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Every day, I was meeting the microphones, cameras, press
reporters, and other commitments, including the Muslims of my
own Mosque Seven. I felt almost out of my mind.

Finally, the thing crystallized for me. As long as I did noth-
ing, I felt it was the same as being disloyal. I felt that as long
as I sat down, I was not helping Mr. Muhammad—when some-
body needed to be standing up.

So one night I wrote to Mr. Muhammad about the poison
being spread about him. He telephoned me in New York. He
said that when he saw me he would discuss it.

I desperately wanted to find some way—some kind of a
bridge—over which I was certain the Nation of Islam could be
saved from self-destruction. I had faith in the Nation: we
weren’t some group of Christian Negroes, jumping and shouting
and full of sins.

I thought of one bridge that could be used if and when the
shattering disclosure should become public. Loyal Muslims
could be taught that a man’s accomplishments in his life out-
weigh his personal, human weaknesses. Wallace Muhammad
helped me to review the Quran and the Bible for documentation.
David’s adultery with Bathsheba weighed less on history’s
scales, for instance, than the positive fact of David’s killing
Goliath. Thinking of Lot, we think not of incest, but of his
saving the people from the destruction of Sodom and Gomorrah.
Or, our image of Noah isn’t of his getting drunk—but of his
building the ark and teaching people to save themselves from
the flood. We think of Moses leading the Hebrews from bond-
age, not of Moses’ adultery with the Ethiopian women. In all of
the cases I reviewed, the positive outweighed the negative.

I began teaching in New York Mosque Seven that a man’s
accomplishments in his life outweighed his personal, human
weaknesses. I taught that a person’s good deeds outweigh his
bad deeds. I never mentioned the previously familiar subjects of
adultery and fornication, and I never mentioned immoral evils.

By some miracle, the adultery talk which was so widespread
in Chicago seemed to only leak a little in Boston, Detroit, and
New York. Apparently, it hadn’t reached other mosques around
the country at all. In Chicago, increasing numbers of Muslims
were leaving Mosque Two, I heard, and many non-Muslims
who had been sympathetic to the Nation were now outspokenly
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anti-Muslim. In February 1963, I officiated at the University of
Islam graduation exercises; when I introduced various members
of the Muhammad family, I could feel the cold chill toward them
from the Muslims in the audience.

Elijah Muhammad had me fly to Phoenix to see him in April,
1963.

We embraced, as always—and almost immediately he took
me outside, where we began to walk by his swimming pool.

He was The Messenger of Allah. When I was a foul, vicious
convict, so evil that other convicts had called me Satan, this
man had rescued me. He was the man who had trained me, who
had treated me as if I were his own flesh and blood. He was the
man who had given me wings—to go places, to do things I
otherwise never would have dreamed of. We walked, with me
caught up in a whirlwind of emotions.

““Well, son,”” Mr. Muhammad said, ‘‘what is on your mind?”’

Plainly, frankly, pulling no punches, I told Mr. Muhammad
what was being said. And without waiting for any response from
him, I said that with his son Wallace’s help I had found in the
Quran and the Bible that which might be taught to Muslims—if
it became necessary—as the fulfillment of prophecy.

‘“‘Son, I'm not surprised,”’ Elijah Muhammad said. ‘‘You
always have had such a good understanding of prophecy, and
of spiritual things. You recognize that’s what all of this is—
prophecy. You have the kind of understanding that only an old
man has.

“I’m David,”” he said. ‘“When you read about how David
took another man’s wife, I’m that David. You read about Noah,
who got drunk—that’s me. You read about Lot, who went and
laid up with his own daughters. I have to fulfill all of those
things.”’

I remembered that when an epidemic is about to hit some-
where, that community’s people are inoculated against exposure
with some of the same germs that are anticipated—and this pre-
pares them to resist the oncoming virus.

I decided I had better prepare six other East Coast Muslim
officials whom I selected.

I told them. And then I told them why I had told them—that
I felt they should not be caught by surprise and shock if it be-
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came their job to teach the Muslims in their mosques the ‘‘ful-
fillment of prophecy.’’ I found then that some had already heard
it; one of them, Minister Louis X of Boston, as much as seven
months before. They had been living with the dilemma them-
selves.

I never dreamed that the Chicago Muslim officials were going
to make it appear that I was throwing gasoline on the fire instead
of water. I never dreamed that they were going to try to make it
appear that instead of inoculating against an epidemic, I had
started it.

The stage in Chicago even then was being set for Muslims to
shift their focus off the epidemic—and onto me.

Hating me was going to become the cause for people of shat-
tered faith to rally around.

Non-Muslim Negroes who knew me well, and even some of
the white reporters with whom I had some regular contact, were
telling me, almost wherever I went, ‘‘Malcolm X, you’re look-
ing tired. You need a rest.”’

They didn’t know a fraction of it. Since I had been a Muslim,
this was the first time any white people really got to me in a
personal way. I could tell that some of them were really honest
and sincere. One of these, whose name I won’t call—he might
lose his job—said, ‘‘Malcolm X, the whites need your voice
worse than the Negroes.’’ I remember so well his saying this
because it prefaced the first time since I became a Muslim that
I had ever talked with any white man at any length about any-
thing except the Nation of Islam and the American black man’s
struggle today.

I can’t remember how, or why, he somehow happened to
mention the Dead Sea Scrolls. I came back with something like,
““Yes, those scrolls are going to take Jesus off the stained-glass
windows and the frescoes where he has been lily-white, and put
Him back into the true mainstream of history where Jesus ac-
tually was non-white.”’ The reporter was surprised, and I went
on that the Dead Sea Scrolls were going to reaffirm that Jesus
was a member of that brotherhood of Egyptian seers called the
Essene—a fact already known from Philo, the famous Egyptian
historian of Jesus’ time. And the reporter and I got off on about
two good hours of talking in the areas of archaeology, history,
and religion. It was so pleasant. I almost forgot the heavy wor-
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ries on my mind—for that brief respite. I remember we wound
up agreeing that by the year 2000, every schoolchild will be
taught the true color of great men of antiquity.

I’ve said that I expected headlines momentarily. I hadn’t ex-
pected the kind which came.

No one needs to be reminded of who got assassinated in Dal-
las, Texas, on November 22, 1963.

Within hours after the assassination—I am telling nothing but
the truth—every Muslim minister received from Mr. Elijah Mu-
hammad a directive—in fact, two directives. Every minister was
ordered to make no remarks at all concerning the assassination.
Mr. Muhammad instructed that if pressed for comment, we
should say: ‘‘No comment.”’

During that three-day period where there was no other news
to be heard except relating to the murdered President, Mr. Mu-
hammad had a previously scheduled speaking engagement in
New York at the Manhattan Center. He cancelled his coming to
speak, and as we were unable to get back the money already
paid for the rental of the center, Mr. Muhammad told me to
speak in his stead. And so I spoke.

Many times since then, I’ve looked at the speech notes I used
that day, which had been prepared at least a week before the
assassination. The title of my speech was ‘‘God’s Judgment of
White America.”’ It was on the theme, familiar to me, of ‘‘as
you sow, so shall you reap,”’ or how the hypocritical American
white man was reaping what he had sowed.

The question-and-answer period opened, I suppose inevita-
bly, with someone asking me, ‘“What do you think about Pres-
ident Kennedy’s assassination? What is your opinion?’

Without a second thought, I said what I honestly felt—that it
was, as I saw it, a case of *‘the chickens coming home to roost.”’
I said that the hate in white men had not stopped with the killing
of defenseless black people, but that hate, allowed to spread
unchecked, finally had struck down this country’s Chief of State.
I said it was the same thing as had happened with Medgar Evers,
with Patrice Lumumba, with Madame Nhu’s husband.

The headlines and the news broadcasts promptly had it:
“Black Muslims’ Malcolm X: ‘Chickens Come Home to
Roost.” ”’
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It makes me feel weary to think of it all now. All over Amer-
ica, all over the world, some of the world’s most important
personages were saying in various ways, and in far stronger
ways than I did, that America’s climate of hate had been re-
sponsible for the President’s death. But when Malcolm X said
the same thing, it was ominous.

My regular monthly visit to Mr. Muhammad was due the next
day. Somehow, on the plane, I expected something. I've always
had this strong intuition.

Mr. Muhammad and I embraced each other in greeting. I
sensed some ingredient missing from his usual amiability. And
I was suddenly tense—to me also very significant. For years, I
had prided myself that Mr. Muhammad and I were so close that
I knew how he felt by how I felt. If he was nervous, I was
nervous. If I was relaxed, then I knew he was relaxed. Now, I
felt the tension. . . .

First we talked of other things, sitting in his living room. Then
he asked me, ‘‘Did you see the papers this morning?’’

I said, ‘“Yes, sir, I did.”

““That was a very bad statement,”’ he said. ‘‘The country
loved this man. The whole country is in mourning. That was
very ill-timed. A statement like that can make it hard on Mus-
lims in general.”’

And then, as if Mr. Muhammad’s voice came from afar, I
heard his words: ‘‘I’ll have to silence you for the next ninety
days—so that the Muslims everywhere can be disassociated from
the blunder.”’

I was numb.

But I was a follower of Mr. Muhammad. Many times I had
said to my own assistants that anyone in a position to discipline
others must be able to take disciplining himself.

I told Mr. Muhammad, ‘*Sir, I agree with you, and I submit,
one hundred per cent.”’

I flew back to New York psychologically preparing myself to
tell my Mosque Seven assistants that I had been suspended—or
“‘silenced.”’

But to my astonishment, upon arrival I learned that my assis-
tants already had been informed.

What astonished me even more—a telegram had been sent to
every New York City newspaper and radio and television sta-
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tion. It was the most quick and thorough publicity job that I had
ever seen the Chicago officials initiate.

Every telephone where I could possibly be reached was ring-
ing. London. Paris. A.P., U.P.I. Every television and radio
network, and all of the newspapers were calling. I told them all,
*‘I disobeyed Mr. Muhammad. I submit completely to his wis-
dom. Yes, I expect to be speaking again after ninety days.”’

““Malcolm X Silenced!’’ It was headlines.

My first worry was that if a scandal broke for the Nation of
Islam within the next ninety days, I would be gagged when I
could be the most experienced Muslim in dealing with the news
media that would make the most of any scandal within the Na-
tion.

I learned next that my ‘‘silencing’’ was even more thorough
than I had thought. I was not only forbidden to talk with the
press, I was not even to teach in my own Mosque Seven.

Next, an announcement was made throughout the Nation of
Islam that I would be reinstated within ninety days, ‘‘if he sub-
mits.”’

This made me suspicious—for the first time. I had completely
submitted. But, deliberately, Muslims were being given the im-
pression that I had rebelled.

I hadn’t hustled in the streets for years for nothing. I knew
when I was being set up.

Three days later, the first word came to me that a Mosque
Seven official who had been one of my most immediate assis-
tants was telling certain Mosque Seven brothers: “‘If you knew
what the Minister did, you’d go out and kill him yourself.”’

And then I knew. As any official in the Nation of Islam would
instantly have known, any death-talk for me could have been
approved of—if not actually initiated—by only one man.

My head felt like it was bleeding inside. I felt like my brain
was damaged. I went to see Dr. Leona A. Turner, who has been
my family doctor for years, who practices in East Elmhurst,
Long Island. I asked her to give me a brain examination.

She did examine me. She said I was under great strain—and
I needed rest.

Cassius Clay and I are not together today. But always I must
be grateful to him that at just this time, when he was in Miami
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training to fight Sonny Liston, Cassius invited me, Betty, and
the children to come there as his guests—as a sixth wedding
anniversary present to Betty and me.

I had met Cassius Clay in Detroit in 1962. He and his brother
Rudolph came into the Student’s Luncheonette next door to the
Detroit Mosque where Elijah Muhammad was about to speak at
a big rally. Every Muslim present was impressed by the bearing
and the obvious genuineness of the striking, handsome pair of
prizefighter brothers. Cassius came up and pumped my hand,
introducing himself as he later presented himself to the world,
“I'm Cassius Clay.”” He acted as if I was supposed to know
who he was. So I acted as though I did. Up to that moment,
though, I had never even heard of him. Ours were two entirely
different worlds. In fact, Elijah Muhammad instructed us Mus-
lims against all forms of sports.

As Elijah Muhammad spoke, the two Clay brothers practi-
cally led the applause, further impressing everyone with their
sincerity—since a Muslim rally was about the world’s last place
to seek fight fans.

Thereafter, now and then I heard how Cassius showed up in
Muslim mosques and restaurants in various cities. And if I hap-
pened to be speaking anywhere within reasonable distance of
wherever Cassius was, he would be present. I liked him. Some
contagious quality about him made him one of the very few
people I ever invited to my home. Betty liked him. Our children
were crazy about him. Cassius was simply a likeable, friendly,
clean-cut, down-to-earth youngster. I noticed how alert he was
even in little details. I suspected that there was a plan in his
public clowning. I suspected, and he confirmed to me, that he
was doing everything possible to con and ‘‘psyche’’ Sonny Lis-
ton into coming into the ring angry, poorly trained, and over-
confident, expecting another of his vaunted one-round
knockouts. Not only was Cassius receptive to advice, he solic-
ited it. Primarily, I impressed upon him to what a great extent
a public figure’s success depends upon how alert and knowl-
edgeable he is to the true natures and to the true motives of all
of the people who flock around him. I warned him about the
‘“‘foxes,”’ his expression for the aggressive, cute young females
who flocked after him; I told Cassius that instead of ‘‘foxes,”’
they really were wolves.
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This was Betty’s first vacation since we had married. And our
three girls romped and played with the heavyweight contender.

I don’t know what I might have done if I had stayed in New
York during that crucial time—besieged by insistently ringing
telephones, and by the press, and by all of the other people so
anxious to gloat, to speculate and to ‘‘commiserate.’’

I was in a state of emotional shock. I was like someone who
for twelve years had had an inseparable, beautiful marriage—
and then suddenly one moming at breakfast the marriage partner
had thrust across the table some divorce papers.

I felt as though something in nature had failed, like the sun,
or the stars. It was that incredible a phenomenon to me—
something too stupendous to conceive. I am not sparing myself.
Around Cassius Clay’s fight camp, around the Hampton House
Motel where my family was staying, I talked with my own wife,
and with other people, and actually I was only mouthing words
that really meant nothing to me. Whatever I was saying at any
time was being handled by a small comer of my mind. The rest
of my mind was filled with a parade of a thousand and one
different scenes from the past twelve years . . . scenes in the
Muslim mosques . . . scenes with Mr. Muhammad . . . scenes
with Mr. Muhammad’s family . . . scenes with Muslims, in-
dividually, as my audiences, and at our social gatherings . . .
and scenes with the white man in audiences, and the press.

I walked, I talked, I functioned. At the Cassius Clay fight
camp, I told the various sportswriters repeatedly what I gradu-
ally had come to know within myself was a lie—that I would be
reinstated within ninety days. But I could not yet let myself
psychologically face what I knew: that already the Nation of
Islam and I were physically divorced. Do you understand what
I mean? A judge’s signature on a piece of paper can grant to a
couple a physical divorce—but for either of them, or maybe for
both of them, if they have been a very close marriage team, to
actually become psychologically divorced from each other might
take years.

But in the physical divorce, I could not evade the obvious
strategy and plotting coming out of Chicago to eliminate me
from the Nation of Islam . . . if not from this world. And I felt
that I perceived the anatomy of the plotting.

Any Muslim would have known that my ‘‘chickens coming
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home to roost’”’ statement had been only an excuse to put into
action the plan for getting me out. And step one had been already
taken: the Muslims were given the impression that I had rebelled
against Mr. Muhammad. I could now anticipate step two: I
would remain ‘‘suspended’’ (and later I would be *‘isolated’’)
indefinitely. Step three would be either to provoke some Muslim
ignorant of the truth to take it upon himself to kill me as a
““religious duty’’—or to ‘‘isolate’” me so that I would gradually
disappear from the public scene.

The only person who knew was my wife. I never would have
dreamed that I would ever depend so much upon any woman
for strength as I now leaned upon Betty. There was no exchange
between us; Betty said nothing, being the caliber of wife that
she is, with the depth of understanding that she has—but I could
feel the envelopment of her comfort. I knew that she was as
faithful a servant of Allah as I was, and I knew that whatever
happened, she was with me.

The death talk was not my fear. Every second of my twelve
years with Mr. Muhammad, I had been ready to lay down my
life for him. The thing to me worse than death was the betrayal.
I could conceive death. I couldn’t conceive betrayal—not of the
loyalty which I had given to the Nation of Islam, and to Mr.
Muhammad. During the previous twelve years, if Mr. Muham-
mad had committed any civil crime punishable by death, I would
have said and tried to prove that I did it—to save him—and I
would have gone to the electric chair, as Mr. Muhammad’s
servant.

