to indulge in anything resembling uncalculating love are now these
very ladies whose husbands once forsook them for the tiles. While
they remain as tedious to their husbands, through the latters’ fault,
as their mothers were, they can at least bestow on others what they
are otherwise denied by all. The long-since frigid libertine repre-
sents business, while the correct, well-brought-up wife stands
yearningly and unromantically for sexuality. So at last society
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eve the honour of their dishonour, at the moment when

[adies achi longer either society or ladies.

there are no

13

Protection, help and counsel. — Every intellectual in emigration is,
without exception, mutilated, and does well to acknowledge it to
himself, if he wishes to avoid being cruelly apprised of it behind
the ﬁghtly-closed doors of his self-esteem. He lives in an environ-
ment that must remain incomprehensible to him, however flaw-
less his knowledge of trade-union organizations or the automobile
industry may be; he is always astray. Between the reproduction of
his own existence under the monopoly of mass culture, and im-
partial, responsible work, yawns an irreconcilable breach. His
language has been expropriated, and the historical dimension that
nourished his knowledge, sapped. The isolation is made worse by
the formation of closed and politically-controlled groups, mis-
trustful of their members, hostile to those branded different. The
share of the social product that falls to aliens is insufficient, and
forces them into a hopeless second struggle within the general
competition. All this leaves no individual unmarked. Even the man
spared the ignominy of direct co-ordination bears, as his special
mark, this very exemption, an illusory, unreal existence in the life-
process of society. Relations between outcasts are even more
poisoned than between long-standing residents. All emphases are
wrong, perspectives disrupted. Private life asserts itself unduly,
hectically, vampire-like, trying convulsively, because it really no
longer exists, to prove it is alive. Public life is reduced to an un-
Spoken oath of allegiance to the platform. The eyes take on a
?;mc Yet cold look of grasping, devouring, commandeering.
theere 1S no remedy but steadfast diagnosis of oneself and others,
ob attempt, through awareness, if not to escape doom, at least to
i &;ltegf its drea.dful violence, that of blindness. Utmost caution
ar as oh f?f, particularly in the choice of private acquaintances, as
out thce Ol?ehsnll rema:ins. Al:.»ove all, one sh’ould beware of seeking
Possible :‘lgaty, and. expecting something’ of them. The. eye .for
£ ntages is the mortal enemy of all human relationships;
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