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February-March, 1972

A Post-Mortem On—
The "Lumpen Revolution”

(From a perspective of past history and from the pre-
mise of the political hindsight offered by the now defunct

" “lumpen revolution” we reprint excerpts from a previous

VANGUARD article on the subject.

That VANGUARD article was written in 1969 and at a
time when the “lumpen revolution” was being peddled as
the “vanguard of the American revolution.”

As a matter of fact, the “American re_volution” itself
represented only a part, though a pivotal one, of the broad-
er, world-wide “revolutionary upheaval.”

Today, the completion of the colonial redivision of the
world has become a fact of history and all those “revolu-
tions” have been called off by their “Entente” creators and
sponsors. Hence, a retrospective examination of the tactic
of the “Cold War” will be of extreme importance to the
real Marxists-Leninists, That journey into the past will
equip the Marxist-Leninists without quotes with a knowl-
edge of the tactics and the methodology of the “_Entente”
imperialists as they move forward within the complexity
of relations in the era of the so-called “Peace Millenium?”.)

" Madison Ave. Puts New Lumpen Product on Display

To facilitate the work of their petty-bourgeois lumpen agents
the American ruling class proceeded to mobilize its “media” as fully
8s possible to produce a charisma, a hero image of these pefty-bour-
geois prophets of filth and degradation. ;

Eldridge Cleaver was fished
out of the depths of America’s
social sewers and presented as
a black Quixote. il e

Eldridge Cleaver never was, -

never will be anything <lse than
8 specimen of the most de-
graded and {filthy excretion: of
8 rotten imperialist society.

But the apologists for Amer-
ican imperialism “beénd every
effort to “sell” Eldridge Cleav-
er as 8 “genius” and “revolu-
tionary.” .

In the introduction fo his col-
lection of filth and depravity,
“Soul On 1Ice” the following
word picture of Eldridge Cleay-
er's “literary personality” is
painted:

“This book, written in prison
by a young black American (or
Afro-American), is one of the
discoveries of the 1960’s, In a
literary epoch marked by a pre-
vailing mediocrity of expres-
sion, a lack of substantial new
talent, a kind of spiritual slough
after the great wave of Ameri-
can writing from the 1920's to
the 1940's, Eldridge Cleaver's is
one of the distinctive new liter-
ary voices to be heard.”

The New York Times of Feb-
ruary 26, 1968 could not have
been more ‘sympathetic and
understanding” of the task that

‘Eldridgs Cleaver’s book was to

fulfill in the American counter-
revolution:

“H i s penetrating questions
duplicate all those raised in the
reader’s mind throughout the
book; they prompt Cleaver to
resolve the apparent inconsis-
tencies between his vislons of
violence and his fundamental
faith in human rights; and they
reveal him as s humane, brave
and wise man, wherever he may
be end whatever the justness of
his cause.” (New York Times,
February 26, 1968). -

And the New York Times Book
Revlew Magazine of April 27,
1968 went into veritable ecstasies
with the new “literary star” that
had arisen in the American Hter-
ary firmament:

“In ‘Soul On Ice, Eldridge

Cleaver’s reflections on the plight
of American society somehow
soundad like those of a prodig-
iously intelligent man describing
a tree though never having seen
one. Reading those prison es-
says, however, you knew that
he had read and digested every
manual on the subject. The re-
sult was, up to a point, brilliant
and revealing . . .

“After reading this -urgently
important book, no one should
fafl to realize how accurately
Cleaver pinpoints the Amarican
malaise and its relationship to
current world affairs — or just
how remarkable a man he is, or
how valuable . . ” (New York
Times, Book Review Magazine,
April 27, 1968).

But what is there that could
by the greatsst exertion of the
imagination be made fo appear
“intelligent,” “brilliant” ‘“wise,”
or as “one of the distinctive new
literary voices to be heard”?
Perhaps 2 direct reading of the
work of this black pztty-bour-
geois lumpen might help us to
penetrate the fog that prevents
us from understanding and ap-
preciating his “greatness”:

“I became a rapist. To refine
my technique and modus oper-
andi, I startad out by practicing
on black girls in the ghetto—in
the black ghetto where dark
and vicious deeds appear not as
aberrations or deviations from
tha norm, but- as part of the
sufficlency of the evil of a day
——and when I cousidered my-
self smooth enough, I crossed
the tracks and sought out white
prey. I did this consciously, de-
liberately, willfully, methodical-
ly—though looking back I see
that I was in a frantic, wild,
and completely abandoned frame
of mind.