There as Cassius Clay’s guest in Miami, I tried desperately
to push my mind off my troubles and onto the Nation’s troubles.
I still struggled to persuade myself that Mr. Muhammad had
been fulfilling prophecy. Because I actually had believed that if
Mr. Muhammad was not God, then he surely stood next to God.

What began to break my faith was that, try as I might, I
couldn’t hide, I couldn’t evade, that Mr. Muhammad, instead
of facing what he had done before his followers, as a human
weakness or as fulfillment of prophecy—which I sincerely be-
lieve that Muslims would have understood, or at least they would
have accepted—Mr. Muhammad had, instead, been willing to
hide, to cover up what he had done.

That was my major blow.
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That was how I first began to realize that I had believed in
Mr. Muhammad more than he believed in himself.

And that was how, after twelve years of never thinking for as
much as five minutes about myself, 1 became able finally to
muster the nerve, and the strength, to start facing the facts, to
think for myself.

Briefly I left Florida to return Betty and the children to our
Long Island home. I learned that the Chicago Muslim officials
were further displeased with me because of the newspaper re-
ports of me in the Cassius Clay camp. They felt that Cassius
hadn’t a prayer of a chance to win. They felt the Nation would
be embarrassed through my linking the Muslim image with him.
(I don’t know if the champion today cares to remember that most
newspapers in America were represented at the pre-fight camp—
except Muhammad Speaks. Even though Cassius was a Muslim
brother, the Muslim newspaper didn’t consider his fight worth
covering.)

I flew back to Miami feeling that it was Allah’s intent for me
to help Cassius prove Islam’s superiority before the world—
through proving that mind can win over brawn. I don’t have to
remind you of how people everywhere scoffed at Cassius Clay’s
chances of beating Liston.

This time, I brought from New York with me some photo-
graphs of Floyd Patterson and Sonny Liston in their fight camps,
with white priests as their ‘‘spiritual advisors.”” Cassius Clay,
being a Muslim, didn’t need to be told how white Christianity
had dealt with the American black man. ‘“This fight is the truth,”’
I told Cassius. “‘It’s the Cross and the Crescent fighting in a
prize ring—for the first time. It’s a modern Crusades—a Chris-
tian and a Muslim facing each other with television to beam it
off Telstar for the whole world to see what happens!’’ I told
Cassius, ‘Do you think Allah has brought about all this intend-
ing for you to leave the ring as anything but the champion?”’
(You may remember that at the weighing-in, Cassius was yell-
ing such things as ‘‘It is prophesied for me to be successful! I
cannot be beaten!’’)

Sonny Liston’s handlers and advisors had him fighting harder
to ‘‘integrate’’ than he was training to meet Cassius. Liston
finally had managed to rent a big, fine house over in a rich, wall-
to-wall white section. To give you an idea, the owner of the
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neighboring house was the New York Yankees baseball club
owner, Dan Topping. In the early evenings, when Cassius and
I would sometimes walk where the black people lived, those
Negroes’ mouths would hang open in surprise that he was among
them instead of whites as most black champions preferred. Again
and again, Cassius startled those Negroes, telling them, ‘“You’re
my own kind. I get my strength from being around my own
black people.’’

What Sonny Liston was about to meet, in fact, was one of the
most awesome frights that ever can confront any person—one
who worships Allah, and who is completely without fear.

Among over eight thousand other seat holders in Miami’s big
Convention Hall, I received Seat Number Seven. Seven has
always been my favorite number. It has followed me throughout
my life. I took this to be Allah’s message confirming to me that
Cassius Clay was going to win. Along with Cassius, I really
was more worried about how his brother Rudolph was going to
do, fighting his first pro fight in the preliminaries.

While Rudolph was winning a four-round decision over a
Florida Negro named ‘‘Chip’’ Johnson, Cassius stood at the rear
of the auditorium watching calmly, dressed in a black tuxedo.
After all of his months of antics, after the weighing-in act that
Cassius had put on, this calmness should have tipped off some
of the sportswriters who were predicting Clay’s slaughter.

Then Cassius disappeared, dressing to meet Liston. As we
had agreed, I joined him in a silent prayer for Allah’s blessings.
Finally, he and Liston were in their comers in the ring. I folded
my arms and tried to appear the coolest man in the place, be-
cause a television camera can show you looking like a fool yell-
ing at a prizefight.

Except for whatever chemical it was that got into Cassius’
eyes and blinded him temporarily in the fourth and fifth rounds,
the fight went according to his plan. He evaded Liston’s pow-
erful punches. The third round automatically began the tiring of
the aging Liston, who was overconfidently trained to go only
two rounds. Then, desperate, Liston lost. The secret of one of
fight history’s greatest upsets was that months before that night,
Clay had out-thought Liston.

There probably never has been as quiet a new-champion party.
The boyish king of the ring came over to my motel. He ate ice
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cream, drank milk, talked with football star Jimmy Brown and
other friends, and some reporters. Sleepy, Cassius took a quick
nap on my bed, then he went back home.

We had breakfast together the next morning, just before the
press conference when Cassius calmly made the announcement
which burst into international headlines that he was a ‘‘Black
Muslim.”’

But let me tell you something about that. Cassius never an-
nounced himself a member of any ‘‘Black Muslims.”” The press
reporters made that out of what he told them, which was this:
‘I believe in the religion of Islam, which means I believe there
is no God but Allah, and Muhammad is His Apostle. This is the
same religion that is believed in by over seven hundred million
dark-skinned peoples throughout Africa and Asia.”’

Nothing in all of the furor which followed was more ridicu-
lous than Floyd Patterson announcing that as a Catholic, he
wanted to fight Cassius Clay—to save the heavyweight crown
from being held by a Muslim. It was such a sad case of a brain-
washed black Christian ready to do battle for the white man—
who wants no part of him. Not three weeks later, the newspapers
reported that in Yonkers, New York, Patterson was offering to
sell his $140,000 house for a $20,000 loss. He had ‘‘integrated”’
into a neighborhood of whites who had made his life miserable.
None were friendly. Their children called his children ‘‘nig-
gers.”” One neighbor trained his dog to deface Patterson’s prop-
erty. Another erected a fence to hide the Negroes from sight. ‘I
tried, it just didn’t work,’’ Patterson told the press.

The first direct order for my death was issued through a
Mosque Seven official who previously had been a close assis-
tant. Another previously close assistant of mine was assigned to
do the job. He was a brother with a knowledge of demolition;
he was asked to wire my car to explode when I tumed the ig-
nition key. But this brother, it happened, had seen too much of
my total loyalty to the Nation to carry out his order. Instead, he
came to me. I thanked him for my life. I told him what was
really going on in Chicago. He was stunned almost beyond be-
lief.

This brother was close to others in the Mosque Seven circle
who might subsequently be called upon to eliminate me. He said
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he would take it upon himself to enlighten each of them enough
so that they wouldn’t allow themselves to be used.

This first direct death-order was how, finally, I began to arrive
at my psychological divorce from the Nation of Islam.

I began to see, wherever I went—on the streets, in business
places, on elevators, sidewalks, in passing cars—the faces of
Muslims whom I knew, and I knew that any of them might be
waiting the opportunity to try and put a bullet into me.

I was racking my brain. What was I going to do? My life was
inseparably committed to the American black man’s struggle. I
was generally regarded as a ‘‘leader.’’ For years, I had attacked
so many so-called ‘‘black leaders’’ for their shortcomings. Now,
I had to honestly ask myself what I could offer, how I was
genuinely qualified to help the black people win their struggle
for human rights. I had enough experience to know that in order
to be a good organizer of anything which you expect to suc-
ceed—including yourself—you must almost mathematically an-
alyze cold facts.

I had, as one asset, I knew, an international image. No amount
of money could have bought that. I knew that if I said something
newsworthy, people would read or hear of it, maybe even around
the world, depending upon what it was. More immediately, in
New York City, where I would naturally base any operation, I
had a large, direct personal following of non-Muslims. This had
been building up steadily ever since I had led Muslims in the
dramatic protest to the police when our brother Hinton was
beaten up. Hundreds of Harlem Negroes had seen, and hundreds
of thousands of them had later heard how we had shown that
almost anything could be accomplished by black men who would
face the white man without fear. All of Harlem had seen how
from then on, the police gave Muslims respect. (This was during
the time that the Deputy Chief Inspector at the 28th Precinct had
said of me, ‘‘No one man should have that much power.’’)

Over the ensuing years, I’d had various kinds of evidence that
a high percentage of New York City’s black people responded
to what I said, including a great many who would not publicly
say so. For instance, time and again when I spoke at street
rallies, I would draw ten and twelve times as many people as
most other so-called ‘‘Negro leaders.’” I knew that in any soci-
ety, a true leader is one who eams and deserves the following
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he enjoys. True followers are bestowed by themselves, out of
their own volition and emotions. I knew that the great lack of
most of the big-named ‘‘Negro leaders’’ was their lack of any
true rapport with the ghetto Negroes. How could they have rap-
port when they spent most of their time ‘‘integrating’’ with white
people? I knew that the ghetto people knew that I never left the
ghetto in spirit, and I never left it physically any more than I
had to. I had a ghetto instinct; for instance, I could feel if tension
was beyond normal in a ghetto audience. And I could speak and
understand the ghetto’s language. There was an example of this
that always flew to my mind every time I heard some of the *‘big
name’’ Negro ‘‘leaders’’ declaring they ‘‘spoke for’’ the ghetto
black people.

After a Harlem street rally, one of these downtown ‘leaders’”
and I were talking when we were approached by a Harlem hus-
tler. To my knowledge I'd never se¢en this hustler before; he said
to me, approximately: ‘‘Hey, baby! I dig you holding this all-

originals scene at the track . . . I'm going to lay a vine under
the Jew’s balls for a dime—got to give you a play . . . Got the
shorts out here trying to scuffle up on some bread . . . Well,

my man, I’ll get on, got to go peck a little, and cop me some
z’s—’’ And the hustler went on up Seventh Avenue.

I would never have given it another thought, except that this
downtown ‘‘leader’’ was standing, staring after that hustler,
looking as if he’d just heard Sanskrit. He asked me what had
been said, and I told him. The hustler had said he was aware
that the Muslims were holding an all-black bazaar at Rockland
Palace, which is primarily a dancehall. The hustler intended to
pawn a suit for ten dollars to attend and patronize the bazaar.
He had very little money but he was trying hard to make some.
He was going to eat, then he would get some sleep.

The point I am making is that, as a ‘“‘leader,”’ I could talk
over the ABC, CBS, or NBC microphones, at Harvard or at
Tuskegee; I could talk with the so-called ‘‘middle class’’ Negro
and with the ghetto blacks (whom all the other leaders just talked
about). And because I had been a hustler, I knew better than all
whites knew, and better than nearly all of the black ‘‘leaders”’
knew, that actually the most dangerous black man in America
was the ghetto hustler.

Why do I say this? The hustler, out there in the ghetto jungles,
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has less respect for the white power structure than any other
Negro in North America. The ghetto hustler is internally re-
strained by nothing. He has no religion, no concept of morality,
no civic responsibility, no fear—nothing. To survive, he is out
there constantly preying upon others, probing for any human
weakness like a ferret. The ghetto hustler is forever frustrated,
restless, and anxious for some ‘‘action.’’ Whatever he under-
takes, he commits himself to it fully, absolutely.

What makes the ghetto hustler yet more dangerous is his
‘‘glamor’’ image to the school-dropout youth in the ghetto.
These ghetto teen-agers see the hell caught by their parents strug-
gling to get somewhere, or see that they have given up struggling
in the prejudiced, intolerant white man’s world. The ghetto teen-
agers make up their own minds they would rather be like the
hustlers whom they see dressed ‘‘sharp’’ and flashing money
and displaying no respect for anybody or anything. So the ghetto
youth become attracted to the hustler worlds of dope, thievery,
prostitution, and general crime and immorality.

It scared me the first time I really saw the danger of these
ghetto teen-agers if they are ever sparked to violence. One swel-
tering summer afternoon, I attended a Harlem street rally which
contained a lot of these teen-agers in the crowd. I had been in-
vited by some *‘responsible’’ Negro leaders who normally never
spoke to me; I knew they had just used my name to help them
draw a crowd. The more I thought about it on the way there,
the hotter I got. And when I got on the stand, I just told that
crowd in the street that I wasn’t really wanted up there, that my
name had been used—and I walked off the speaker’s stand.

Well, what did I want to do that for? Why, those young, teen-
age Negroes got upset, and started milling around and yelling,
upsetting the older Negroes in the crowd. The first thing you
know traffic was blocked in four directions by a crowd whose
mood quickly grew so ugly that I really got apprehensive. I got
up on top of a car and began waving my arms and yelling at
them to quiet down. They did quiet, and then I asked them to
disperse—and they did.

This was when it began being said that I was America’s only
Negro who *‘could stop a race riot—or start one.’’ I don’t know
if I could do either one. But I know one thing: it had taught me
in a very few minutes to have a whole lot of respect for the
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human combustion that is packed among the hustlers and their
young admirers who live in the ghettoes where the Northemn
white man has sealed-off the Negro—away from whites—for a
hundred years.

The ‘‘long hot summer’” of 1964 in Harlem, in Rochester,
and in other cities, has given an idea of what could happen—
and that’s all, only an idea. For all of those riots were kept
contained within where the Negroes lived. You let any of these
bitter, seething ghettoes all over America receive the right ig-
niting incident, and become really inflamed, and explode, and
burst out of their boundaries into where whites live! In New
York City, you let enraged blacks pour out of Harlem across
Central Park and fan down the tunnels of Madison and Fifth and
Lexington and Park Avenues. Or, take Chicago’s South Side, an
older, even worse slum—you let those Negroes swarm down-
town. You let Washington, D.C.’s festering blacks head down
Pennsylvania Avenue. Detroit has already seen a peaceful mass-
ing of more than a hundred thousand blacks—think about that.
You name the city. Black social dynamite is in Cleveland, Phil-
adelphia, San Francisco, Los Angeles . . . the black man’s an-
ger is there, fermenting.

I’ve strayed off onto some of the incidents and situations which
have taught me to respect the danger in the ghettoes. I had been
trying to explain how I honestly evaluated my own qualifications
to be worthy of presenting myself as an independent ‘‘leader’’
among black men.

In the end, I reasoned that the decision already had been made
for me. The ghetto masses already had entrusted me with an
image of leadership among them. I knew the ghetto instinctively
extends that trust only to one who had demonstrated that he
would never sell them out to the white man. I not only had no
such intention—to sell out was not even in my nature.

I felt a challenge to plan, and build, an organization that could
help to cure the black man in North America of the sickness
which has kept him under the white man’s heel.

The black man in North America was mentally sick in his
cooperative, sheeplike acceptance of the white man’s culture.

The black man in North America was spiritually sick because
for centuries he had accepted the white man’s Christianity—
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which asked the black so-called Christian to expect no true
Brotherhood of Man, but to endure the cruelties of the white so-
called Christians. Christianity had made black men fuzzy, neb-
ulous, confused in their thinking. It had taught the black man to
think if he had no shoes, and was hungry, ‘‘we gonna get shoes
and milk and honey and fish fries in Heaven.”’

The black man in North America was economically sick and
that was evident in one simple fact: as a consumer, he got less
than his share, and as a producer gave least. The black American
today shows us the perfect parasite image—the black tick under
the delusion that he is progressing because he rides on the udder
of the fat, three-stomached cow that is white America. For in-
stance, annually, the black man spends over $3 billion for au-
tomobiles, but America contains hardly any franchised black
automobile dealers. For instance, forty per cent of the expensive
imported Scotch whisky consumed in America goes down the
throats of the status-sick black man; but the only black-owned
distilleries are in bathtubs, or in the woods somewhere. Or for
instance—a scandalous shame—in New York City, with over a
million Negroes, there aren’t twenty black-owned businesses
employing over ten people. It’s because black men don’t own
and control their own community’s retail establishments that
they can’t stabilize their own community.

The black man in North America was sickest of all politically.
He let the white man divide him into such foolishness as con-
sidering himself a black ‘‘Democrat,”” a black ‘‘Republican,’
a black ‘“‘Conservative,’’ or a black ‘‘Liberal’’ . . . when a ten-
million black vote bloc could be the deciding balance of power
in American politics, because the white man’s vote is almost
always evenly divided. The polls are one place where every
black man could fight the black man’s cause with dignity, and
with the power and the tools that the white man understands,
and respects, and fears, and cooperates with. Listen, let me tell
you something! If a black bloc committee told Washington’s
worst ‘‘nigger-hater,’” ‘“We represent ten million votes,’” why,
that *‘nigger-hater’” would leap up: ‘‘Well, how are you? Come
on in here!”” Why, if the Mississippi black man voted in a bloc,
Eastland would pretend to be more liberal than Jacob Javits—or
Eastland would not survive in his office. Why else is it that racist
politicians fight to keep black men from the polls?
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Whenever any group can vote in a bloc, and decide the out-
come of elections, and it fails to do this, then that group is
politically sick. Immigrants once made Tammany Hall the most
powerful single force in American politics. In 1880, New York
City’s first Irish Catholic Mayor was elected and by 1960 Amer-
ica had its first Irish Catholic President. America’s black man,
voting as a bloc, could wield an even more powerful force.

