suddenly become ”racist” and
“Uncle Tom.” When I was
growingup, the good people of
my parents’ generation all referred to them as ”the colored.”
(Idon’t know what the Bad
Guys, the racists, called them
in those days,
since I had never
met one: perhaps,
after all, ”nigger.”) But us
younger progressives regarded
“colored” as racist and Uncle
Tom, for some
reason that I’ve
never grasped:
we used the Good
word ”Negro.”
No sooner had
”Negro”’ swept
the boards, however, and ”colored’’ been vanquished, when
the radical blacks
of the late 60s
denounced the good old word
”Negro” as racist and Uncle
Tom and insisted on the word
”black.” (Although, oddly
enough, in older decades,
”black” was considered terribly
racist and pejorative, referring
as it did to color.) Finally, after
a sharp but short fight, ”black”
was triumphant, and ”Negro”
sent to the brig, beyond the
pale of civilized people.
From the point of view of the
average American, the word
”black” had a great advantage:
it has only one syllable. But, a
couple of years ago, the black
leadership put their heads together and decided that “black“
was now racist and Uncle Tom,
and that the only satisfactory

l0

February 1993

term is “African-American.”
No guys, no way. No way that
a word of seven syllables ”Afrii-can A-mer-i-can” is going to
replace a word of one syllable.
Never. There are still some
verities that the average American holds to with
great firmness;
and contracting
syllables is one of
them.
I see signs on
the horizon that
“African-American” might already be obsolete,
and that a new
phrase is coming
onto the horizon.
Get this, it’s:
“people of color.”
So: after a hundred years of putting us through
the hoops the upshot is almost the
same phrase with
which we started,
oh so long ago. Except that for
the two syllable ”col-ored” we
now have the five-syllable”people of co-lor.” I suppose some
would call that “progress.”

‘TheirMalcolm.
And Mine
by M.N.R.
Why Malcolm X? Why the
:suddenrage, replete with base‘ball caps inscribed with X’s, for
a man assassinated nearly thuty
years ago? Partly it’s media
hype, centered around the new
hagiographic movie made by
our Most Politically Correct

Movie Director, Black Division.
More seriously, the nostalgia
for Malcolm is part of America’s
permanent JacobinCelebration
Project, in which new politically
correct birthdays and anniversaries are dug up and compulsorily celebrated (Earth Day,
Earth Week, “Dr.” Martin
Luther King Day, etc.), while
others are overlooked or
dumped altogether (Washington’s Birthday, Columbus Dayyou should forgive the expression). To paraphrase LBJ, seize
control of a nation’s celebrations, and their hearts and
minds will follow.
OK, but why specifically
Malcolm?Isn’t “Dr.” King, for
Heaven’s sake, enough? Are
we now to boycott any state
that doesn’t give a paid holiday
or two in honor of Malcolm?
The Authorized Version holds
that Dr.King is indeed not quite
enough, tha,trestless black youth
need a more militant and less
“Christian” icon and “role
model,” someone who was
at least willing to flirt with
violence, someone therefore
more in tune with their own
proclivities.
It’s true that Malcolm was
more militant than King; he
was a black nationalist rather
than an integrationist. Yet, the
emphasis on Malcolm’s ideas in
the Received Version doesn’t
begin to explain the Malcolm
phenomenon. In the first place,
Malcolm’s original nationalism
in the form of the Black Muslims
still lingers on in the person of
”Minister” Louis Farrakhan.
Yet, who really cares about Farrakhan? Surely he is scarcely
the figure cut by Malcolm, Farrakhan’s original mentor. In

fact, Malcolm made most of his
impact in the scant few months
after he had broken with the
Black Muslims and before his
assassination. And it was then
that his ideology was in a state
of severe flux. Groping his way
out of the Nation of Islam, he
had a conversion experience
toward genuine Islam when he
traveled to Mecca. Furthermore,
ideologically, he was courted
and pulled at by groups ranging through a wide ideological
spectrum, from the Trotskyites
of the Socialist Workers Party,
over to free market economist
and Fortune journalist Charles
Silberman, who was trying
to make Malcolm into a freemarketeer. Indeed, Malcolm’s
Black Muslim emphasis on black
self-help, his attacks on drugs
and going on welfare, were an
attempt to bring ghetto blacks
over to a Protestant Ethic, and
it had a limited success in what
could have developed into an
ideology of Black Capitalism.
But it is impossible to say where
Malcolm would have headed
had he not been gunned down
in Harlem’s Hotel Theresa Ballroom in February 1965.
There is no question that
black nationalism is a lot more
libertarian than the compulsory
integration pushed by King,
the NAACP, and white liberals.
But there are deep problems
with black nationalism, which
Malcolm never had a chance to
explore. The most fundamental: black nationalism in what
territory? A nation has to have
territory, and blacks are only
one-fifthof the American nation.
”Black nationalism” within the
United States is then only a
phony nationalism, and begin-

ning to look like a drive for an
aggravated form of coerced
parasitism over the white population. The territorial question
was at least faced by the Black
Belt thesis of the Communist
Party of the USA during the
1920s:Black Belt slave counties
of the South. There were two
grave problems with this doctrine: (a) what do you do with
the existing usually majority
white population in these areas,
and (b) as time has gone on
since 1865, more and more
blacks have moved out of the
historic Black Belt, and have
taken over various inner cities
in the North.
A second, and more plausible,
form of black nationalism is for a
separate black
nation in currently existing black
areas: a New
Africa comprised
of Harlem, BedStuy, Detroit,
Watts, et al. with
its capital the old
Washington, D.C.
and President
Jesse Jackson sitting in the Black
House. But then
more problems
arise. Apart from
all the problems
of enclaves and
access, does anyone really believe
that this New Africa would be
content to strike out on its own,
with no massive “foreign aid”
from the USA, and strictly
limited migration between the
two nations? In a pig’s eye.
Actually, since Malcolm’s
preferred term was ”African-