-“Rape was an insurrectionary
act. It delighted me that I was
defying and trampling upon the
white man’s law, upon his sys-
tem of values, and that I was
defiling his women — and this
point, I belleve, was the most
satisfylng to me because I was
very resentful over the histori-
cal fact of how the white man

has used the black woman. I
felt I was getting revenge. From
the site of the act of rape, con-
sternation spreads outwardly in
concentric circles. I wanted to
send waves of constarnation
throughout the white race. Re-
cently, came upon a quotation
from one of LeRoi Jones’ poems,
taken from his book The Dead
Lecturer:

“ ‘A cult of death need of the
simple striking arm under the
street lamp. The cutters from
under their rented earth. Come
up, black dada nihilismus. Rape
the white girls. Rape their fa-
thers. Cut the mothers throats.’

“I have llved those lines and
I know that if I had not been
apprehended I would have slit
some white throats. There are,
of course, many young blacks
out there right now who are
slitting white throats and rap-
ing the white girls. They are
not doing this because they
read LeRoi- Jones’ poetry, as
some of his critics seem to be-
lieve. Rather, LeRoi is eXpress-
ing the funky facts of life”
(Eldridge Cleaver, Soml On Ice,
Pp. 14 and 15).

Obviously, there is nothing
even mediocre about this de-
braved rigmarole. What then is
the reason for the deluge of
praise that all apologists of the
ruling . class constantly heap
upon this creature of the lower
depths; of American soclety?
Eldridge Cleaver himszlf offers
the key to this “enigma” when in
his author’s acknowledgement
remarks he says:

“Of all the beautiful people
Who have been so helpful in
2tting these writings into print,
I'd like to thank especially Ed-
ward M., Keating, creator of
Ramparts magazine, who was
the first professional to pay any
attention to my writings; Max-
well Geismar, whose criticism
has helped me gain a degree of
control over my materials: and
David Welsh, for his invaluable
assistance as an editor.” (Ibid.)

A cynic might suggest that
sorceane  should write a paean
to the great sense of *‘fair play”’
and “objectivity” for all of
those “beautiful white people”
that Eldridge Cleavar mentions
above, and who, Christ-like, for-
give him the ‘“rapings of white
women"” that he boasts about.

But the fact is that Messrs.
Keating, Geismar and Welsh
are themselves making a living
out of manufacturing phoney
revolutions and lumpen heroes,
Not to speak of playing the role
of “liberal” eor ‘“radical” white
bag-men for black “militants”
and loudmouths.

It is quite instructive to ob-
serve Eldridge Cleaver's “intel-
lectual” anties when he is not
in the company of the Keatings,
Geismars and Welshes,

When the ‘“ereat genius” of
the lumpen “left” addressed the
Barristers Club at San Fran-
cisco in September, 1968, News-
week reported the following:

“Cleaver, clad in black and
wearing a tiny pearl earring in
his left ear, talked bluntly to
the Barristers’ Club, a group of
some 175 attorneys, all under
the age of 36. in a dining room
in San Prancisco’s Mills Tower.

“While the pinstriped young

men and a sprinkling of lady
lawyers toyed uneasily with
their salad forks, Cleaver told
them they could best help the
black movament by donating
machine guns . . .

“‘Up against the wall, mother
----. You may think you're rid-
ing in luxury liners, that you
can put a tool like Richard
Nixon or
man like George Wallace in the
White House, but none of those
pigs can solve the problem.’

“H2 dwelt next on his own
candidacy on- the Peace and
Freedom ticket:

* % .. TI could go into the
White House poor and come out
fat ---- rich, but I'm too young.
[Cleaver, 33, is- too young to
hold the office]. So I have to
58y =---- the White House ----
the electoral system, and ----
all the plgs and ---- the power
structure . , .