U.S. politics is ruled by special-interest blocs and lobbies.
What group has a more urgent special interest, what group needs
a bloc, a lobby, more than the black man? Labor owns one of
Washington’s largest non-government buildings—situated where
they can literally watch the White House—and no political move
is made that doesn’t involve how Labor feels about it. A lobby
got Big Oil its depletion allowance. The farmer, through his
lobby, is the most government-subsidized special-interest group
in America today, because a million farmers vote, not as Dem-
ocrats, or Republicans, liberals, conservatives, but as farmers.

Doctors have the best lobby in Washington. Their special-
interest influence successfully fights the Medicare program that’s
wanted, and needed, by millions of other people. Why, there’s
a Beet Growers’ Lobby! A Wheat Lobby! A Cattle Lobby! A
China Lobby! Little countries no one ever heard of have their
Washington lobbies, representing their special interests.

The government has departments to deal with the special-
interest groups that make themselves heard and felt. A Depart-
ment of Agriculture cares for the farmers’ needs. There is a
Department of Health, Education and Welfare. There is a De-
partment of the Interior—in which the Indians are included. Is
the farmer, the doctor, the Indian, the greatest problem in Amer-
ica today? No—it is the black man' There ought to be a Pentagon-
sized Washington department dealing with every segment of the
black man’s problems.

Twenty-two million black men! They have given America
four hundred years of toil; they have bled and died in every
battle since the Revolution; they were in America before the
Pilgrims, and long before the mass immigrations—and they are
still today at the bottom of everything!

Why, twenty-two million black people should tomorrow give
a dollar apiece to build a skyscraper lobby building in Washing-
ton, D.C. Every moming, every legislator should receive a com-
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munication about what the black man in America expects and
wants and needs. The demanding voice of the black lobby should
be in the ears of every legislator who votes on any issue.

The comnerstones of this country’s operation are economic and
political strength and power. The black man doesn’t have the
economic strength—and it will take time for him to build it. But
right now the American black man has the political strength and
power to change his destiny overnight.

It was a big order—the organization I was creating in my
mind, one which would help to challenge the American black
man to gain his human rights, and to cure his mental, spiritual,
economic, and political sicknesses. But if you ever intend to do
anything worthwhile, you have to start with a worthwhile plan.

Substantially, as I saw it, the organization I hoped to build
would differ from the Nation of Islam in that it would embrace
all faiths of black men, and it would carry into practice what the
Nation of Islam had only preached.

Rumors were swirling, particularly in East Coast cities—what
was I going to do? Well, the first thing I was going to have to
do was to attract far more willing heads and hands than my own.
Each day, more militant, action brothers who had been with me
in Mosque Seven announced their break from the Nation of
Islam to come with me. And each day, I learned, in one or
another way, of more support from non-Muslim Negroes, in-
cluding a surprising lot of the ‘‘middle’’ and ‘‘upper class’’
black bourgeoisie, who were sick of the status-symbol charade.
There was a growing clamor: ‘‘When are you going to call a
meeting, to get organized?’’

To hold a first meeting, I arranged to rent the Carver Ballroom
of the Hotel Theresa, which is at the corner of 125th Street and
Seventh Avenue, which might be called one of Harlem’s fuse-
box locations.

The Amsterdam News reported the planned meeting and many
readers inferred that we were establishing our beginning mosque
in the Theresa. Telegrams and letters and telephone calls came
to the hotel for me, from across the country. Their general tone
was that this was a move that people had waited for. People I'd
never heard of expressed confidence in me in moving ways.
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Numerous people said that the Nation of Islam’s stringent moral
restrictions had repelled them—and they wanted to join me.

A doctor who owned a small hospital telephoned long-distance
to join. Many others sent contributions—even before our poli-
cies had been publicly stated. Muslims wrote from other cities
that they would join me, their remarks being generally along the
lines that ‘‘Islam is too inactive’’ . . . ‘‘The Nation is moving
too slow.”’

Astonishing numbers of white people called, and wrote, of-
fering contributions, or asking could they join? The answer was,
no, they couldn’t join; our membership was all black—but if
their consciences dictated, they could financially help our con-
structive approach to America’s race problems.

Speaking-engagement requests came in—twenty-two of them
in one particular Monday morning’s mail. It was startling to me
that an unusual number of the requests came from groups of
white Christian ministers.

1 called a press conference. The microphones stuck up before
me. The flashbulbs popped. The reporters, men and women,
white and black, representing media that reached around the
world, sat looking at me with their pencils and open notebooks.

I made the announcement: ‘‘I am going to organize and head
a new mosque in New York City known as the Muslim Mosque,
Inc. This will give us a religious base, and the spiritual force
necessary to rid our people of the vices that destroy the moral
fiber of our community.

*“Muslim Mosque, Inc. will have its temporary headquarters
in the Hotel Theresa in Harlem. It will be the working base for
an action program designed to eliminate the political oppression,
the economic exploitation, and the social degradation suffered
daily by twenty-two million Afro-Americans.”’

Then the reporters began firing questions at me.

It was not all as simple as it may sound. I went few places
without constant awareness that any number of my former broth-
ers felt they would make heroes of themselves in the Nation of
Islam if they killed me. I knew how Elijah Muhammad’s fol-
lowers thought; I had taught so many of them to think. I knew
that no one would kill you quicker than a Muslim if he felt that’s
what Allah wanted him to do.
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There was one further major preparation that I knew I needed.
I"d had it in my mind for a long time—as a servant of Allah.
But it would require money that I didn’t have.

I'took a plane to Boston. I was turning again to my sister Ella.
Though at times I'd made Ella angry at me, beneath it all, since
I had first come to her as a teen-aged hick from Michigan, Ella
had never once really wavered from my comer.

““Ella,”” I said, ‘I want to make the pilgrimage to Mecca.”’

Ella said, ‘‘How much do you need?”’



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
MECCA

The pilgrimage to Mecca, known as Hajj, is a religious obliga-
tion that every orthodox Muslim fulfills, if humanly able, at least
once in his or her lifetime.

The Holy Quran says it, ‘‘Pilgrimage to the Ka’ba is a duty
men owe to God; those who are able, make the journey.’’

Allah said: ‘‘And proclaim the pilgrimage among men; they
will come to you on foot and upon each lean camel, they will
come from every deep ravine.”’

At one or another college or university, usually in the informal
gatherings after I had spoken, perhaps a dozen generally white-
complexioned people would come up to me, identifying them-
selves as Arabian, Middle Eastern or North African Muslims
who happened to be visiting, studying, or living in the United
States. They had said to me that, my white-indicting statements
notwithstanding, they felt that I was sincere in considering my-
self a Muslim—and they felt if I was exposed to what they al-
ways called ‘‘true Islam,’’ I would ‘‘understand it, and embrace
it.”’ Automatically, as a follower of Elijah Muhammad, I had
bridled whenever this was said.

But in the privacy of my own thoughts after several of these
experiences, I did question myself: if one was sincere in pro-
fessing a religion, why should he balk at broadening his
knowledge of that religion?

Once in a conversation I broached this with Wallace Muham-
mad, Elijah Muhammad’s son. He said that yes, certainly, a
Muslim should seek to learn all that he could about Islam. I had
always had a high opinion of Wallace Muhammad’s opinion.

325
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Those orthodox Muslims whom I had met, one after another,
had urged me to meet and talk with a Dr. Mahmoud Youssef
Shawarbi. He was described to me as an eminent, learned Mus-
lim, a University of Cairo graduate, a University of London
Ph.D., a lecturer on Islam, a United Nations advisor and the
author of many books. He was a full professor of the University
of Cairo, on leave from there to be in New York as the Director
of the Federation of Islamic Associations in the United States
and Canada. Several times, driving in that part of town, I had
resisted the impulse to drop in at the F.I.A. building, a brown-
stone at 1 Riverside Drive. Then one day Dr. Shawarbi and I
were introduced by a newspaperman.

He was cordial. He said he had followed me in the press; I
said I had been told of him, and we talked for fifteen or twenty
minutes. We both had to leave to make appointments we had,
when he dropped on me something whose logic never would get
out of my head. He said, ‘‘No man has believed perfectly until
he wishes for his brother what he wishes for himself.”’

Then, there was my sister Ella herself. I couldn’t get over
what she had done. I’ve said before, this is a strong, big, black,
Georgia-born woman. Her domineering ways had gotten her put
out of the Nation of Islam’s Boston Mosque Eleven; they took
her back, then she left on her own. Ella had started studying
under Boston orthodox Muslims, then she founded a school
where Arabic was taught! She couldn’t speak it, she hired teach-
ers who did. That's Ella! She deals in real estate, and she was
saving up to make the pilgrimage. Nearly all night, we talked
in her living room. She told me there was no question about it;
it was more important that I go. I thought about Ella the whele
flight back to New York. A strong woman. She had broken the
spirits of three husbands, more driving and dynamic than all of
them combined. She had played a very significant role in my
life. No other woman ever was strong enough to point me in
directions; I pointed women in directions. I had brought Ella
into Islam, and now she was financing me to Mecca.

Allah always gives you signs, when you are with Him, that
He is with you.

When I applied for a visa to Mecca at the Saudi Arabian Con-
sulate, the Saudi Ambassador told me that no Muslim converted
in America could have a visa for the Hajj pilgrimage without the
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signed approval of Dr. Mahmoud Shawarbi. But that was only the
beginning of the sign from Allah. When I telephoned Dr. Sha-
warbi, he registered astonishment. ‘I was just going to get in touch
with you,”” he said, ‘‘by all means come right over.”’

When I got to his office, Dr. Shawarbi handed me the signed
letter approving me to make the Hajj in Mecca, and then a book.
It was The Eternal Message of Muhammad by Abd-Al-Rahman
Azzam.

The author had just sent the copy of the book to be given to me,
Dr. Shawarbi said, and he explained that this author was an
Egyptian-bom Saudi citizen, an international statesman, and one of
the closest advisors of Prince Faisal, the ruler of Arabia. ‘‘He has
followed you in the press very closely.”” It was hard for me to
believe.

Dr. Shawarbi gave me the telephone number of his son, Mu-
hammad Shawarbi, a student in Cairo, and also the number of
the author’s son, Omar Azzam, who lived in Jedda, ‘‘your last
stop before Mecca. Call them both, by all means.”’

Ileft New York quietly (little realizing that I was going to retumn
noisily). Few people were told I was leaving at all. I didn’t want
some State Department or other roadblocks put in my path at the
last minute. Only my wife, Betty, and my three girls and a few
close associates came with me to Kennedy International Airport.
When the Lufthansa Airlines jet had taken off, my two seatrow
mates and I introduced ourselves. Another sign! Both were Mus-
lims, one was bound for Cairo, as I was, and the other was bound
for Jedda, where I would be in a few days.

All the way to Frankfurt, Germany, my seatmates and I talked,
or I read the book I had been given. When we landed in Frank-
furt, the brother bound for Jedda said his warm good-bye to me
and the Cairo-bound brother. We had a few hours’ layover be-
fore we would take another plane to Cairo. We decided to go
sightseeing in Frankfurt.

In the men’s room there at the airport, I met the first American
abroad who recognized me, a white student from Rhode Island.
He kept eyeing me, then he came over. ‘‘Are you X?"’ I laughed
and said I was, I hadn’t ever heard it that way. He exclaimed,
““You can’t be! Boy, I know no one will believe me when I tell
them this!”’ He was attending school, he said, in France.

The brother Muslim and I both were struck by the cordial
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hospitality of the people in Frankfurt. We went into a lot of
shops and stores, looking more than intending to buy anything.
We’d walk in, any store, every store, and it would be Hello! Peo-
ple who never saw you before, and knew you were strangers. And
the same cordiality when we left, without buying anything.
In America, you walk in a store and spend a hundred dollars,
and leave, and you’re still a stranger. Both you and the clerks
act as though you’re doing each other a favor. Europeans act
more human, or humane, whichever the right word is. My
brother Muslim, who could speak enough German to get by,
would explain that we were Muslims, and I saw something I
had already experienced when I was looked upon as a Muslim
and not as a Negro, right in America. People seeing you as a
Muslim saw you as a human being and they had a different look,
different talk, everything. In one Frankfurt store—a little shop,
actually—the storekeeper leaned over his counter to us and waved
his hand, indicating the German people passing by: ‘‘This way
one day, that way another day—’’ My Muslim brother explained
to me that what he meant was that the Germans would rise again.

Back at the Frankfurt airport, we took a United Arab Airlines
plane on to Cairo. Throngs of people, obviously Muslims from
everywhere, bound on the pilgrimage, were hugging and em-
bracing. They were of all complexions, the whole atmosphere
was of warmth and friendliness. The feeling hit me that there
really wasn’t any color problem here. The effect was as though
I had just stepped out of a prison.

I had told my brother Muslim friend that I wanted to be a
tourist in Cairo for a couple of days before continuing to Jedda.
He gave me his number and asked me to call him, as he wanted
to put me with a party of his friends, who could speak English,
and would be going on the pilgrimage, and would be happy to
look out for me.

So I spent two happy days sightseeing in Cairo. I was im-
pressed by the modem schools, housing developments for the
masses, and the highways and the industrialization that I saw. I
had read and heard that President Nasser’s administration had
built up one of the most highly industrialized countries on the
African continent. I believe what most surprised me was that in
Cairo, automobiles were being manufactured, and also buses.

I had a good visit with Dr. Shawarbi’s son, Muhammad Sha-
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warbi, a nineteen-year-old, who was studying economics and
political science at Cairo University. He told me that his father’s
dream was to build a University of Islam in the United States.

The friendly people I met were astounded when they learned
I was a Muslim—from America! They included an Egyptian
scientist and his wife, also on their way to Mecca for the Hajj,
who insisted I go with them to dinner in a restaurant in Heli-
opolis, a suburb of Cairo. They were an extremely well-informed
and intelligent couple. Egypt’s rising industrialization was one
of the reasons why the Western powers were so anti-Egypt, it
was showing other African countries what they should do, the
scientist said. His wife asked me, ‘“Why are people in the world
starving when America has so much surplus food? What do they
do, dump it in the ocean?’’ I told her, ‘‘Yes, but they put some
of it in the holds of surplus ships, and in subsidized granaries
and refrigerated space and let it stay there, with a small army of
caretakers, until it’s unfit to eat. Then another army of disposal
people get rid of it to make space for the next surplus batch.”’
She looked at me in something like disbelief. Probably she
thought I was kidding. But the American taxpayer knows it’s
the truth. I didn’t go on to tell her that right in the United States,
there are hungry people.

I telephoned my Muslim friend, as he had asked, and the Hajj
party of his friends was waiting for me. I made it eight of us,
and they included a judge and an official of the Ministry of
Education. They spoke English beautifully, and accepted me
like a brother. I considered it another of Allah’s signs, that wher-
ever I turned, someone was there to help me, to guide me.

The literal meaning of Hajj in Arabic is to set out toward a
definite objective. In Islainic law, it means to set out for Ka’ba,
the Sacred House, and to fulfill the pilgrimage rites. The Cairo
airport was where scores of Hajj groups were becoming Muhrim,
pilgrims, upon entering the state of Thram, the assumption of a
spiritual and physical state of consecration. Upon advice, I ar-
ranged to leave’in Cairo all of my luggage and four cameras,
one a movie camera. I had bought in Cairo a small valise, just
big enough to carry one suit, shirt, a pair of underwear sets and
a pair of shoes into Arabia. Driving to the airport with our Hajj
group, I began to get nervous, knowing that from there in, it
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was going to be watching others who knew what they were
doing, and trying to do what they did.

Entering the state of Thram, we took off our clothes and put on
two white towels. One, the Izar, was folded around the loins. The
other, the Rida, was thrown over the neck and shoulders, leaving
the right shoulder and arm bare. A pair of simple sandals, the na’l,
left the ankle-bones bare. Over the Izar waist-wrapper, a money
belt was worn, and a bag, something like a woman’s big handbag,
with a long strap, was for carrying the passport and other valuable
papers, such as the letter I had from Dr. Shawarbi.

Every one of the thousands at the airport, about to leave for
Jedda, was dressed this way. You could be a king or a peasant
and no one would know. Some powerful personages, who were
discreetly pointed out to me, had on the same thing I had on.
Once thus dressed, we all had begun intermittently calling out
“Labbayka! Labbayka!’’ (Here I come, O Lord!) The airport
sounded with the din of Muhrim expressing their intention to
perform the journey of the Hajj.

Planeloads of pilgrims were taking off every few minutes, but
the airport was jammed with more, and their friends and rela-
tives waiting to see them off. Those not going were asking others
to pray for them at Mecca. We were on our plane, in the air,
when I learned for the first time that with the crush, there was
not supposed to have been space for me, but strings had been
pulled, and someone had been put off because they didn’t want
to disappoint an American Muslim. I felt mingled emotions of
regret that I had inconvenienced and discomfited whoever was
bumped off the plane for me, and, with that, an utter humility
and gratefulness that I had been paid such an honor and respect.