American” and since this word
has now become the P.C.
moniker, it would make the
most sense to adopt the solution of early twentieth-century
black leader, Marcus Garvey: a
mass exodus, a return to West
Africa, there to carve out a new
black nation, as a people’s exile from the Old Sod is at last
redeemed. It is true that in contrast to voluntary immigration,
black migration from Africa to
America was coerced, and
voluntary black ”Zionism” or
African repatriation was the
preferred solution to the black
problem for most groups, North
and South, before the Civil
War. Even now, I bet that many
Americans would
cheerfully chip in
to support such a
crusade. But why
am I convinced
that such a Back
to Africa solution,
even though it
would offer a permanent escape
from the alleged
horrors of White
Racism, is not going to fly, especially among
those who aggressively like to refer
to themselves as
“African-American”?
In the last analysis, then, it is
not Malcolm’s ideas, militant or
not, nationalist or not, that con:
tinue to fascinate, and to attract
followers. Not at all. On the
contrary, it was Malcolm as a
person who was the great attraction when alive and still is, thirty years after his death. For
11
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I
Malcolm was indeed unique
among black leadership, past
and present. He did no shuckin’ and jivin’, he was not a
clown like “the Rev.” A1
Sharpton, he was not moronic
like Ben Hooks or Thurgood
Marshall, he did not simply
threaten Whitey in a loutish
manner like the Black Panthers,
he was not a fraudulent intellectual with a rococo Black Baptist minister style, like ”Dr.”
King. He stood out like a noble
eagle among his confreres. He
canied himself with great pride
and dignity; his speaking style
was incisive and sparkled with
intelligence and sardonic wit.
In short, his attraction for blacks
was and is that heacted white. It
is a ridiculous liberal cliche that
blacks are just like whites but
with a different skin color; but
in Malcolm’s case, regardless
of his formal ideology, it really
seemed to be true.
I had the privilege of seeing
Malcolm speak on two occasions
in the year before his death. It
was a delightful experience. His
answers to questions were a
match for any political leader,
for intelligence and wit. He
was, for example, a lot more
impressive than Bill Clinton.
My favorite memory of Malcolm
was the second speech, before
a large gathering, when he made
mincemeat out of the insufferable Jimmy Wechsler, exCommunist turned Social
Democrat, and beloved columnist and editor of the New York
Post. In his speech, Malcolm
had spoken of black tenants living in Harlem, while their landlords ”lived on the Grand Concourse’’ (a large, once fashionable street in the west Bronx,
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then almost exclusivelyJewish.)
In the question period, Jimmy
Yiechsler bounced up, and
pointed out that Malcolm’s
remark had ”anti-Semitic” implications. “Oh,” replied Malcolm in fine mock indignation:
“Are you telling me that only
Itws live on the Grand Concourse? Why that’s terrible;
that’s ’segregation’; that needs
to be investigated!”

The Clintonians:
’’Looking Like
America”
by M.N.R.
Well, we learned one thing
from the horribly odious process of Slick Willie’s selecting
his Cabinet and sub-cabinet:
the hysterical love affair that
the media has been conducting
with Bill Clinton is not love for
himself alone. Let Willie slip
once, and his media worshipers
are on his neck in a minute,
howling about betrayal. The
general media reaction to Clinton’s selection of his economic
and foreign policy team: shrieks
of horror: “Yaagghh! White
males! You gave us white males.
LJnclean! You promised us diver-sity! You said they’d Look
Like America.Where are the
wo-men?”
For a moment, Clinton was
peeved, to see his adoring fans
turn on him so quickly and
savagely; and he pouted about
”quotas” and ”bean counters.”
But that was only for the record;
very rapidly, Slick Willie knuckled under, scrambling to find
more women. In the tremendous

pressure and counter-pressures
of all the petted groups scrambling at the public trough, poor
Senator Wirth, darling of the
environmentalists (hey, did
you notice that environmentalists are almost all white, and
mostly male?) got clobbered to
find himself ousted as Secretary of Energy by yet another
woman, and a ”black” to boot:
the unknown Hazel Rollins
O’Leary. The women shut up
for a moment, though still
grumbling at Clinton’s brief
outburst (for which he can be
expected to pay and pay. . . .),
but the Hispanics then took
over. What? Only one Hispanic
in the Cabinet? Shame! And so
poor William Daley, brother of
Chicago Mayor Richard, got
suddenly shafted at the Transportation post, to be shoved
aside by a certified Hispanic,
Federico Pena. For a while it
seemed that yet a third Hispanic,
Representative Bill Richardson
(N.M.) was going to get the
crucial Interior spot, but the environmentalist lobby put their
foot down-Jeez, they had to
get something, or, Mr. Clinton,
are you really soft on the Environment? And it was in vain
that the Clinton people said,
look, we appointed a splendid
environmentalist, and a Woman,
to head the EPA (Carol M.
Browner), because it was not a
Cabinet post. And to the Clintonian assui:ances that the EPA
(along with the other femaleheaded Council of Economic
Advisors) would be treated like
the Cabinet, and would be
”Cabinet-level” (as will the
female UN representative):”No,
when we demand Cabinet it’s
gotta be Cabinet!”

