
A HEAD WITHOUT A WORLD MO B IL I Z A TI ON

which he had named were enacting a war—dance before his eyes. Blood
was flowing; since it was the blood of books, he felt deadly sick. But
he must not faint, he must not lose consciousness! Then gradually
there rose a whirlwind of applause, it sounded like a storm rushing
through a forest in leaf; from all sides came joyful acclamations. Here
and there he recognized a single voice by the words it spoke. Their
own words, their own voices, ah yes, these were his friends, his liege—
men, they would follow him in the Holy War! Suddenly he straight
ened himself on the top of the ladder, bowed two or three times and —

conftisecl by his excitement — laid his left hand on his right breast, a
place where he, like other men, had no heart. The applause showed no
sign of abating. He felt as though he were drinking it in with eyes,
ears, nose and tongue, with the whole of his moist, tingling skin. Never
would be have thought himself capable of such words of fire. He
remembered his stage fright before the speech — for what had his
apologies been if not stage fright —and he smiled.

In order to put a term to the ovation, he climbed down the ladder.
On the carpet he noticed bloodstains and felt for his face. The pleasing
moistness was blood, and now he did indeed remember that he had
fallen on to the floor in the interval, but, prevented from losing con
sciousness by the outburst of applause, had then again climbed up the
ladder. He ran into the kitchen quickly, quickly he must get out of
the library — who could say if the blood had not already spurted on to
the books — and carefully washed away all the red marks. It was
better so, that he should be wounded and not one of his soldiers. Re
invigorated, filled with a new courage for combat, he hastened back
to the scene of conflict. The tumultuous applause was silenced. Only
the wind whistled mournfully through the skylight. We have no time
now for songs of lamentation, he thought, or we shall be singing them
next by the waters of Babylon. Afire with zeal he leapt upon the
ladder, drew out his face to its sternest length and shouted in stentorian
command, while the window panes above him rattled in terror.

‘I am glad to see that you have come to your senses in time. But wars
are not won by shouting. I assume from your approbation that you
are willing to do battle under my command.

‘I hereby declare:
‘r. That a state of war is now in existence.
‘2. That traitors will be shot out of hand.
‘3. That all authority is united in one hand. That I am commander

in-chief sole leader and officer in command.

‘.
That any inequalities among those taking part in the war, be they

of ancestry, reputation, importance or value, are for the tune being
abolished. The democratization of the army will be practically ex
pressed in the following form: from to-day onwards each single volume
will stand with its back to the wall. This measure will increase our
sense of solidarity. It will deprive the piratical but uneducated enemy
of the means to measure us one against the other.

‘.
That the word is Kung.’

With this statement he ended his brief manifesto. He did not wait
to see the effect of his words. The success of his earlier speech had
swelled his sense of power. He knew himself to be borne up on the
unanimous devotion of his entire army. He held the earlier expression
of their approbation to suffice, and proceeded immediately to action.

Each single volume was taken out and placed with its back to the wall.
As he held his old friends one by one in his hand — quickly and during
the natural course of his work — it distressed him thus to reduce them
to the namelessness of an army ready for war. In earlier years nothing
couid have persuaded him to such harshness. A la guerre comme a Ia
çmerre, he justified himself, and sighed.

The peace-loving works of Gautaina Buddha, threatened with soft
speeches to refuse military service. He laughed scornfully and cried:
‘Try ifyou like!’ Confidently as his words rang out, his confidence was
nevertheless shaken. For the works of Buddha filled several dozen
volumes. There they stood, shoulder to shoulder, in Pali, ir Sanskrit,
in Chinese and Japanese, Tibetan, English, German, French and Italian
translations, an entire company, a force which commanded some
respect. Their conduct seemed to him pure hypocrisy.