Packed in the plane were white, black, brown, red, and yel-
low people, blue eyes and blond hair, and my kinky red hair—
all together, brothers! All honoring the same God Allah, all in
turn giving equal honor to each other.

From some in our group, the word was spreading from seat
to seat that I was a Muslim from America. Faces turned, smiling
toward me in greeting. A box lunch was passed out and as we
ate that, the word that a Muslim from America was aboard got
up into the cockpit.

The captain of the plane came back to meet me. He was an
Egyptian, his complexion was darker than mine; he could have
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walked in Harlem and no one would have given him a second
glance. He was delighted to meet an American Muslim. When
he invited me to visit the cockpit, I jumped at the chance.

The co-pilot was darker than he was. I can’t tell you the feel-
ing it gave me. I had never seen a black man flying a jet. That
instrument panel: no one ever could know what all of those dials
meant! Both of the pilots were smiling at me, treating me with
the same honor and respect I had received ever since I left Amer-
ica. I stood there looking through the glass at the sky ahead of
us. In America, I had ridden in more planes than probably any
other Negro, and I never had been invited up into the cockpit.
And there I was, with two Muslim seatmates, one from Egypt,
the other from Arabia, all of us bound for Mecca, with me up
in the pilots’ cabin. Brother, I knew Allah was with me.

I got back to my seat. All of the way, about an hour’s flight, we
pilgrims were loudly crying out, ‘‘Labbayka! Labbayka!’’ The
plane landed at Jedda. It’s a seaport town on the Red Sea, the
arrival or disembarkation point for all pilgrims who come to Arabia
to go to Mecca. Mecca is about forty miles to the east, inland.

The Jedda airport seemed even more crowded than Cairo’s had
been. Our party became another shuffling unit in the shifting mass
with every race on earth represented. Each party was making its
way toward the long line waiting to go through Customs. Before
reaching Customs, each Hajj party was assigned a Mutawaf, who
would be responsible for transferring that party from Jedda to
Mecca. Some pilgrims cried ‘‘Labbayka!’’ Others, sometimes large
groups, were chanting in unison a prayer that I will translate, ‘I
submit to no one but Thee, O Allah, I submit to no one but Thee.
I submit to Thee because Thou hast no partner. All praise and
blessings come from Thee, and Thou art alone in Thy kingdom.”’
The essence of the prayer is the Oneness of God.

Only officials were not wearing the Jhram garb, or the white
skull caps, long, white, nightshirt-looking gown and the little
slippers of the Mutawaf, those who guided each pilgrim party,
and their helpers. In Arabic, an mmmm sound before a verb
makes a verbal noun, so ‘‘Mutawaf’’ meant ‘‘the one who
guides’’ the pilgrims on the ‘“Tawaf,’’ which is the circumam-
bulation of the Ka’ba in Mecca.

I was nervous, shuffling in the center of our group in the line
waiting to have our passports inspected. I had an apprehensive
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feeling. Look what I’m handing them. I’'m in the Muslim world,
right at The Fountain. I’'m handing them the American passport
which signifies the exact opposite of what Islam stands for.

The judge in our group sensed my strain. He patted my shoul-
der. Love, humility, and true brotherhood was almost a physical
feeling wherever I turned. Then our group reached the clerks
who examined each passport and suitcase carefully and nodded
to the pilgrim to move on.

I was so nervous that when I tumed the key in my bag, and
it didn’t work, I broke open the bag, fearing that they might
think I had something in the bag that I shouldn’t have. Then the
clerk saw that I was handing him an American passport. He held
it, he looked at me and said something in Arabic. My friends
around me began speaking rapid Arabic, gesturing and pointing,
trying to intercede for me. The judge asked me in English for
my letter from Dr. Shawarbi, and he thrust it at the clerk, who
read it. He gave the letter back, protesting—I could tell that. An
argument was going on, about me. I felt like a stupid fool,
unable to say a word, I couldn’t even understand what was being
said. But, finally, sadly, the judge turned to me.

I had to go before the Mahgama Sharia, he explained. It was
the Muslim high court which examined all possibly nonauthentic
converts to the Islamic religion seeking to enter Mecca. It was
absolute that no non-Muslim could enter Mecca.

My friends were going to have to go on to Mecca without me.
They seemed stricken with concem for me. And 7 was stricken. I
found the words to tell them, ‘‘Don’t worry, I'll be fine. Allah
guides me.”” They said they would pray hourly in my behalf.
The white-garbed Mutawaf was urging them on, to keep schedule
in the airport’s human crush. With all of us waving, I watched
them go.

It was then about three in the moming, a Friday moming. I
never had been in such a jammed mass of people, but I never
had felt more alone, and helpless, since I was a baby. Worse,
Friday in the Muslim world is a rough counterpart of Sunday in
the Christian world. On Friday, all the members of a Muslim
community gather, to pray together. The event is called yaum
al-jumu’a—*‘the day of gathering.”” It meant that no courts were
held on Friday. I would have to wait until Saturday, at least.

An official beckoned a young Arab Mutawaf’s aide. In bro-
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ken English, the official explained that I would be taken to a
place right at the airport. My passport was kept at Customs. I
wanted to object, because it is a traveler’s first law never to get
separated from his passport, but I didn’t. In my wrapped towels
and sandals, I followed the aide in his skull cap, long white
gown, and slippers. I guess we were quite a sight. People pass-
ing us were speaking all kinds of languages. I couldn’t speak
anybody’s language. I was in bad shape.

Right outside the airport was a mosque, and above the airport
was a huge, dormitory-like building, four tiers high. It was semi-
dark, not long before dawn, and planes were regularly taking
off and landing, their landing lights sweeping the runways, or
their wing and tail lights blinking in the sky. Pilgrims from
Ghana, Indonesia, Japan, and Russia, to mention some, were
moving to and from the dormitory where I was being taken. I
don’t believe that motion picture cameras ever have filmed a
human spectacle more colorful than my eyes took in. We reached
the dormitory and began climbing, up to the fourth, top, tier,
passing members of every race on earth. Chinese, Indone-
sians, Afghanistanians. Many, not yet changed into the Thram
garb, still wore their national dress. It was like pages out of
the National Geographic magazine.

My guide, on the fourth tier, gestured me into a compartment
that contained about fifteen people. Most lay curled up on their
rugs asleep. I could tell that some were women, covered head
and foot. An old Russian Muslim and his wife were not asleep.
They stared frankly at me. Two Egyptian Muslims and a Persian
roused and also stared as my guide moved us over into a corner.
With gestures, he indicated that he would demonstrate to me the
proper prayer ritual postures. Imagine, being a Muslim minister,
a leader in Elijah Muhammad’s Nation of Islam, and not know-
ing the prayer ritual.

I tried to do what he did. I knew I wasn’t doing it right. I could
feel the other Muslims’ eyes on me. Western ankles won’t do what
Muslim ankles have done for a lifetime. Asians squat when they
sit, Westemers sit upright in chairs. When my guide was down in
a posture, I tried everything I could to get down as he was, but
there I was, sticking up. After about an hour, my guide left, in-
dicating that he would retumn later.

I never even thought about sleeping. Watched by the Muslims,
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I kept practicing prayer posture. I refused to let myself think how
ridiculous I must have looked to them. After a while, though, I
learned a little trick that would let me get down closer to the floor.
But after two or three days, my ankle was going to swell.

As the sleeping Muslims woke up, when dawn had broken, they
almost instantly became aware of me, and we watched each other
while they went about their business. I began to see what an im-
portant role the rug played in the overall cultural life of the Mus-
lims. Each individual had a small prayer rug, and each man and
wife, or large group, had a larger communal rug. These Muslims
prayed on their rugs there in the compartment. Then they spread
a tablecloth over the rug and ate, so the rug became the dining
room. Removing the dishes and cloth, they sat on the rug—a living
room. Then they curl up and sleep on the rug—a bedroom. In that
compartment, before I was to leave it, it dawned on me for the
first time why the fence had paid such a high price for Oriental
rugs when I had been a burglar in Boston. It was because so much
intricate care was taken to weave fine rugs in countries where rugs
were so culturally versatile. Later, in Mecca, I would see yet an-
other use of the rug. When any kind of dispute arose, someone
who was respected highly and who was not involved would sit on
a rug with the disputers around him, which made the rug a court-
room. In other instances it was a classroom.

One of the Egyptian Muslims, particularly, kept watching me
out of the comer of his eye. I smiled at him. He got up and
came over to me. ‘‘Hel-lo—"" he said. It sounded like the Get-
tysburg Address. I beamed at him, ‘‘Hello!”’ I asked his name.
‘““Name? Name?*’ He was trying hard, but he didn’t get it. We
tried some words on each other. I'd guess his English vocabu-
lary spanned maybe twenty words. Just enough to frustrate me.
I was trying to get him to comprehend anything. ‘‘Sky.”’ I'd
point. He’d smile. *‘Sky,’’ I'd say again, gesturing for him to
repeat it after me. He would. ““Airplane . . . rug . . . foot . . .
sandal . . . eyes. . . .”” Like that. Then an amazing thing hap-
pened. I was so glad I had some communication with a human
being, I was just saying whatever came to mind. I said ‘‘Mu-
hammad Ali Clay—’’ All of the Muslims listening lighted up
like a Christmas tree. ‘“You? You?”’ My friend was pointing at
me. I shook my head, ‘‘No, no. Muhammad Ali Clay my
friend—friend!”> They half understood me. Some of them didn’t
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understand, and that’s how it began to get around that I was
Cassius Clay, world heavyweight champion. I was later to learn
that apparently every man, woman and child in the Muslim world
had heard how Sonny Liston (who in the Muslim world had the
image of a man-eating ogre) had been beaten in Goliath-David
fashion by Cassius Clay, who then had told the world that his
name was Muhammad Ali and his religion was Islam and Allah
had given him his victory.

Establishing the rapport was the best thing that could have
happened in the compartment. My being an American Muslim
changed the attitudes from merely watching me to wanting to
look out for me. Now, the others began smiling steadily. They
came closer, they were frankly looking me up and down. In-
specting me. Very friendly. I was like a man from Mars.

The Mutawaf’s aide returned, indicating that I should go with
him. He pointed from our tier down at the mosque and I knew
that he had come to take me to make the moming prayer, El
Sobh, always before sunrise. I followed him down, and we
passed pilgrims by the thousands, babbling languages, every-
thing but English. I was angry with myself for not having taken
the time to learn more of the orthodox prayer rituals before
leaving America. In Elijah Muhammad’s Nation of Islam, we
hadn’t prayed in Arabic. About a dozen or more years before,
when I was in prison, a member of the orthodox Muslim move-
ment in Boston, named Abdul Hameed, had visited me and had
later sent me prayers in Arabic. At that time, I had learned those
prayers phonetically. But I hadn’t used them since.

I made up my mind to let the guide do everything first and I
would watch him. It wasn’t hard to get him to do things first.
He wanted to anyway. Just outside the mosque there was a long
trough with rows of faucets. Ablutions had to precede praying.
I knew that. Even watching the Mutawaf’s helper, I didn’t get
it right. There’s an exact way that an orthodox Muslim washes,
and the exact way is very important.

I followed him into the mosque, just a step behind, watching.
He did his prostration, his head to the ground. I did mine. ‘‘Bi-
smi-llahi-r-Rahmain-r-Rahim— "’ (‘‘In the name of Allah, the
Beneficent, the Merciful—"") All Muslim prayers began that
way. After that, I may not have been mumbling the right thing,
but I was mumbling.
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1 don’t mean to have any of this sound joking. It was far from
a joke with me. No one who happened to be watching could tell
that I wasn’t saying what the others said.

After that Sunrise Prayer, my guide accompanied me back up
to the fourth tier. By sign language, he said he would return
within three hours, then he left.

Our tier gave an excellent daylight view of the whole airport
area. I stood at the railing, watching. Planes were landing and
taking off like clockwork. Thousands upon thousands of people
from all over the world made colorful patterns of movement. I
saw groups leaving for Mecca, in buses, trucks, cars. I saw
some setting out to walk the forty miles. I wished that I could
start walking. At least, I knew how to do that.

I was afraid to think what might lie ahead. Would I be rejected
as a Mecca pilgrim? I wondered what the test would consist of,
and when I would face the Muslim high court.

The Persian Muslim in our compartment came up to me at
the rail. He greeted me, hesitantly, ‘‘Amer . . . American?”’
He indicated that he wanted me to come and have breakfast with
him and his wife, on their rug. I knew that it was an immense
offer he was making. You don’t have tea with a Muslim’s wife.
I didn’t want to impose, I don’t know if the Persian understood
or not when I shook my head and smiled, meaning ‘‘No,
thanks.’’ He brought me some tea and cookies, anyway. Until
then, I hadn’t even thought about eating.

Others made gestures. They would just come up and smile
and nod at me. My first friend, the one who had spoken a little
English, was gone. I didn’t know it, but he was spreading the
word of an American Muslim on the fourth tier. Traffic had
begun to pick up, going past our compartment. Muslims in the
Ihram garb, or still in their national dress, walked slowly past,
smiling. It would go on for as long as 1 was there to be seen.
But I hadn’t yet learned that I was the attraction.

I have always been restless, and curious. The Mutawaf’s aide
didn’t return in the three hours he had said, and that made me
nervous. I feared that he had given up on me as beyond help. By
then, too, I was really getting hungry. All of the Muslims in the
compartment had offered me food, and I had refused. The trouble
was, I have to admit it, at that point I didn’t know if I could go
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for their manner of eating. Everything was in one pot on the dining-
room rug, and I saw them just fall right in, using their hands.

I kept standing at the tier railing observing the courtyard be-
low, and I decided to explore a bit on my own. I went down to
the first tier. I thought, then, that maybe I shouldn’t get too far,
someone might come for me. So I went back up to our com-
partment. In about forty-five minutes, I went back down. I went
farther this time, feeling my way. I saw a little restaurant in the
courtyard. I went straight in there. It was jammed, and babbling
with languages. Using gestures, I bought a whole roasted chicken
and something like thick potato chips. I got back out in the
courtyard and I tore up that chicken, using my hands. Muslims
were doing the same thing all around me. I saw men at least
seventy years old bringing both legs up under them, until they
made a human knot of themselves, eating with as much aplomb
and satisfaction as though they had been in a fine restaurant with
waiters all over the place. All ate as One, and slept as One.
Everything about the pilgrimage atmosphere accented the One-
ness of Man under One God.

I made, during the day, several trips up to the compartment
and back out in the courtyard, each time exploring a little further
than before. Once, I nodded at two black men standing together.
I nearly shouted when one spoke to me in British-accented En-
glish. Before their party approached, ready to leave for Mecca,
we were able to talk enough to exchange that I was American
and they were Ethiopians. I was heartsick. I had found two
English-speaking Muslims at last—and they were leaving. The
Ethiopians had both been schooled in Cairo, and they were liv-
ing in Ryadh, the political capital of Arabia. I was later going
to learn to my surprise that in Ethiopia, with eighteen million
people, ten million are Muslims. Most people think Ethiopia is
Christian. But only its government is Christian. The West has
always helped to keep the Christian government in power.

I had just said my Sunset Prayer, El Maghrib; I was lying on
my cot in the fourth-tier compartment, feeling blue and alone,
when out of the darkness came a sudden light!

It was actually a sudden thought. On one of my venturings in
the yard full of activity below, I had noticed four men, officials,
seated at a table with a telephone. Now, I thought about seeing
them there, and with relephone, my mind flashed to the connec-
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tion that Dr. Shawarbi in New York had given me, the telephone
number of the son of the author of the book which had been
given to me. Omar Azzam lived right there in Jedda!

In a matter of a few minutes, I was downstairs and rushing to
where I had seen the four officials. One of them spoke functional
English. I excitedly showed him the letter from Dr. Shawarbi.
He read it. Then he read it aloud to the other three officials. “‘A
Muslim from America!”” I could almost see it capture their
imaginations and curiosity. They were very impressed. I asked
the English-speaking one if he would please do me the favor of
telephoning Dr. Omar Azzam at the number I had. He was glad
to do it. He got someone on the phone and conversed in Arabic.

Dr. Omar Azzam came straight to the airport. With the four
officials beaming, he wrung my hand in welcome, a young, tall,
powerfully built man. I’d say he was six foot three. He had an
extremely polished manner. In America, he, \\yould have been called
a white man, but—it struck me, hard and inStantly—from the way
he acted, I had no feeling of him being a white man. ‘“Why didn’t
you call before?’’ he demanded of me. He showed some identifi-
cation to the four officials, and he used their phone. Speaking in
Arabic, he was talking with some airport officials. ‘“Come!”’ he
said.

