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He would have approved -

By ORDE COOMBS

In a piece called- “White Stand-
ards and Negro Writing” (The New
Republic, March 9, 1968) Richard

" Gilman states that “there is'a grow--

‘ing body of Negro writing which is
not to be thought of simply as writ-
ing by Negroes. It is not something
susceptible of being democratized
and assimilated in the same way
that writing by Jews has been.” And
he ends his article with the follow-
ing statement: “The kind of Negro
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writing 1 have been talking about;-

the act of creation of the self in
the face of that self’s historic denial
by our society, seems to me to be
at 'this point beyond my nght to
" intrude on.”

Many blacks lauded the amcle'

when it first appeared. They felt
“that it was a confession by a leading
white literary critic of his inability
to judge much black writing. His

confession graduallv became a kind

of law: Black writing was to be
judged and criticized only by blacks.

I was not taken with the argu-
ment in 1968. I thought then, and
think now, that any white critic who
could see the “universal increments

to the literary or intellectual traai-
tions” of say, “Education of Henry
Adams,” but could not see “The
Autobiography of Malcolm X” in this
stark light, was not werth his salt.
Did blacks, I wondered, exist in a
~ vacuum? Did our pain and our abili-
- ty to survive not spring partly from
the warped nexus of the West's eco-
nomlc literary and intellectual tradi-
Ytions? And if 1 could “understand’
Faulkner, if I could see his brilliance
behind his Southern shield of intran~
sigence, then whites, it. seemed . to
me, should be ready to make room-
for Eldridge Cleaver in the same
bookcase m whxch they dlsplayed:
Genet. . )
Blacks jumped on Gilmans band-
wagon because they understood the
- codes of the marketplace. Publishing -
is a very insular world where friends
- find oyt what trends seem_ profitable
and get their acquaintances to ex-
ploit those trends. When the “black’
market” was lucrative, many blacks
“felt that they should have more than
a passing right to make theirvoices
heard and their pockets heavy. And
- if Gilman’s piece were to be accept-
ed as the gospel, then they would
_ at least be in that particular race.
They understood, after all,” the en-
demic arrogance of many whxte
editors.
Nevertheless, 1 have always doubt-
ed the value of this kind of _ethno-
" centricity—even in the short run, I
felt that if it were accepted, black
intellectuals who wanted, for what-
Tever reason, to move beyond the
confines of race would run into a
wall of resistance to their talent.”
Given the current lack of moral ener-

. Orde Coombs’s latest book, a col-
. lection of essays, is “Do You See
. My Love for You Growing?”’ :

gy and love of faddism on the part

,of many - intellectual whites, . we-

should know.that they stand in the
wings ready to dismiss, on ethnocen--
tric grounds, - the black qconqmist’s'
treatise on the American economy or
the’ black psychologist’s . interpreta-

_.tion of white. insanity. And blacks

would have to abide by this dis-
missal since we spelled out the in-
‘ability of white people to treat black
life with common sense and intel-
lectual rigor.

I say all this because I want to’
praise Peter Goldman’s ‘fThe De:_at!l



:*Goldman, white,. met Malcolm " i
71962 when he worked for the*‘S(; E

in. New York. The nuthox;*-‘
pretend to’ have had Mnlcofm

j*his perd:éption-’ of -"the».wi)rld ~and
- forced . him: “tq-.abandon: the” 'blinders
~he had worn when.. oonfmn‘ting&
#enormity- of'this country’r‘

* his delight. in 1é 3
iy We: see: the glory of: ‘& man’ growing:
u the fires lick' around bim, and
- it is _our ‘beliet -in - his* possiblliﬂu

!n’ﬂl’"@ .
“sacrifice; ‘for dis"éfp
$would have: to. be;,mnturletﬁ%for.;
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