‘Why did you not notify your decision earlier?’
We did not join in the applause, 0 master.’
‘You might at least have raised your voices in disagreement.’
‘We were silent, 0 master.’
‘How like you!’ with these words he cut short any further discourse.
Yet the pinprick of their silence remained with him. For who, in

tile decades past, had elevated silence into the first principle of his
existence? He had, he Kien. Whence had he learnt the value of silence,
to whom did he owe this decisive turn in his own development? To
Buddha, tile Enlightened. Buddha was usually silent. Possibly he owed
much of his fame to this fact — his frequent silence. He had few words
left over for knowledge. He answered all possible questions either with
silence, or by making it clear that an answer was not worth while. The

94 95



A HEAD WITHOUT A WORLD MOBILIZATION

suspicion that he could not give an answer was not far off: For what he
did know, his famous Chain of Causation, a primitive form of logic, L
would apply to every possible occasion. If he did not remain silent,
he merely repeated over and over again, exactly the same things. Take
away the parables from his works, and what was left? Nothing but a
miserable Chain of Causation. A poor-spirited creature. A mind which
had put on fat simply through inertia. Can anyone imagine a thin
Buddha? There is silence and silence.

Buddha revenged himself for the unspeakable insult: he remained
silent. Kien made haste to turn his sayings all with their backs to the
wall, hurrying to be free of this defeatist, demoralizing group.

He had assumed a heavy task. Warlike resolutions are easily made.
But it is essential afterwards to keep firm hold of each individual.
Those who objected to war in principle were only a minority. It was
the fourth point of his manifesto which met with the greatest opposi
tion, the democratization of the army, the first really practical measure.
What a multitude of vanities were here to be overcome! Rather than
renounce each his individual reputation, these idiots preferred to be
stolen! Schopenhauer announced his will to live. Posthumously he
lusted for this worst of all worlds. In any case he positively refused to
fight shoulder to shoulder with Hegel. Schelling raked up his old
accusations and asserted the identitr of Hegel’s teachings with his own,
which were the older. Fichte cried heroically, ‘I am I!’ Immanuel Kant
stood forth, more categorically than in his lifetime, for Eternal Peace.
Nietzsche declaimed all his many personalities, Dionysus, anti—
Wagner, Antichrist and Saviour. Others hurried into the breach and
made use of this moment, even of this critical moment, to proclaim
how much they had been neglected. At long last Kien turned his back
on the fantastic inferno of German philosophy.

He imagined that he would find compensation among the less
grandiose and perhaps all too precise French, but he was received with
a shower of raillery. They mocked at his absurd figure. He could not
manage his body, so he went to war. He had always been a lowly
creature, so now he was lowering the status of his books in order to
appear the greater himself, This was the manner of all men in love:
they invent opposition, to appear victorious. What lay behind this
Holy War? Nothing but a woman, an uneducated housekeeper, old-
fashioned, past use, and without savour. Kien became furious: ‘You
do not deserve my leadership!’ he yelled, ‘I shall abandon you all and
sundry to your fate!’

‘Go to the English!’ they advised him. They were far too much
interested in esprit to let matters come to a serious clash with him,
and their advice was good.

Among the English he found what he needed at the present time:
the solid ground of facts on which they throve so well. Their objec
tiOnS, in so far as their rigidity permitted them to utter any, were
sober, practical, yet well thought out. All the same they could not let
him go without one serious reproof. Why had he taken the word for
the day from the speech of a coloured race? At that Kien was beside
himself and shouted abuse even at the English.

He cursed his fate which showered upon him one disillusion after
another. Better be a coolie than a comniander—in—chief he cried, and
ordered the many—headed multitude to be silent. For hours he worked
at turning them all round. How easily he might have flicked them on
their covers, but he did not trust himself to enforce his new disciplinary
order, and did no one any hurt. Weary, oppressed, tired to death, he
dragged himself along the shelves. He completed his task out of firm-
ness of character, no longer out of conviction. They had robbed him
of his faith. For the upper shelves he fetched the ladder. This, too, met
him without affction, even with hostility. Time and again the ladder
jumped off’ its hooks and settled rebelliously, flat on the carpet. With
thin, nerveless arms he lifted it up and each time it seemed to weigh
more. He had not pride enough left to scold it as it merited. Climbing
up again, he treated the rungs with deference, lest they too should play
him tricks. So bad were things with him, he must even temporize
with the steps, a mere auxiliary. When the books in the quondam
dining-room had been turned, he stared at his handiwork. He ordered
a rest of three minutes duration. He passed the time, horizontal, pant
ing, on the carpet, watch in hand. Then he turned to the neighbouring
room.

96 97