In something less than half an hour, he had gotten me re-
leased, my suitcase and passport had been retrieved from Cus-
toms, and we were in Dr. Azzam’s car, driving through the city
of Jedda, with me dressed in the JThram two towels and sandals.
I was speechless at the man’s attitude, and at my own physical
feeling of no difference between us as human beings. I had heard
for years of Muslim hospitality, but one couldn’t quite imagine
such warmth. I asked questions. Dr. Azzam was a Swiss-trained
engineer. His field was city planning. The Saudi Arabian gov-
emment had borrowed him from the United Nations to direct all
of the reconstruction work being done on Arabian holy places.
And Dr. Azzam’s sister was the wife of Prince Faisal’s son. 1
was in a car with the brother-in-law of the son of the ruler of
Arabia. Nor was that all that Allah had done. ‘‘My father will
be so happy to meet you,’” said Dr. Azzam. The author who
had sent me the book!

I asked questions about his father. Abd-Al-Rahman Azzam was
known as Azzam Pasha, or Lord Azzam, until the Egyptian rev-
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olution, when President Nasser eliminated all ‘‘Lord’’ and ‘‘No-
ble”’ titles. ‘‘He should be at my home when we get there,”” Dr.
Azzam said. ‘‘He spends much time in New York with his United
Nations work, and he has followed you with great interest.’’

I was speechless.

It was early in the moming when we reached Dr. Azzam’s
home. His father was there, his father’s brother, a chemist, and
another friend—all up that early, waiting. Each of them em-
braced me as though I were a long-lost child. I had never seen
these men before in my life, and they treated me so good! I am
going to tell you that I had never been so honored in my life,
nor had I ever received such true hospitality.

A servant brought tea and coffee, and disappeared. I was urged
to make myself comfortable. No women were anywhere in view.
In Arabia, you could easily think there were no females.

Dr. Abd-Al-Rahman Azzam dominated the conversation.
Why hadn’t I called before? They couldn’t understand why I
hadn’t. Was I comfortable? They seemed embarrassed that I had
spent the time at the airport; that I had been delayed in getting
to Mecca. No matter how I protested that I felt no inconve-
nience, that I was fine, they would not hear it. ‘“You must rest,”’
Dr. Azzam said. He went to use the telephone.

I didn’t know what this distinguished man was doing. I had
no dream. When I was told that I would be brought back for
dinner that evening, and that, meanwhile, I should get back in
the car, how could I have realized that I was about to see the
epitome of Muslim hospitality?

Abd-Al-Rahman Azzam, when at home, lived in a suite at
the Jedda Palace Hotel. Because I had come to them with a letter
from a friend, he was going to stay at his son’s home, and let
me use his suite, until I could get on to Mecca.

When I found out, there was no use protesting: I was in the
suite; young Dr. Azzam was gone; there was no one to protest
to. The three-room suite had a bathroom that was as big as a
double at the New York Hilton. It was suite number 214. There
was even a porch outside, affording a beautiful view of the an-
cient Red Sea city.

There had never before been in my emotions such an impulse
to pray—and I did, prostrating myself on the living-room rug.

Nothing in either of my two careers as a black man in America
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had served to give me any idealistic tendencies. My instincts
automatically examined the reasons, the motives, of anyone who
did anything they didn’t have to do for me. Always in my life,
if it was any white person, I could see a selfish motive.

But there in that hotel that moming, a telephone call and a
few hours away from the cot on the fourth-floor tier of the dor-
mitory, was one of the few times I had been so awed that I was
totally without resistance. That white man—at least he would
have been considered ‘‘white’’ in America—related to Arabia’s
ruler, to whom he was a close advisor, truly an international
man, with nothing in the world to gain, had given up his suite
to me, for my transient comfort. He had nothing to gain. He
didn’t need me. He had everything. In fact, he had more to lose
than gain. He had followed the American press about me. If he
did that, he knew there was only stigma attached to me. I was
supposed to have horns. I was a ‘‘racist.”” I was ‘‘anti-white””—
and he from all appearances was white. I was supposed to be a
criminal; not only that, but everyone was even accusing me of
using his religion of Islam as a cloak for my criminal practices
and philosophies. Even if he had had some motive to use me,
he knew that I was separated from Elijah Muhammad and the
Nation of Islam, my ‘‘power base,’’ according to the press in
America. The only organization that I had was just a few weeks
old. I had no job. I had no money. Just to get over there, I had
had to borrow money from my sister.

That morning was when I first began to reappraise the ‘‘white
man.”’ It was when I first began to perceive that ‘‘white man,”’
as commonly used, means complexion only secondarily; pri-
marily it described attitudes and actions. In America, ‘‘white
man’’ meant specific attitudes and actions toward the black man,
and toward all other non-white men. But in the Muslim world,
I had seen that men with white complexions were more genu-
inely brotherly than anyone else had ever been.

That moming was the start of a radical alteration in my whole
outlook about ‘‘white’” men.

I should quote from my notebook here. I wrote this about
noon, in the hotel: ‘‘My excitement, sitting here, waiting to go
before the Hajj Committee, is indescribable. My window faces
to the sea westward. The streets are filled with the incoming
pilgrims from all over the world. The prayers are to Allah and
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verses from the Quran are on the lips of everyone. Never have
I seen such a beautiful sight, nor witnessed such a scene, nor
felt such an atmosphere. Although I am excited, I feel safe and
secure, thousands of miles from the totally different life that I
have known. Imagine that twenty-four hours ago, I was in the
fourth-floor room over the airport, surrounded by people with
whom I could not communicate, feeling uncertain about the
future, and very lonely, and then one phone call, following Dr.
Shawarbi’s instructions. I have met one of the most powerful
men in the Muslim world. I will soon sleep in his bed at the
Jedda Palace. I know that I am surrounded by friends whose
sincerity and religious zeal I can feel. I must pray again to thank
Allah for this blessing, and I must pray again that my wife and
children back in America will always be blessed for their sac-
rifices, too.””

I did pray, two more prayers, as I had told my notebook. Then
I slept for about four hours, until the telephone rang. It was young
Dr. Azzam. In another hour, he would pick me up to return me
there for dinner. I tumbled words over one another, trying to
express some of the thanks I felt for all of their actions. He cut
me off. ““Ma sha’a-llah”’—which means, ‘It is as Allah has
pleased.”’

I seized the opportunity to run down into the lobby, to see it
again before Dr. Azzam arrived. When I opened my door, just
across the hall from me a man in some ceremonial dress, who
obviously lived there, was also headed downstairs, surrounded
by attendants. I followed them down, then through the lobby.
Outside, a small caravan of automobiles was waiting. My neigh-
bor appeared through the Jedda Palace Hotel’s front entrance
and people rushed and crowded him, kissing his hand. I found
out who he was: the Grand Mufti of Jerusalem. Later, in the
hotel, I would have the opportunity to talk with him for about a
half-hour. He was a cordial man of great dignity. He was well
up on world affairs, and even the latest events in America.

I will never forget the dinner at the Azzam home. I quote my
notebook again: ‘I couldn’t say in my mind that these were
‘white’ men. Why, the men acted as if they were brothers of
mine, the elder Dr. Azzam as if he were my father. His fatherly,
scholarly speech. I felt like he was my father. He was, you could
tell, a highly skilled diplomat, with a broad range of mind. His
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knowledge was so worldly. He was as current on world affairs
as some people are to what’s going on in their living room.

““The more we talked, the more his vast reservoir of knowl-
edge and its variety seemed unlimited. He spoke of the racial
lineage of the descendants of Muhammad the Prophet, and he
showed how they were both black and white. He also pointed
out how color, the complexities of color, and the problems of
color which exist in the Muslim world, exist only where, and to
the extent that, that area of the Muslim world has been influ-
enced by the West. He said that if one encountered any differ-
ences based on attitude toward color, this directly reflected the
degree of Western influence.”’

I learned during dinner that while I was at the hotel, the Hajj
Committee Court had been notified about my case, and that in
the morning I should be there. And I was.

The judge was Sheikh Muhammad Harkon. The Court was
empty except for me and a sister from India, formerly a Protes-
tant, who had converted to Islam, and was, like me, trying to
make the Hajj. She was brown-skinned, with a small face that
was mostly covered. Judge Harkon was a kind, impressive man.
We talked. He asked me some questions, having to do with my
sincerity. I answered him as truly as I could. He not only recog-
nized me as a true Muslim, but he gave me two books, one in
English, the other in Arabic. He recorded my name in the Holy
Register of true Muslims, and we were ready to part. He told me,
‘I hope you will become a great preacher of Islam in America.”’
I said that I shared that hope, and I would try to fulfill it.

The Azzam family were very elated that I was qualified and
accepted to go to Mecca. I had lunch at the Jedda Palace. Then
I slept again for several hours, until the telephone awakened me.

It was Muhammad Abdul Azziz Maged, the Deputy Chief of
Protocol for Prince Faisal. ‘‘A special car will be waiting to take
you to Mecca, right after your dinner,’’ he told me. He advised
me to eat heartily, as the Hajj rituals require plenty of strength.

I was beyond astonishment by then.

Two young Arabs accompanied me to Mecca. A well-lighted,
modem tumpike highway made the trip easy. Guards at intervals
along the way took one look at the car, and the driver made a
sign, and we were passed through, never even having to slow
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down. I was, all at once, thrilled, important, humble, and thank-
ful.

Mecca, when we entered, seemed as ancient as time itself.
Our car slowed through the winding streets, lined by shops on
both sides and with buses, cars, and trucks, and tens of thou-
sands of pilgrims from all over the earth were everywhere.

The car halted briefly at a place where a Mutawaf was waiting
for me. He wore the white skullcap and long nightshirt garb that
I had seen at the airport. He was a short, dark-skinned Arab,
named Muhammad. He spoke no English whatever.

We parked near the Great Mosque. We performed our ablu-
tions and entered. Pilgrims seemed to be on top of each other,
there were so many, lying, sitting, sleeping, praying, walking.

My vocabulary cannot describe the new mosque that was be-
ing built around the Ka’ba. I was thrilled to realize that it was
only one of the tremendous rebuilding tasks under the direction
of young Dr. Azzam, who had just been my host. The Great
Mosque of Mecca, when it is finished, will surpass the architec-
tural beauty of India’s Taj Mahal.

Carrying my sandals, I followed the Mutawaf. Then I saw the
Ka’ba, a huge black stone house in the middle of the Great
Mosque. It was being circumambulated by thousands upon thou-
sands of praying pilgrims, both sexes, and every size, shape,
color, and race in the world. I knew the prayer to be uttered
when the pilgrim’s eyes first perceive the Ka’ba. Translated, it
is ““O God, You are peace, and peace derives from You. So
greet us, O Lord, with peace.’” Upon entering the Mosque, the
pilgrim should try to kiss the Ka’ba if possible, but if the crowds
prevent him getting that close, he touches it, and if the crowds
prevent that, he raises his hand and cries out ‘‘Takbir!”’ (‘‘God
is great!”’) I could not get within yards. ‘‘Takbir!”’

My feeling there in the House of God was a numbness. My
Mutawaf led me in the crowd of praying, chanting pilgrims,
moving seven times around the Ka’ba. Some were bent and
wizened with age; it was a sight that stamped itself on the brain.
I saw incapacitated pilgrims being carried by others. Faces were
enraptured in their faith. The seventh time around, I prayed two
Rak’a, prostrating myself, my head on the floor. The first pros-
tration, I prayed the Quran verse ‘‘Say He is God, the one and
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only’’; the second prostration: ‘‘Say O you who are unbelievers,
I worship not that which you worship. . . .”’

As I prostrated, the Mutawaf fended pilgrims off to keep me
from being trampled.

The Mutawaf and I next drank water from the well of Zem
Zem. Then we ran between the two hills, Safa and Marwa,
where Hajar wandered over the same earth searching for water
for her child Ishmael.

Three separate times, after that, I visited the Great Mosque
and circumambulated the Ka’ba. The next day we set out after
sunrise toward Mount Arafat, thousands of us, crying in unison:
‘‘Labbayka! Labbayka!’’ and ‘‘Allah Akbar!’> Mecca is sur-
rounded by the crudest-looking mountains I have ever seen; they
seem to be made of the slag from a blast furnace. No vegetation
is on them at all. Arriving about noon, we prayed and chanted
from noon until sunset, and the asr (afternoon) and Maghrib
(sunset) special prayers were performed.

Finally, we lifted our hands in prayer and thanksgiving, re-
peating Allah’s words: ‘‘There is no God but Allah. He has no
partner. His are authority and praise. Good emanates from Him,
and He has power over all things.”’

Standing on Mount Arafat had concluded the essential rites
of being a pilgrim to Mecca. No one who missed it could con-
sider himself a pilgrim.

The IThram had ended. We cast the traditional seven stones at
the devil. Some had their hair and beards cut. I decided that I was
going to let my beard remain. I wondered what my wife Betty,
and our little daughters, were going to say when they saw me with
a beard, when I got back to New York. New York seemed a
million miles away. I hadn’t seen a newspaper that I could read
since I left New York. I had no idea what was happening there.
A Negro rifle club that had been in existence for over twelve years
in Harlem had been ‘‘discovered’’ by the police; it was being
trumpeted that I was ‘‘behind it.”” Elijah Muhammad’s Nation of
Islam had a lawsuit going against me, to force me and my family
to vacate the house in which we lived on Long Island.

The major press, radio, and television media in America had
representatives in Cairo hunting all over, trying to locate me, to
interview me about the furor in New York that I had allegedly
caused—when I knew nothing about any of it.
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I only knew what I had left in America, and how it contrasted
with what I had found in the Muslim world. About twenty of us
Muslims who had finished the Hajj were sitting in a huge tent
on Mount Arafat. As a Muslim from America, I was the center
of attention. They asked me what about the Hajj had impressed
me the most. One of the several who spoke English asked; they
translated my answers for the others. My answer to that question
was not the one they expected, but it drove home my point.

I said, ‘‘The brotherhood! The people of all races, colors,
from all over the world coming together as one! It has proved
to me the power of the One God.”’

It may have been out of taste, but that gave me an opportunity,
and I used it, to preach them a quick little sermon on America’s
racism, and its evils.

I could tell the impact of this upon them. They had been aware
that the plight of the black man in America was ‘‘bad,’’ but they
had not been aware that it was inhuman, that it was a psycho-
logical castration. These people from elsewhere around the world
were shocked. As Muslims, they had a very tender heart for all
unfortunates, and very sensitive feelings for truth and justice.
And in everything I said to them, as long as we talked, they
were aware of the yardstick that I was using to measure every-
thing—that to me the earth’s most explosive and pernicious evil
is racism, the inability of God’s creatures to live as One, espe-
cially in the Western world.

I have reflected since that the letter I finally sat down to com-
pose had been subconsciously shaping itself in my mind.

The color-blindness of the Muslim world’s religious society and
the color-blindness of the Muslim world’s human society: these
two influences had each day been making a greater impact, and an
increasing persuasion against my previous way of thinking.

The first letter was, of course, to my wife, Betty. I never had
a moment’s question that Betty, after initial amazement, would
change her thinking to join mine. I had known a thousand re-
assurances that Betty’s faith in me was total. I knew that she
would see what I had seen—that in the land of Muhammad and
the land of Abraham, I had been blessed by Allah with a new
insight into the true religion of Islam, and a better understanding
of America’s entire racial dilemma.
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After the letter to my wife, I wrote next essentially the same
letter to my sister Ella. And I knew where Ella would stand. She
had been saving to make the pilgrimage to Mecca herself.

I wrote to Dr. Shawarbi, whose belief in my sincerity had
enabled me to get a passport to Mecca.

All through the night, I copied similar long letters for others
who were very close to me. Among them was Elijah Muham-
mad’s son Wallace Muhammad, who had expressed to me his
conviction that the only possible salvation for the Nation of
Islam would be its accepting and projecting a better understand-
ing of Orthodox Islam.

And I wrote to my loyal assistants at my newly formed Mus-
lim Mosque, Inc. in Harlem, with a note appended, asking that
my letter be duplicated and distributed to the press.

I knew that when my letter became public knowledge back in
America, many would be astounded—loved ones, friends, and
enemies alike. And no less astounded would be millions whom
I did not know—who had gained during my twelve years with
Elijah Muhammad a “‘hate’’ image of Malcolm X.

Even I was myself astounded. But there was precedent in my
life for this letter. My whole life had been a chronology of—
changes.

Here is what I wrote . . . from my heart:

““Never have I witnessed such sincere hospitality and the
overwhelming spirit of true brotherhood as is practiced by peo-
ple of all colors and races here in this Ancient Holy Land, the
home of Abraham, Muhammad, and all the other prophets of
the Holy Scriptures. For the past week, I have been utterly
speechless and spellbound by the graciousness I see displayed
all around me by people of all colors.

“‘I have been blessed to visit the Holy City of Mecca. I have
made my seven circuits around the Ka’ba, led by a young Mu-
tawaf named Muhammad. I drank water from the well of Zem
Zem. I ran seven times back and forth between the hills of Mt.
Al-Safa and Al-Marwah. I have prayed in the ancient city of
Mina, and I have prayed on Mt. Arafat.