* If I could get two machine
guns out of this crowd I
wouldn't care if you applauded
me or threw glasses at me, I'd
get my black ass out of here.’

“Lest anyone mistake his
meeaning, Cleaver concluded with
these remarks:

“ ‘I meant all my insults to

those who won't choose my side .

—the right side. You people can
take your wallets, credit cards
and cut your mother ---- necks.

“ ‘You people on the other
side, I love you . . . I hope you'll
take your guns and shoot judges
and police.’

“Cleaver’s talk drew a polite
ovation from the lawyers. Then,
In a question-and-answer per-
iod, he was asked what whites
could do to help the black man’s
cause. His answer: ‘Kill some
white people or make them act
in a prescribed ma n n e 2
(Newsweek, September 16, 1968).

Another “literary” gem and
concrete proof of the “eloquence”
of which Eldridge Cleaver is
capable of displaying when his
white mentors are not around
Wwas contained in the following
remarks made at Stanford Uni-
versity during the electoral cam-
paign of 1968:

“ "Ronald Reagan is a punk,
& sissy and a coward., and I
challenge him to a duel to the
death or until he says Uncle
Eldridge. I give him a choice of
weapons — a gun, a knife, a
baseball bat or marshmallows,” ”
(New York Times, October 2,
1968),

That was Eldridge Cleaver all
right. There was the naked
bully punk without any rhetor-
ieal adornment provided by the
likes of Messrs, Keating, Welsh
and Geismar.

There was the loudmouth

lumpan of the ilk of Stokely
Carmichael and H. Rap Brown,
et al. :

an unconscionable -

Stokely Carmichael has stash-
ed away quite a few dollars mak-
ing such statements as the fol-
loewing:

“ ‘We believe in violence. I
am using all the money I can
raise to buy arms. It is now
necassary to attack police sta-
tions and Kkill policemen.’ ” (Time
magsazine, March 28, 1969).

Carmichael has indeed raised
a lot of money purportedly for
the purchase of guns but some-
how or other that money is al-
ways invested, not in weapons
but in such unrevolutionary
things as $70,000 rasidences in
exclusive Northwest Washing-
ton, D.C.

H. Rap Brown also chooses to
indulge in this “revolutionary”
jive as he did when he stated
last December: “ ‘You had better
get your guns, brothers.” ” (New
York Times, Dzacember 6, 1968).

All that “violent” baloney
simply means cash in the poec-
kets and easy Hving for all
“militants” a n d professional
loud-mouths, and when Eldridge
Cleaver took off from the U.S.
he carried a swag estimated at
$400,000. That money represant-
ed the bulk of the monies col-
lected for the “violent revolu-
tion” up ’til the time of his de-
parture from the shores of
America.

And even when he landed in
“hospitable Socialist Cuba” he
continued to be surrounded by
“revolutionary” ease and com-
fort. The “humble” abode pro-
vided by the Cuban revisionists
was described by the New York
Times as follows:

“The Cleaver apartment [a
penthouse] has twc large ter-
races, dining room, living room,
studio, five bedrooms and four
baths. One of the terraces faces
the city and one faces the sea.

“The apartment is so big that .
a visitor askea Cleaver, accord-
ing to a letter from Cuba, what
a man who apparently was lv-
ing alone was going to do with
so much space.” (New York
Times, June 1, 1969).

We are living in the epoch
where “revolution” has become
an international racket. Hun-
dreds of millions of dollars are
Invested every year by the rul-
ing classes of “world imperial-
ism (capitalist and “Socialist’)
in “anti-imperialist,” ‘revolu-
tionary” propaganda.

In France the cynics poked
fun at the “imaginary French
Revolution of May, 1968.” Of
course, the ‘Revolution In-
trouvable” is not limited to
French social =xperience.

Every imperialist country is
“seething” (and you can take
Mao’s and Brezhnev’s word for
it) with “revolution.”
(Vanguard, October - November,
1969) '

Semi-Intellectual Lumpens Doing Their
“Revolutionary Thing” At The Peak Of

Their “Revolution”

¢

Lords Pablo (Yoruba) Guzman and Felipe Luciano, two
of the most netorious “revolutio

nary” lumpen strutting

around affer a “victorious sfruggle” back in 1970.



