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DOCUMENT A

When Marjorie and Bernice reached home at half after midnight they said good night at the top of the
stairs. Though cousins, they were not intimates. As a matter of fact Marjorie had no female intimates - she
considered girls stupid. Bernice on the contrary all through this parent-arranged visit had rather longed to
exchange those confidences flavored with giggles and tears that she considered an indispensable factor in all
feminine intercourse. But in this respect she found Marjorie rather cold; felt somehow the same difficulty in
talking to her that she had in talking to men. Marjoric never giggied, was never frightened, seldom
embarrassed, and in fact had very few of the qualities which Bernice considered appropriately and blessedly
feminine. As Bernice busied herself with tooth-brush and paste this night she wondered for the hundredth
time why she never had any attention when she was away from home.

That her family were the wealthiest in Eau Claire; that her mother entertained tremendously, gave little
dinners for her daughter before all dances and bought her a car of her own to drive round in, never occurred
to her as factors in her home-town social success. Like most girls she had been brought up on the warm milk
prepared by Annie Fellows Johnston and on novels in which the female was beloved because of certain
mysterious womanly qualities, always mentioned but never displayed.

Bernice felt a vague pain that she was not at present engaged in being popular. She did not know that had
it not been for Marjorie's campaigning she would have danced the entire evening with one man; but she
knew that even in Eau Claire other girls with less position and less pulchritude were given a much bigger
rush. She attributed this to something subtly unscrupulous in those girls. It had never worried her, and if it
had her mother would have assured her that the other girls cheapened themselves and that men really
respected girls like Bernice. She turned out the light in her bathroom, and on an impulse decided to go in and
chat for a moment with her aunt Josephine, whose light was still on. Her soft slippers bore her noiselessly
down the carpeted hall, but hearing voices inside she stopped near the partly opened door. Then she caught
her own name and, without any definite intention of eavesdropping, lingered - and the thread of the
conversation going on inside pierced her consciousness sharply as if it had been drawn through with a
needle.

'She's absolutely hopeless!' It was Marjorie's voice. 'Oh, I know what you're going to say! So many
people have told you how pretty and sweet she is, and how she can cook! What of it? She has a bum time.
Men don't like her.’

'What's a little cheap popularity?'

Mrs Harvey sounded annoyed.

'It's everything when you're eighteen,' said Marjorie emphatically. T've done my best. I've been polite and
I've made men dance with her, but they just won't stand being bored. When I think of that gorgeous coloring
wasted on such a ninny, and think what Martha Carey could do with it - oh!'

"There's no courtesy these days.'

Mrs Harvey's voice implied that modern situations were too much for her. When she was a girl all young
ladies who belonged to nice families had glorious times.

"Well,' said Marjorie, 'no girl can permanently bolster up a lame-duck visitor, because these days it's
every girl for herself. I've even tried to drop her hints about clothes and things, and she's been furious - given
me the funniest looks. She's sensitive enough to know she's not getting away with much, but I'll bet she
consoles herself by thinking that she's very virtuous and that I'm too gay and fickle and will come to a bad
end. All unpopular girls think that way. Sour grapes! Sarah Hopkins refers to Genevieve and Roberta and me
as gardenia girls! I'll bet she'd give ten years of her life and her European education to be a gardenia girl and
have three or four men in love with her and be cut in on every few feet at dances.’
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Tt seems to me,' interrupted Mrs Harvey rather wearily, 'that you ought to be able to do something for

Bernice. I know she's not very vivacious.'
Marjorie groaned.

"Vivacious! Good grief! I've never heard her say anything to a boy except that it's hot or the floor's
crowded or that she's going to school in New York next year. Sometimes she asks them what kind of car they
have and tells them the kind she has. Thrilling!'

There was a short silence, and then Mrs Harvey took up her refrain:

'All I know is that other girls not half so sweet and attractive get partners. Martha Carey, for instance, i
stout and loud, and her mother is distinctly common. Roberta Dillon is so thin this year that she looks a
though Arizona were the place for her. She's dancing herself to death.'

"But, mother,' objected Marjorie impatiendy, "Martha is cheerful and awfully witty and an aw
girl, and Roberta's a marvellous dancer. She's been popular for ages!'

Mrs Harvey yawned.

T think it's that crazy Indian blood in Bernice,' continued Marjorie. 'Maybe she's a reversion to type.
Indian women all just sat round and never said anything.'

'Go to bed, you silly child,' laughed Mrs Harvey. 'I wouldn't have told you that if I'd thought you were
going to remember it. And I think most of your ideas are perfectly idiotic,' she finished sleepily.

There was another silence, while Marjorie considered whether or not convincing her mother was worth
the trouble. People over forty can seldom be permanently convinced of anything. At eighteen our convictions
are hills from which we look; at forty-five they are caves in which we hide.

Having decided this, Marjorie said good night. When she came out into the hall it was quite empty.