‘“There were tens of thousands of pilgrims, from all over the
world. They were of all colors, from blue-eyed blonds to black-
skinned Africans. But we were all participating in the same
ritual, displaying a spirit of unity and brotherhood that my
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experiences in America had led me to believe never could exist
between the white and the non-white.

‘‘America needs to understand Islam, because this is the one
religion that erases from its society the race problem. Through-
out my travels in the Muslim world, I have met, talked to, and
even eaten with people who in America would have been con-
sidered ‘white’—but the ‘white’ attitude was removed from their
minds by the religion of Islam. I have never before seen sincere
and true brotherhood practiced by all colors together, irrespec-
tive of their color.

*“You may be shocked by these words coming from me. But
on this pilgrimage, what I have seen, and experienced, has forced
me to re-arrange much of my thought-patterns previously held,
and to toss aside some of my previous conclusions. This was
not too difficult for me. Despite my firm convictions, I have
been always a man who tries to face facts, and to accept the
reality of life as new experience and new knowledge unfolds it.
I have always kept an open mind, which is necessary to the
flexibility that must go hand in hand with every form of intelli-
gent search for truth.

“‘During the past eleven days here in the Muslim world, I have
eaten from the same plate, drunk from the same glass, and slept
in the same bed (or on the same rug)—while praying to the same
God—with fellow Muslims, whose eyes were the bluest of blue,
whose hair was the blondest of blond, and whose skin was the
whitest of white. And in the words and in the actions and in the
deeds of the ‘white’ Muslims, I felt the same sincerity that I felt
among the black African Muslims of Nigeria, Sudan, and Ghana.

““We were truly all the same (brothers)—because their belief
in one God had removed the ‘white’ from their minds, the ‘white’
from their behavior, and the ‘white’ from their attitude.

*‘I could see from this, that perhaps if white Americans could
accept the Oneness of God, then perhaps, too, they could accept
in reality the Oneness of Man—and cease to measure, and
hinder, and harm others in terms of their ‘differences’ in color.

*“With racism plaguing America like an incurable cancer, the
so-called ‘Christian’ white American heart should be more re-
ceptive to a proven solution to such a destructive problem. Per-
haps it could be in time to save America from imminent
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disaster—the same destruction brought upon Germany by racism
that eventually destroyed the Germans themselves.

‘“Each hour here in the Holy Land enables me to have greater
spiritual insights into what is happening in America between
black and white. The American Negro never can be blamed for
his racial animosities—he is only reacting to four hundred years
of the conscious racism of the American whites. But as racism
leads America up the suicide path, I do believe, from the ex-
periences that I have had with them, that the whites of the
younger generation, in the colleges and universities, will see the
handwriting on the wall and many of them will turn to the spir-
itual path of truth—the only way left to America to ward off the
disaster that racism inevitably must lead to.

““‘Never have I been so highly honored. Never have I been
made to feel more humble and unworthy. Who would believe
the blessings that have been heaped upon an American Negro?
A few nights ago, a man who would be called in America a
‘white’ man, a United Nations diplomat, an ambassador, a com-
panion of kings, gave me his hotel suite, his bed. By this man,
His Excellency Prince Faisal, who rules this Holy Land, was
made aware of my presence here in Jedda. The very next mom-
ing, Prince Faisal’s son, in person, informed me that by the will
and decree of his esteemed father, I was to be a State Guest.

““The Deputy Chief of Protocol himself took me before the
Hajj Court. His Holiness Sheikh Muhammad Harkon himself
okayed my visit to Mecca. His Holiness gave me two books on
Islam, with his personal seal and autograph, and he told me that
he prayed that I would be a successful preacher of Islam in
America. A car, a driver, and a guide, have been placed at my
disposal, making it possible for me to travel about this Holy
Land almost at will. The government provides air-conditioned
quarters and servants in each city that I visit. Never would I
have even thought of dreaming that I would ever be a recipient
of such honors—honors that in America would be bestowed upon
a King—not a Negro.

““All praise is due to Allah, the Lord of all the Worlds.

‘‘Sincerely,

‘‘El-Hajj Malik El-Shabazz
‘‘(Malcolm X)*’



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
EL-HAJ] MALIK EL-SHABAZZ

Prince Faisal, the absolute ruler of Arabia, had made me a guest
of the State. Among the courtesies and privileges which this
brought to me, especially—shamelessly—I relished the chauf-
feured car which toured me around in Mecca with the chauffeur-
guide pointing out sights of particular significance. Some of the
Holy City looked as ancient as time itself. Other parts of it
resembled a modem Miami suburb. I cannot describe with what
feelings I actually pressed my hands against the earth where the
great Prophets had trod four thousand years before.

‘“The Muslim from America’’ excited everywhere the most
intense curiosity and interest. I was mistaken time and again for
Cassius Clay. A local newspaper had printed a photograph of
Cassius and me together at the United Nations. Through my
chauffeur-guide-interpreter I was asked scores of questions about
Cassius. Even children knew of him, and loved him there in the
Muslim world. By popular demand, the cinemas throughout Af-
rica and Asia had shown his fight. At that moment in young
Cassius’ career, he had captured the imagination and the support
of the entire dark world.

My car took me to participate in special prayers at Mt. Arafat,
and at Mina. The roads offered the wildest drives that I had ever
known: nightmare traffic, brakes squealing, skidding cars, and
horns blowing. (I believe that all of the driving in the Holy Land
is done in the name of Allah.) I had begun to learn the prayers
in Arabic; now, my biggest prayer difficulty was physical. The
unaccustomed prayer posture had caused my big toe to swell,
and it pained me.

349
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But the Muslim world’s customs no longer seemed strange to
me. My hands now readily plucked up food from a common
dish shared with brother Muslims; I was drinking without hes-
itation from the same glass as others; 1 was washing from the
same little pitcher of water; and sleeping with eight or ten others
on a mat in the open. I remember one night at Muzdalifa with
nothing but the sky overhead I lay awake amid sleeping Muslim
brothers and I learned that pilgrims from every land—every
color, and class, and rank; high officials and the beggar alike—
all snored in the same language.

I’ll bet that in the parts of the Holy Land that I visited a million
bottles of soft drinks were consumed—and ten million cigarettes
must have been smoked. Particularly the Arab Muslims smoked
constantly, even on the Hajj pilgrimage itself. The smoking evil
wasn’t invented in Prophet Muhammad’s days—if it had been,
I believe he would have banned it.

It was the largest Hajj in history, I was later told. Kasem
Gulek, of the Turkish Parliament, beaming with pride, informed
me that from Turkey alone over six hundred buses—over fifty
thousand Muslims—had made the pilgrimage. I told him that I
dreamed to see the day when shiploads and planeloads of Amer-
ican Muslims would come to Mecca for the Hajj.

There was a color pattern in the huge crowds. Once I hap-
pened to notice this, I closely observed it thereafter. Being from
America made me intensely sensitive to matters of color. I saw
that people who looked alike drew together and most of the time
stayed together. This was entirely voluntary; there being no other
reason for it. But Africans were with Africans. Pakistanis were
with Pakistanis. And so on. I tucked it into my mind that when
I returned home I would tell Americans this observation; that
where true brotherhood existed among all colors, where no one
felt segregated, where there was no *‘superiority’’ complex, no
“‘inferiority’’ complex—then voluntarily, naturally, people of
the same kind felt drawn together by that which they had in
common.

It is my intention that by the time of my next Hajj pilgrimage,
I will have at least a working vocabulary of Arabic. In my ig-
norant, crippled condition in the Holy Land, I had been lucky
to have met patient friends who enabled me to talk by interpret-
ing for me. Never before in my life had I felt so deaf and dumb
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as during the times when no interpreter was with me to tell me
what was being said around me, or about me, or even fo me, by
other Muslims—before they learned that ‘‘the Muslim from
America’’ knew only a few prayers in Arabic and, beyond that,
he could only nod and smile.

Behind my nods and smiles, though, I was doing some
American-type thinking and reflection. I saw that Islam’s con-
versions around the world could double and triple if the color-
fulness and the true spiritualness of the Hajj pilgrimage were
properly advertised and communicated to the outside world. I
saw that the Arabs are poor at understanding the psychology of
non-Arabs and the importance of public relations. The Arabs
said ‘‘insha Allah’’ (‘‘God willing”’)—then they waited for con-
verts. Even by this means, Islam was on the march, but I knew
that with improved public relations methods the number of new
converts turning to Allah could be turned into millions.

Constantly, wherever I went, I was asked questions about
America’s racial discrimination. Even with my background, I
was astonished at the degree to which the major single image of
America seemed to be discrimination.

In a hundred different conversations in the Holy Land with
Muslims high and low, and from around the world—and, later,
when I got to Black Africa—I don’t have to tell you never once
did I bite my tongue or miss a single opportunity to tell the truth
about the crimes, the evils and the indignities that are suffered
by the black man in America. Through my interpreter, I lost no
opportunity to advertise the American black man’s real plight.
I preached it on the mountain at Arafat, I preached it in the busy
lobby of the Jedda Palace Hotel. I would point at one after
another—to bring it closer to home; ““You . . . you . . . you—
because of your dark skin, in America you, too, would be called
‘Negro.” You could be bombed and shot and cattle-prodded and
fire-hosed and beaten because of your complexions.”’

As some of the poorest pilgrims heard me preach, so did some
of the Holy World’s most important personages. I talked at length
with the blue-eyed, blond-haired Hussein Amini, Grand Mufti
of Jerusalem. We were introduced on Mt. Arafat by Kasem
Gulick of the Turkish Parliament. Both were learned men; both
were especially well-read on America. Kasem Gulick asked me
why I had broken with Elijah Muhammad. I said that I preferred
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not to elaborate upon our differences, in the interests of preserv-
ing the American black man’s unity. They both understood and
accepted that.

I talked with the Mayor of Mecca, Sheikh Abdullah Eraif,
who when he was a journalist had criticized the methods of the
Mecca municipality—and Prince Faisal made him the Mayor,
to see if he could do any better. Everyone generally acknowl-
edged that Sheikh Eraif was doing fine. A filmed feature ‘‘The
Muslim From America’’ was made by Ahmed Horyallah and
his partner Essid Muhammad of Tunis’ television station. In
America once, in Chicago, Ahmed Horyallah had interviewed
Elijah Muhammad.

The lobby of the Jedda Palace Hotel offered me frequent siz-
able informal audiences of important men from many different
countries who were curious to hear the ‘‘American Muslim.”’ I
met many Africans who had either spent some time in America,
or who had heard other Africans’ testimony about America’s
treatment of the black man. I remember how before one large
audience, one cabinet minister from Black Africa (he knew more
about world-wide current events than anyone else I've ever met)
told of his occasionally traveling in the United States, North and
South, deliberately not wearing his national dress. Just recalling
the indignities he had met as a black man seemed to expose
some raw nerve in this highly educated, dignified official. His
eyes blazed in his passionate anger, his hands hacked the air:
‘““Why 1is the American black man so complacent about being
trampled upon? Why doesn’t the American black man fight to
be a human being?”’

A Sudanese high official hugged me, ‘“You champion the
American black people!”” An Indian official wept in his com-
passion ‘‘for my brothers in your land.”’ I reflected many, many
times to myself upon how the American Negro has been entirely
brainwashed from ever seeing or thinking of himself, as he
should, as a part of the non-white peoples of the world. The
American Negro has no conception of the hundreds of millions
of other non-whites’ concern for him: he has no conception of
their feeling of brotherhood for and with him.

It was there in the Holy Land, and later in Africa, that I
formed a conviction which I have had ever since—that a topmost
requisite for any Negro leader in America ought to be extensive
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traveling in the non-white lands on this earth, and the travel
should include many conferences with the ranking men of those
lands. I guarantee that any honest, open-minded Negro leader
would return home with more effective thinking about alterna-
tive avenues to solutions of the American black man’s problem.
Above all, the Negro leaders would find that many non-white
officials of the highest standing, especially Africans, would tell
them—privately—that they would be glad to throw their weight
behind the Negro cause, in the United Nations, and in other
ways. But these officials understandably feel that the Negro in
America is so confused and divided that he doesn’t himself know
what his cause is. Again, it was mainly Africans who variously
expressed to me that no one would wish to be embarrassed trying
to help a brother who shows no evidence that he wants that
help—and who seems to refuse to cooperate in his own interests.

The American black ‘‘leader’s’’ most critical problem is lack
of imagination! His thinking, his strategies, if any, are always
limited, at least basically, to only that which is either advised,
or approved by the white man. And the first thing the American
power structure doesn’t want any Negroes to start is thinking
internationally.

I think the single worst mistake of the American black orga-
nizations, and their leaders, is that they have failed to establish
direct brotherhood lines of communication between the inde-
pendent nations of Africa and the American black people. Why,
every day, the black African heads of state should be receiving
direct accounts of the latest developments in the American black
man’s struggles—instead of the U.S. State Department’s re-
leases to Africans which always imply that the American black
man’s struggle is being ‘‘solved.”’

Two American authors, best-sellers in the Holy Land, had
helped to spread and intensify the concern for the American
black man. James Baldwin’s books, translated, had made a tre-
mendous impact, as had the book Black Like Me, by John Grif-
fin. If you’re unfamiliar with that book, it tells how the white
man Griffin blackened his skin and spent two months traveling
as a Negro about America; then Griffin wrote of the experiences
that he met. ‘‘A frightening experience!”’ I heard exclaimed
many times by people in the Holy World who had read the
popular book. But I never heard it without opening their thinking
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further: ‘“Well, if it was a frightening experience for him as
nothing but a make-believe Negro for sixty days—then you think
about what real Negroes in America have gone through for four
hundred years.”’

One honor that came to me, I had prayed for: His Eminence,
Prince Faisal, invited me to a personal audience with him.

As 1 entered the room, tall, handsome Prince Faisal came
from behind his desk. I never will forget the reflection I had at
that instant, that here was one of the world’s most important
men, and yet with his dignity one saw clearly his sincere hu-
mility. He indicated for me a chair opposite from his. Our in-
terpreter was the Deputy Chief of Protocol, Muhammad Abdul
Azziz Maged, an Egyptian-born Arab, who looked like a Har-
lem Negro.

Prince Faisal impatiently gestured when I began stumbling
for words trying to express my gratitude for the great honor he
had paid me in making me a guest of the State. It was only
Muslim hospitality to another Muslim, he explained, and I was
an unusual Muslim from America. He asked me to understand
above all that whatever he had done had been his pleasure, with
no other motives whatever.

A gliding servant served a choice of two kinds of tea as Prince
Faisal talked. His son, Muhammad Faisal, had ‘‘met’’ me on
American television while attending a Northern California uni-
versity. Prince Faisal had read Egyptian writers’ articles about
the American ‘‘Black Muslims.”” “‘If what these writers say is
true, the Black Muslims have the wrong Islam,’’ he said. I ex-
plained my role of the previous twelve years, of helping to or-
ganize and to build the Nation of Islam. I said that my purpose
for making the Hajj was to get an understanding of true Islam.
‘“That is good,”’ Prince Faisal said, pointing out that there was
an abundance of English-translation literature about Islam—so
that there was no excuse for ignorance, and no reason for sincere
people to allow themselves to be misled.

The last of April, 1964, I flew to Beirut, the seaport capital
of Lebanon. A part of me, I left behind in the Holy City of
Mecca. And, in tumn, I took away with me—forever—a part of
Mecca.

I was on my way, now, to Nigeria, then Ghana. But some
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friends I had made in the Holy Land had urged and insisted that
I make some stops en route and I had agreed. For example, it
had been arranged that I would first stop and address the faculty
and the students at the American University of Beirut.

In Beirut’s Palm Beach Hotel, I luxuriated in my first long
sleep since I had left America. Then, I went walking—fresh
from weeks in the Holy Land: immediately my attention was
struck by the mannerisms and attire of the Lebanese women. In
the Holy Land, there had been the very modest, very feminine
Arabian women—and there was this sudden contrast of the half-
French, half-Arab Lebanese women who projected in their dress
and street manners more liberty, more boldness. I saw clearly
the obvious European influence upon the Lebanese culture. It
showed me how any country’s moral strength, or its moral
weakness, is quickly measurable by the street attire and attitude
of its women—especially its young women. Wherever the spir-
itual values have been submerged, if not destroyed, by an em-
phasis upon the material things, invariably, the women reflect
it. Witness the women, both young and old, in America—where
scarcely any moral values are left. There seems in most coun-
tries to be either one extreme or the other. Truly a paradise could
exist wherever material progress and spiritual values could be
properly balanced.

I spoke at the University of Beirut the truth of the American
black man’s condition. I’ve previously made the comment that
any experienced public speaker can feel his audience’s reac-
tions. As I spoke, I felt the subjective and defensive reactions
of the American white students present—but gradually their hos-
tilities lessened as I continued to present the unassailable facts.
But the students of African heritage—well, I'll never get over
how the African displays his emotions.

