ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

imperative to him as it is physically and emotion-
ally necessary. I can see a whole flood of exquisite
inhibitions heaped up for burial and dry rot within
the caverns and the interstices of his soul. He is
a rapidly disappearing splendor, despite the possible
encouragement of statistics. He needs the dance
to make his body live out its natural existence, pre-
cisely as he needs the air for his lungs and blood
for his veins. He needs to dance as we need to
laugh to save ourselves from fixed stages of mor-
bidity and disintegration. It is the laughter of his
body that he insists upon, as well as depends upon.
A redman deprived of his racial gesture is unthink-
able. You would have him soon the bleached car-
cass in the desert out of which death moans, and
from which the lizard crawls. It would be in the
nature of direct race suicide. He needs protection
therefore rather than disapproval. It is as if you
- clipped the wing of the eagle, and then asked him
to soar to the sun, to cut a curve on the sky with the
instrument dislodged; or as if you asked the deer to
roam the wood with its cloven hoofs removed.
You can not cut the main artery of the body and
expect it to continue functioning. Depriving the
redman of his one enviable gesture would be cutting
the artery of racial instinct, emptying the beautiful
chamber of his soul of its enduring consciousness.
The window would be opened and the bird flown to
a dead sky. It is simply unthinkable. The redman
is essentially a thankful and a religious being. He
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