=

Scott Fitzgerald, “Bernice bobs her hair”, in The Curious Case of Benjamin Button & 2
other stories, Penguin books, London, 1920. pp 41-43
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DOCUMENT B

It is on this bleak scene that a phenomenon has appeared: the American existentialist—the hipster, the
man who knows that if our collective condition is to live with instant death by atomic war, relatively quick
death by the State as /'univers concentrationnaire, or with a slow death by conformity with every creative
and rebellious instinct stifled (at what damage to the mind and the heart and the liver and the nerves no
research foundation for cancer will discover in a hurry), if the fate of twentieth century man is to live with
death from adolescence to premature senescence, why then the only life-giving answer is to accept the terms
of death, to live with death as immediate danger, to divorce oneself from society, to exist without roots, to set
out on that uncharted journey into the rebellious imperatives of the self. In short, whether the life is criminal
or not, the decision is to encourage the psychopath in oneself, to explore that domain of experience where
security is boredom and therefore sickness, and one exists in the present, in that enormous present which is
without past or future, memory or planned intention, the life where a man must go until he is beat, where he
must gamble with his energies through all those small or large crises of courage and unforeseen situations
which beset his day, where he must be with it or doomed not to swing. The unstated essence of Hip, its
psychopathic brilliance, quivers with the knowledge that new kinds of victories increase one's power for new
kinds of perception; and defeats, the wrong kind of defeats, attack the body and imprison one's energy until
one is jailed in the prison air of other people's habits, other people's defeats, boredom, quiet desperation, and
muted icy self-destroying rage. One is Hip or one is Square (the alternative which each new generation
coming into American life is beginning to feel), one is a rebel or one conforms, one is a frontiersman in the
Wild West of American night life, or else a Square cell, trapped in the totalitarian tissues of American
society, doomed willy-nilly to conform if one is to succeed.

A totalitarian society makes enormous demands on the courage of men, and a partially totalitarian society
makes even greater demands for the general anxiety is greater. Indeed if one is to be a man, almost any kind
of unconventional action often takes disproportionate courage. So it is no accident that the source of Hip is
the Negro for he has been living on the margin between totalitarianism and democracy for two centuries. But
the presence of Hip as a working philosophy in the sub-worlds of American life is probably due to jazz, and
its knife-like entrance into culture, its subtle but so penetrating influence on an avant-garde generation—that
post-war generation of adventurers who (some consciously, some by osmosis) had absorbed the lessons of
disillusionment and disgust of the Twenties, the Depression, and the War. Sharing a collective disbelief in the
words of men who had too much money and controlled too many things, they knew almost as powerful a
disbelief in the socially monolithic ideas of the single mate, the solid family and the respectable love life. If
the intellectual antecedents of this generation can be traced to such separate influences as D. H. Lawrence,
Henry Miller, and Wilhelm Reich, the viable philosophy of Hemingway fits most of their facts: in a bad
world, as he was to say over and over again (while taking time out from his parvenu snobbery and dedicated
gourmandise), in a bad world there is no love nor mercy nor charity nor justice unless a man can keep his
courage, and this indeed fitted some of the facts. What fitted the need of the adventurer even more precisely
was Hemingway's categorical imperative that what made him feel good became therefore The Good.

So no wonder that in certain cities of America, in New York of course, and New Orleans, in Chicago and
San Francisco and Los Angeles, in such American cities as Paris and Mexico, D.F., this particular part of a
generation was attracted to what the Negro had to offer. In such places as Greenwich Village, a menage-a-
trois was completed—the bohemian and the juvenile delinquent came face-to-face with the Negro. and the
hipster was a fact in American life. If marijuana was the wedding ring, the child was the language of Hip for
its argot gave expression to abstract states of feeling which all could share, at least all who were Hip. And in
this wedding of the white and the black it was the Negro who brought the cultural dowry. Any Negro who
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wishes to live must live with danger from his first day, and no experience can ever be casual to him, no
Negro can saunter down a street with any real certainty that violence will not visit him on his walk. The
cameos of security for the average white: mother and the home, job and the family, are not even a mockery
to millions of Negroes; they are impossible. The Negro has the simplest of alternatives: live a life of constant
humility or ever-threatening danger. In such a pass where paranoia is as vital to survival as blood, the Negro
had stayed alive and begun to grow by following the need of his body where he could. Knowing in the cells
of his existence that life was war, nothing but war, the Negro (all exceptions admitted) could rarely afford the
sophisticated inhibitions of civilization, and so he kept for his survival the art of the primitive, he lived in the
enormous present, he subsisted for his Saturday night kicks, relinquishing the pleasures of the mind for the
more obligatory pleasures of the body, and in his music he gave voice to the character and quality of his

existence, to his rage and the infinite variations of joy, lust, languor, growl, cramp, pinch, scream and despair
of his orgasm. For jazz is orgasm, it is the music of orgasm, good orgasm and bad, and so it spoke a
nation, it had the communication of art even where it was watered, perverted, corrupted, and almost ki

NG

=
=

it

spoke in no matter what laundered popular way of instantaneous existential states to which some w hites
could respond, it was indeed a communication by art because it said, "I feel this, and now you do too."

So there was a new breed of adventurers, urban adventurers who drifted out at night looking for action
with a black man's code to fit their facts. The hipster had absorbed the existentialist synapses of the Negro,

and for practical purposes could be considered a white Negro.

Norman Mailer, “The white negro: superficial reflections on the hipster” (1979).
Dissent Magazine pp. 277-279.
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DOCUMENT C
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Prop banknote created for 2006 Christmas Special episode of BBC TV’s Doctor Who. British Museum.
Cardiff, Wales (2006).

Length: 8.3 cm

Width: 15.5 cm

Depth: 14 mm

Museum number: 2009,4108.1