Later, with astonishment, I heard that the American press
carried stories that my Beirut speech caused a ‘‘riot.”” What kind
of a riot? I don’t know how any reporter, in good conscience,
could have cabled that across the ocean. The Beirut Daily Star
front-page report of my speech mentioned no ‘‘riot’’—because
there was none. When I was done, the African students all but
besieged me for autographs; some of them even hugged me.
Never have even American Negro audiences accepted me as I
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have been accepted time and again by the less inhibited, more
down-to-earth Africans.

From Beirut, I flew back to Cairo, and there I took a train to
Alexandria, Egypt. I kept my camera busy during each brief
stopover. Finally I was on a plane to Nigeria.

During the six-hour flight, when I was not talking with the
pilot (who had been a 1960 Olympics swimmer), I sat with a
passionately political African. He almost shouted in his fervor.
‘‘When people are in a stagnant state, and are being brought out
of it, there is no time for voting!’’ His central theme was that
no new African nation, trying to decolonize itself, needed any
political system that would permit division and bickering.
““The people don’t know what the vote means! It is the job of
the enlightened leaders to raise the people’s intellect.”’

In Lagos, I was greeted by Professor Essien-Udom of the
Ibadan University. We were both happy to see each other. We
had met in the United States as he had researched the Nation of
Islam for his book, Black Nationalism. At his home, that eve-
ning, a dinner was held in my honor, attended by other profes-
sors and professional people. As we ate, a young doctor asked
me if I knew that New York City’s press was highly upset about
a recent killing in Harlem of a white woman—for which, ac-
cording to the press, many were blaming me at least indirectly.
An elderly white couple who owned a Harlem clothing store had
been attacked by several young Negroes, and the wife was
stabbed to death. Some of these young Negroes, apprehended
by the police, had described themselves as belonging to an or-
ganization they called ‘‘Blood Brothers.’’ These youths, alleg-
edly, had said or implied that they were affiliated with ‘‘Black
Muslims’’ who had split away from the Nation of Islam to join
up with me.

I told the dinner guests that it was my first word of any of it,
but that I was not surprised when violence happened in any of
America’s ghettoes where black men had been living packed
like animals and treated like lepers. I said that the charge against
me was typical white man scapegoat-seeking—that whenever
something white men disliked happened in the black commu-
nity, typically white public attention was directed not at the
cause, but at a selected scapegoat.

As for the ““Blood Brothers,’’ I said I considered all Negroes
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to be my blood brothers. I said that the white man’s efforts to
make my name poison actually succeeded only in making mil-
lions of black people regard me like Joe Louis.

Speaking in the Ibadan University’s Trenchard Hall, I urged
that Africa’s independent nations needed to see the necessity of
helping to bring the Afro-American’s case before the United
Nations. I said that just as the American Jew is in political,
economic, and cultural harmony with world Jewry, I was con-
vinced that it was time for all Afro-Americans to join the world’s
Pan-Africanists. I said that physically we Afro-Americans might
remain in America, fighting for our Constitutional rights, but
that philosophically and culturally we Afro-Americans badly
needed to ‘‘return’’ to Africa—and to develop a working unity
in the framework of Pan-Africanism.

Young Africans asked me politically sharper questions than
one hears from most American adults. Then an astonishing thing
happened when one old West Indian stood and began attacking
me—for attacking America. ‘‘Shut up! Shut up!” students
yelled, booing, and hissing. The old West Indian tried to express
defiance of them, and in a sudden rush a group of students sprang
up and were after him. He barely escaped ahead of them. I never
saw anything like it. Screaming at him, they ran him off the
campus. (Later, I found out that the old West Indian was married
to a white woman, and he was trying to get a job in some white-
influenced agency which had put him up to challenge me. Then,
I understood his problem.)

This wasn’t the last time I'd see the Africans’ almost fanatic
expression of their political emotions.

Afterward, in the Students’ Union, I was plied with questions,
and I was made an honorary member of the Nigerian Muslim
Students’ Society. Right here in my wallet is my card: ‘‘Alhadji
Malcolm X. Registration No. M-138.”” With the membership,
I was given a new name: ‘‘Omowale.”’ It means, in the Yoruba
language, ‘‘the son who has come home.’’ I meant it when I
told them I had never received a more treasured honor.

Six hundred members of the Peace Corps were in Nigeria, I
learned. Some white Peace Corps members who talked with me
were openly embarrassed at the guilt of their race in America.
Among the twenty Negro Peace Corpsmen I talked with, a very
impressive fellow to me was Larry Jackson, a Morgan State
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College graduate from Fort Lauderdale, Florida, who had joined
the Peace Corps in 1962.

I made Nigerian radio and television program appearances.
When I remember seeing black men operating their own com-
munications agencies, a thrill still runs up my spine. The re-
porters who interviewed me included an American Negro from
Newsweek magazine—his name was Williams. Traveling
through Africa, he had recently interviewed Prime Minister
Nkrumah.

Talking with me privately, one group of Nigerian officials
told me how skillfully the U.S. Information Agency sought to
spread among Africans the impression that American Negroes
were steadily advancing, and that the race problem soon would
be solved. One high official told me, ‘‘Our informed leaders and
many, many others know otherwise.”” He said that behind the
“‘diplomatic front’’ of every African U.N. official was recog-
nition of the white man’s gigantic duplicity and conspiracy to
keep the world’s peoples of African heritage separated—both
physically and ideologically—from each other.

“‘In your land, how many black people think about it that
South and Central and North America contain over eighty mil-
lion people of African descent?’’ he asked me.

‘“The world’s course will change the day the African-heritage
peoples come together as brothers!”’

I never had heard that kind of global black thinking from any
black man in America.

From Lagos, Nigeria, I flew on to Accra, Ghana.

I think that nowhere is the black continent’s wealth and the
natural beauty of its people richer than in Ghana, which is so
proudly the very fountainhead of Pan-Africanism.

I stepped off the plane into a jarring note. A red-faced Amer-
ican white man recognized me; he had the nerve to come up
grabbing my hand and telling me in a molasses drawl that he
was from Alabama, and then he invited me to his home for
dinner!

My hotel’s dining room, when I went to breakfast, was full
of more of those whites—discussing Africa’s untapped wealth
as though the African waiters had no ears. It nearly ruined my
meal, thinking how in America they sicked police dogs on black
people, and threw bombs in black churches, while blocking the
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doors of their white churches—and now, once again in the land
where their forefathers had stolen blacks and thrown them into
slavery, was that white man.

Right there at my Ghanaian breakfast table was where I made
up my mind that as long as I was in Africa, every time I opened
my mouth, I was going to make things hot for that white man,
grinning through his teeth wanting to exploit Africa again—it
had been her human wealth the last time, now he wanted Afri-
ca’s mineral wealth.

And I knew that my reacting as I did presented no conflict
with the convictions of brotherhood which I had gained in the
Holy Land. The Muslims of “‘white’’ complexions who had
changed my opinions were men who had showed me that they
practiced genuine brotherhood. And I knew that any American
white man with a genuine brotherhood for a black man was hard
to find, no matter how much he grinned.

The author Julian Mayfield seemed to be the leader of Gha-
na’s little colony of Afro-American expatriates. When I tele-
phoned Mayfield, in what seemed no time at all I was sitting in
his home surrounded by about forty black American expatriates;
they had been waiting for my arrival. There were business and
professional people, such as the militant former Brooklynites
Dr. and Mrs. Robert E. Lee, both of them dentists, who had
given up their United States’ citizenship. Such others as Alice
Windom, Maya Angelou Make, Victoria Garvin, and Leslie
Lacy had even formed a ‘‘Malcolm X Committee’’ to guide me
through a whirlwind calendar of appearances and social events.

In my briefcase here are some of the African press stories
which had appeared when it was learned that I was en route:

‘“Malcolm X’s name is almost as familiar to Ghanaians as the
Southern dogs, fire hoses, cattle prods, people sticks, and the
ugly, hate-contorted white faces. . . .”’

‘“Malcolm X’s decision to enter the mainstream of the strug-
gle heralds a hopeful sign on the sickeningly dismal scene of
brutalized, non-violent, passive resistance. . . .”’

““‘An extremely important fact is that Malcolm X is the first
Afro-American leader of national standing to make an indepen-
dent trip to Africa since Dr. Du Bois came to Ghana. This may
be the beginning of a new phase in our struggle. Let’s make
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sure we don’t give it less thought than the State Department is
doubtless giving it right now.”’

And another: ‘‘Malcolm X is one of our most significant and
miltant leaders. We are in a battle. Efforts will be made to ma-
lign and discredit him. . . .”

I simply couldn’t believe this kind of reception five thousand
miles from America! The officials of the press had even arranged
to pay my hotel expenses, and they would hear no objection that
I made. They included T. D. Baffoe, the Editor-in-Chief of the
Ghanaian Times; G. T. Anim, the Managing Director of the
Ghana News Agency; Kofi Batsa, the Editor of Spark and
the Secretary-General of the Pan-African Union of Journalists;
and Mr. Cameron Duodu; and others. I could only thank them
all. Then, during the beautiful dinner which had been prepared
by Julian Mayfield’s pretty Puerto Rican wife, Ana Livia (she
was in charge of Accra’s district health program), I was plied
with questions by the eagerly interested black expatriates from
America who had returned to Mother Africa.

I can only wish that every American black man could have
shared my ears, my eyes, and my emotions throughout the round
of engagements which had been made for me in Ghana. And
my point in saying this is not the reception that I personally
received as an individual of whom they had heard, but it was
the reception tendered to me as the symbol of the militant Amer-
ican black man, as I had the honor to be regarded.

At a jam-packed press club conference, I believe the very first
question was why had I split with Elijah Muhammad and the
Nation of Islam. The Africans had heard such rumors as that
Elijah Muhammad had built a palace in Arizona. I straightened
out that falsehood, and I avoided any criticism. I said that our
disagreement had been in terms of political direction and in-
volvement in the extra-religious struggle for human rights. I said
I respected the Nation of Islam for its having been a psycholog-
ically revitalizing movement and a source of moral and social
reform, and that Elijah Muhammad’s influence upon the
American black man had been basic.

I stressed to the assembled press the need for mutual com-
munication and support between the Africans and Afro-
Americans whose struggles were interlocked. I remember that
in the press conference, I used the word ‘‘Negro,”” and I was
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firmly corrected. ‘“The word is not favored here, Mr. Malcolm X.
The term Afro-American has greater meaning, and dignity.”’
I sincerely apologized. I don’t think that I said ‘‘Negro’’ again
as long as I was in Africa. I said that the 22 million Afro-
Americans in the United States could become for Africa a great
positive force—while, in tum, the African nations could and
should exert positive force at diplomatic levels against Ameri-
ca’s racial discrimination. I said, ‘‘All of Africa unites in op-
position to South Africa’s apartheid, and to the oppression in
the Portuguese territories. But you waste your time if you don’t
realize that Verwoerd and Salazar, and Britain and France, never
could last a day if it were not for United States support. So until
you expose the man in Washington, D.C., you haven’t accom-
plished anything.”’

I knew that the State Department’s G. Mennen Williams was
officially visiting in Africa. I said, ‘‘Take my word for it—you
be suspicious of all these American officials who come to Africa
grinning in your faces when they don’t grin in ours back home.”’
I told them that my own father was murdered by whites in the
state of Michigan where G. Mennen Williams once was the
Govemor.

I was honored at the Ghana Club, by more press representa-
tives and dignitaries. I was the guest at the home of the late
black American author Richard Wright’s daughter, beautiful,
slender, soft-voiced Julia, whose young French husband pub-
lishes a Ghanaian paper. Later, in Paris, I was to meet Richard
Wright’s widow, Ellen, and a younger daughter, Rachel.

I talked with Ambassadors, at their embassies. The Algerian
Ambassador impressed me as a man who was dedicated totally
to militancy, and to world revolution, as the way to solve the
problems of the world’s oppressed masses. His perspective was
attuned not just to Algerians, but to include the Afro-Americans
and all others anywhere who were oppressed. The Chinese Am-
bassador, Mr. Huang Ha, a most perceptive, and also most mil-
itant man, focused upon the efforts of the West to divide Africans
from the peoples of African heritage elsewhere. The Nigerian
Ambassador was deeply concerned about the Afro-Americans’
plight in America. He had personal knowledge of their suffering,
having lived and studied in Washington, D.C. Similarly, the
most sympathetic Mali Ambassador had been in New York at
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the United Nations. I breakfasted with Dr. Makonnen of British
Guiana. We discussed the need for the type of Pan-African unity
that would also include the Afro-Americans. And I had a talk
in depth about Afro-American problems with Nana Nketsia, the
Ghanaian Minister of Culture.

Once when I returned to my hotel, a New York City call was
waiting for me from Mal Goode of the American Broadcasting
Company. Over the telephone Mal Goode asked me questions
that I answered for his beeping tape recorder, about the ‘‘Blood
Brothers’” in Harlem, the rifle clubs for Negroes, and other sub-
jects with which I was being kept identified in the American press.

In the University of Ghana’s Great Hall, I addressed the larg-
est audience that I would in Africa—mostly Africans, but also
numerous whites. Before this audience, I tried my best to de-
molish the false image of American race relations that I knew
was spread by the U.S. Information Agency. I tried to impress
upon them all the true picture of the Afro-American’s plight at
the hands of the white man. I worked on those whites there in
the audience:

““I’ve never seen so many whites so nice to so many blacks
as you white people here in Africa. In America, Afro-Americans
are struggling for integration. They should come here—to Af-
rica—and see how you grin at Africans. You’ve really got in-
tegration here. But can you tell the Africans that in America you
grin at the black people? No, you can’t! And you don’t honestly
like these Africans any better, either—but what you do like is
the minerals Africa has under her soil. . . .”’

Those whites out in the audience turned pink and red. They
knew I was telling the truth. *‘I’'m not anti-American, and I
didn’t come here to condemn America—I want to make that very
clear!”’ I told them. *‘I came here to tell the truth—and if the
truth condemns America, then she stands condemned!”’

One evening I met most of the officials in Ghana—all of those
with whom I had previously talked, and more—at a party that
was given for me by the Honorable Kofi Baako, the Ghanaian
Minister of Defense, and the Leader of the National Assembly.
I was told that this was the first time such an honor was accorded
to a foreigner since Dr. W. E. B. Du Bois had come to Ghana.
There was music, dancing, and fine Ghanaian food. Several
persons at the party were laughing among themselves, saying
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that at an earlier party that day, U.S. Ambassador Mahomey
was knocking himself out being exceptionally friendly and jo-
vial. Some thought that he was making a strong effort to coun-
teract the truth about America that I was telling every chance I
got.

Then an invitation came to me which exceeded my wildest
dream. I would never have imagined that I would actually have
an opportunity to address the members of the Ghanaian Parlia-
ment!

I made my remarks brief—but I made them strong: ‘‘How can
you condemn Portugal and South Africa while our black people
in America are being bitten by dogs and beaten with clubs?”’ I
said I felt certain that the only reason black Africans—our black
brothers—could be so silent about what happened in America
was that they had been misinformed by the American govemn-
ment’s propaganda agencies.

At the end of my talk, I heard ‘‘Yes! We support the Afro-
American . . . morally, physically, materially if necessary!”’

In Ghana—or in all of black Africa—my highest single honor
was an audience at the Castle with Osagyefo Dr. Kwame Nkru-
mah.

Before seeing him, I was searched most thoroughly. I re-
spected the type of security the Ghanaians erect around their
leader. It gave me that much more respect for independent black
men. Then, as I entered Dr. Nkrumah’s long office, he came
out from behind his desk at the far end. Dr. Nkrumah wore
ordinary dress, his hand was extended and a smile was on his
sensitive face. I pumped his hand. We sat on a couch and talked.
I knew that he was particularly well-informed on the Afro-
American’s plight, as for years he had lived and studied in
America. We discussed the unity of Africans and peoples of
African descent. We agreed that Pan-Africanism was the key
also to the problems of those of African heritage. I could feel
the warm, likeable and very down-to-earth qualities of Dr.
Nkrumah. My time with him was up all too soon. I promised
faithfully that when I returned to the United States, I would relay
to Afro-Americans his personal warm regards.

That afternoon, thirty-nine miles away in Winneba, I spoke
at the Kwame Nkrumah Ideological Institute—where two hun-
dred students were being trained to carry forward Ghana’s in-
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tellectual revolution, and here again occurred one of those
astounding demonstrations of the young African’s political fer-
vor. After I had spoken, during the question-and-answer period,
some young Afro-American stood up, whom none there seemed
to know. ‘I am an American Negro,”’ he announced himself.
Vaguely, he defended the American white man. The African
students booed and harassed him. Then instantly when the meet-
ing was over, they comnered this fellow with verbal abuse, ‘‘Are
you an agent of Rockefeller?’” . . . “‘Stop corrupting our chil-
dren!’’ (The fellow had tumed out to be a local secondary school
teacher, placed in the job by an American agency.) . . . ‘‘Come
to this Institute for some orientation!’’ Temporarily, a teacher
rescued the fellow—but then the students rushed him and drove
him away, shouting, ‘‘Stooge!”” . . . ““C.LA.”” . . . ‘“American
agent!”’

Chinese Ambassador and Mrs. Huang Hua gave a state dinner
in my honor. The guests included the Cuban and the Algerian
ambassadors, and also it was here that I met Mrs. W. E. B. Du
Bois. After the excellent dinner, three films were shown. One,
a color film, depicted the People’s Republic of China in cele-
bration of its Fourteenth Anniversary. Prominently shown in
this film was the militant former North Carolina Afro-American
Robert Williams, who has since taken refuge in Cuba after his
advocacy that the American black people should take up arms
to defend and protect themselves. The second film focused upon
the Chinese people’s support for the Afro-American struggle.
Chairman Mao Tse-tung was shown delivering his statement of
that support, and the film offered sickening moments of graphic
white brutality—police and civilian—to Afro-Americans who
were demonstrating in various U.S. cities, seeking civil rights.
And the final film was a dramatic presentation of the Algerian
Revolution.

The ‘“Malcolm X Committee’’ rushed me from the Chinese
Embassy dinner to where a soiree in my honor had already be-
gun at the Press Club. It was my first sight of Ghanaians dancing
the high-life. A high and merry time was being had by everyone,
and I was pressed to make a short speech. I stressed again the
need for unity between Africans and Afro-Americans. I cried
out of my heart, ‘‘Now, dance! Sing! But as you do—remember
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Mandela, remember Sobokwe! Remember Lumumba in his
grave! Remember South Africans now in jail!”’

I said, ‘“You wonder why I don’t dance? Because I want you
to remember twenty-two million Afro-Americans in the U.S.!”’

But I sure felt like dancing! The Ghanaians performed the
high-life as if possessed. One pretty African girl sang ‘‘Blue
Moon’’ like Sarah Vaughan. Sometimes the band sounded like
Milt Jackson, sometimes like Charlie Parker.

The next moming, a Saturday, I heard that Cassius Clay and
his entourage had arrived. There was a huge reception for him
at the airport. I thought that if Cassius and I happened to meet,
it would likely prove embarrassing for Cassius, since he had
elected to remain with Elijah Muhammad’s version of Islam. I
would not have been embarrassed, but I knew that Cassius would
have been forbidden to associate with me. I knew that Cassius
knew I had been with him, and for him, and believed in him,
when those who later embraced him felt that he had no chance.
I decided to avoid Cassius so as not to put him on the spot.

A luncheon was given for me that afternoon by the Nigerian
High Commissioner, His Excellency Alhadji Isa Wali, a short,
bespectacled, extremely warm and friendly man who had lived
in Washington, D.C. for two years. After lunch, His Excel-
lency spoke to the guests of his American encounters with
discrimination, and of friendships he had made with Afro-
Americans, and he reaffirmed the bonds between Africans and
Afro-Americans.

His Excellency held up before the luncheon guests a large and
handsome issue of an American magazine, Horizon; it was
opened to an article about the Nation of Islam, written by Dr.
Morroe Berger of Princeton University. One full page was a
photograph of me; the opposite full page was a beautiful color
illustration of a black royal Nigerian Muslim, stalwart and hand-
some, of hundreds of years ago.

*“When I look at these photographs, I know these two people
are one,”’ said His Excellency. ‘‘The only difference is in their
attire—and one was born in America and the other in Africa.

*‘So to let everyone know that I believe we are brothers, I am
going to give to Alhadji Malcolm X a robe like that worn by the
Nigerian in this photo.”’

I was overwhelmed by the splendor of the beautiful blue robe
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and the orange turban which His Excellency then presented to
me. I bent over so that he, a short man, could properly arrange
the turban on my head. His Excellency Alhadji Isa Wali also
presented me with a two-volume translation of the Holy Quran.

After this unforgettable luncheon, Mrs. Shirley Graham Du
Bois drove me to her home, so that I could see and photograph
the home where her famed late husband, Dr. W. E. B. Du Bois,
had spent his last days. Mrs. Du Bois, a writer, was the Director
of Ghanaian television, which was planned for educational pur-
poses. When Dr. Du Bois had come to Ghana, she told me, Dr.
Nkrumah had set up the aging great militant Afro-American
scholar like a king, giving to Dr. Du Bois everything he could
wish for. Mrs. Du Bois told me that when Dr. Du Bois was
failing fast, Dr. Nkrumah had visited, and the two men had said
good-bye, both knowing that one’s death was near—and Dr.
Nkrumah had gone away in tears.

My final Ghanaian social event was a beautiful party in my
honor given by His Excellency Mr. Armando Entralgo Gonza-
lez, the Cuban Ambassador to Ghana. The next morning—it was
Sunday—the ‘‘Malcolm X Committee’” was waiting at my ho-
tel, to accompany me to the airport. As we left the hotel, we
met Cassius Clay with some of his entourage, returning from
his morning walk. Cassius momentarily seemed uncertain—then
he spoke, something almost monosyliabic, like ‘‘How are you?’’
It flashed through my mind how close we had been before the
fight that had changed the course of his life. I replied that I was
fine—something like that—and that I hoped he was, which I
sincerely meant. Later on, I sent Cassius a message by wire,
saying that I hoped that he would realize how much he was loved
by Muslims wherever they were; and that he would not let any-
one use him and maneuver him into saying and doing things to
tarnish his image.

The ‘“Malcolm X Committee’’ and I were exchanging good-
byes at the Accra airport when a small motorcade of five Am-
bassadors arrived—to see me off!

I no longer had any words.

In the plane, bound for Monrovia, Liberia, to spend a day, I
knew that after what I had experienced in the Holy Land, the
second most indelible memory I would carry back to America
would be the Africa seething with serious awareness of itself,
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and of Africa’s wealth, and of her power, and of her destined
role in the world.

From Monrovia, I flew to Dakar, Senegal. The Senegalese in
the airport, hearing about the Muslim from America, stood in
line to shake my hand, and I signed many autographs. ‘‘Our
people can’t speak Arabic, but we have Islam in our hearts,”
said one Senegalese. I told them that exactly described their
fellow Afro-American Muslims.

From Dakar, I flew to Morocco, where I spent a day sight-
seeing. I visited the famous Casbah, the ghetto which had
resulted when the ruling white French wouldn’t let the dark-
skinned natives into certain areas of Casablanca. Thousands upon
thousands of the subjugated natives were crowded into the
ghetto, in the same way that Harlem, in New York City, became
America’s Casbah.

It was Tuesday, May 19, 1964—my thirty-ninth birthday—
when I arrived in Algiers. A lot of water had gone under the
bridge in those years. In some ways, I had had more experiences
than a dozen men. The taxi driver, while taking me to the Hotel
Aletti, described the atrocities the French had committed, and
personal measures that he had taken to get even. I walked around
Algiers, hearing rank-and-file expressions of hatred for America
for supporting the oppressors of the Algerians. They were true
revolutionists, not afraid of death. They had, for so long, faced
death.

The Pan American jet which took me home—it was Flight
115—Ilanded at New York’s Kennedy Air Terminal on May 21,
at 4:25 in the afternoon. We passengers filed off the plane and
toward Customs. When I saw the crowd of fifty or sixty report-
ers and photographers, I honestly wondered what celebrity I had
been on the plane with.

But I was the ‘‘villain’’ they had come to meet.

In Harlem especially, and also in some other U.S. cities, the
1964 long, hot summer’s predicted explosions had begun.
Article after article in the white man’s press had cast me as
a symbol—if not a causative agent—of the ‘‘revolt”” and of
the ‘‘violence”’ of the American black man, wherever it had
sprung up.

In the biggest press conference that I had ever experienced



368 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MALCOLM X

anywhere, the camera bulbs flashed, and the reporters fired
questions.

““Mr. Malcolm X, what about those ‘Blood Brothers,’ re-
portedly affiliated with your organization, reportedly trained for
violence, who have killed innocent white people?’” . . . “‘Mr.
Malcolm X, what about your comment that Negroes should form
rifle clubs? . . .’

I answered the questions. I knew I was back in America again,
hearing the subjective, scapegoat-seeking questions of the white
man. New York white youth were killing victims; that was a
‘‘sociological’’ problem. But when black youth killed some-
body, the power structure was looking to hang somebody. When
black men had been lynched or otherwise murdered in cold
blood, it was always said, ‘‘Things will get better.”” When whites
had rifles in their homes, the Constitution gave them the right
to protect their home and themselves. But when black people
even spoke of having rifles in their homes, that was ‘‘ominous.”’

I slipped in on the reporters something they hadn’t been ex-
pecting. I said that the American black man needed to quit think-
ing what the white man had taught him—which was that the
black man had no altenative except to beg for his so-called
“‘civil rights.”’ I said that the American black man needed to
recognize that he had a strong, airtight case to take the United
States before the United Nations on a formal accusation of “‘de-
nial of human rights’’—and that if Angola and South Africa
were precedent cases, then there would be no easy way that the
U.S. could escape being censured, right on its own home ground.

Just as I had known, the press wanted to get me off that sub-
ject. I was asked about my ‘‘Letter From Mecca’’—I was all set
with a speech regarding that:

*‘I hope that once and for all my Hajj to the Holy City of
Mecca has established our Muslim Mosque’s authentic religious
affiliation with the 750 million Muslims of the orthodox Islamic
World. And I know once and for all that the Black Africans look
upon America’s 22 million blacks as long-lost brothers! They
love us! They study our struggle for freedom! They were so
happy to hear how we are awakening from our long sleep—after
so-called ‘Christian’ white America had taught us to be ashamed
of our African brothers and homeland!

““Yes—I wrote a letter from Mecca. You’re asking me ‘Didn’t



EL-HAJJ MALIK EL-SHABAZZ 369

you say that now you accept white men as brothers?’ Well, my
answer is that in the Muslim World, I saw, I felt, and I wrote
home how my thinking was broadened! Just as I wrote, I shared
true, brotherly love with many white-complexioned Muslims
who never gave a single thought to the race, or to the complex-
ion, of another Muslim.

““My pilgrimage broadened my scope. It blessed me with a
new insight. In two weeks in the Holy Land, I saw what I never
had seen in thirty-nine years here in America. I saw all races,
all colors,—blue-eyed blonds to black-skinned Africans—in true
brotherhood! In unity! Living as one! Worshiping as one! No
segregationists—no liberals; they would not have known how to
interpret the meaning of those words.

““In the past, yes, I have made sweeping indictments of all
white people. I never will be guilty of that again—as I know
now that some white people are truly sincere, that some truly
are capable of being brotherly toward a black man. The true
Islam has shown me that a blanket indictment of all white people
is as wrong as when whites make blanket indictments against
blacks.

““Yes, I have been convinced that some American whites do
want to help cure the rampant racism which is on the path to
destroying this country!

‘It was in the Holy World that my attitude was changed, by
what I experienced there, and by what I witnessed there, in terms
of brotherhood—not just brotherhood toward me, but brother-
hood between all men, of all nationalities and complexions, who
were there. And now that I am back in America, my attitude
here conceming white people has to be governed by what my
black brothers and I experience here, and what we witness here—
in terms of brotherhood. The problem here in America is that
we meet such a small minority of individual so-called ‘good,’
or ‘brotherly’ white people. Here in the United States, notwith-
standing those few ‘good’ white people, it is the collective 150
million white people whom the collective 22 million black peo-
ple have to deal with!

‘“Why, here in America, the seeds of racism are so deeply
rooted in the white people collectively, their belief that they are
‘superior’ in some way is so deeply rooted, that these things are
in the national white subconsciousness. Many whites are even
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actually unaware of their own racism, until they face some test,
and then their racism emerges in one form or another.

““Listen! The white man’s racism toward the black man here
in America is what has got him in such trouble all over this
world, with other non-white peoples. The white man can’t sep-
arate himself from the stigma that he automatically feels about
anyone, no matter who, who is not his color. And the non-white
peoples of the world are sick of the condescending white man!
That’s why you’ve got all of this trouble in places like Viet Nam.
Or right here in the Western Hemisphere—probably 100 million
people of African descent are divided against each other, taught
by the white man to hate and to mistrust each other. In the West
Indies, Cuba, Brazil, Venezuela, all of South America, Central
America! All of those lands are full of people with African blood!
On the African continent, even, the white man has maneuvered
to divide the black African from the brown Arab, to divide the
so-called ‘Christian African’ from the Muslim African. Can you
imagine what can happen, what would certainly happen, if all
of these African-heritage peoples ever realize their blood bonds,
if they ever realize they all have a common goal—if they ever
unite?’’

The press was glad to get rid of me that day. I believe that
the black brothers whom I had just recently left in Africa would
have felt that I did the subject justice. Nearly through the night,
my telephone at home kept ringing. My black brothers and sis-
ters around New York and in some other cities were calling to
congratulate me on what they had heard on the radio and tele-
vision news broadcasts, and people, mostly white, were wanting
to know if I would speak here or there.

The next day I was in my car driving along the freeway when
at a red light another car pulled alongside. A white woman was
driving and on the passenger’s side, next to me, was a white
man. ‘‘Malcolm X!’ he called out—and when I looked, he stuck
his hand out of his car, across at me, grinning. ‘‘Do you mind
shaking hands with a white man?’’ Imagine that! Just as the
traffic light tuned green, I told him, ‘‘I don’t mind shaking
hands with human beings. Are you one?’’



CHAPTER NINETEEN
1965

I must be honest. Negroes—Afro-Americans—showed no incli-
nation to rush to the United Nations and demand justice for
themselves here in America. I really had known in advance that
they wouldn’t. The American white man has so thoroughly
brainwashed the black man to see himself as only a domestic
“‘civil rights’’ problem that it will probably take longer than I
live before the Negro sees that the struggle of the American
black man is international.

And I had known, too, that Negroes would not rush to follow
me into the orthodox Islam which had given me the insight and
perspective to see that the black men and white men truly could
be brothers. America’s Negroes—especially older Negroes—are
too indelibly soaked in Christianity’s double standard of op-
pression.

So, in the ‘“‘public invited’’ meetings which I began holding
each Sunday afternoon or evening in Harlem’s well-known Au-
dubon Ballroom, as I addressed predominantly non-Muslim Ne-
gro audiences, I did not immediately attempt to press the Islamic
religion, but instead to embrace all who sat before me:

‘‘—not Muslim, nor Christian, Catholic, nor Protestant . . .
Baptist nor Methodist, Democrat nor Republican, Mason nor
Elk! I mean the black people of America—and the black people
all over this earth! Because it is as this collective mass of black
people that we have been deprived not only of our civil rights,
but even of our human rights, the right to human dignity. . . .”’

On the streets, after my speeches, in the faces and the voices
of the people I met—even those who would pump my hands and
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want my autograph—I would feel the wait-and-see attitude. I
would feel—and I understood—their uncertainty about where I
stood. Since the Civil War’s ‘‘freedom,”’ the black man has
gone down so many fruitless paths. His leaders, very largely,
had failed him. The religion of Christianity had failed him. The
black man was scarred, he was cautious, he was apprehensive.

I understood it better now than I had before. In the Holy
World, away from America’s race problem, was the first time I
ever had been able to think clearly about the basic divisions of
white people in America, and how their attitudes and their mo-
tives related to, and affected Negroes. In my thirty-nine years
on this earth, the Holy City of Mecca had been the first time I
had ever stood before the Creator of All and felt like a complete
human being.

In that peace of the Holy World—in fact, the very night I have
mentioned when I lay awake surrounded by snoring brother pil-
grims—my mind took me back to personal memories I would
have thought were gone forever . . . as far back, even, as when
I was just a little boy, eight or nine years old. Out behind our
house, out in the country from Lansing, Michigan, there was an
old, grassy ‘‘Hector’s Hill,”” we called it—which may still be
there. I remembered there in the Holy World how I used to lie
on the top of Hector’s Hill, and look up at the sky, at the clouds
moving over me, and daydream, all kinds of things. And then,
in a funny contrast of recollections, I remembered how years
later, when I was in prison, I used to lie on my cell bunk—this
would be especially when I was in solitary: what we convicts
called ‘‘The Hole’’—and I would picture myself talking to large
crowds. I don’t have any idea why such previsions came to me.
But they did. To tell that to anyone then would have sounded
crazy. Even I didn’t have, myself, the slightest inkling. . . .

In Mecca, too, I had played back for myself the twelve years
I had spent with Elijah Muhammad as if it were a motion pic-
ture. I guess it would be impossible for anyone ever to realize
fully how complete was my belief in Elijah Muhammad. I be-
lieved in him not only as a leader in the ordinary human sense,
but also I believed in him as a divine leader. I believed he had
no human weaknesses or faults, and that, therefore, he could
make no mistakes and that he could do no wrong. There on a
Holy World hilltop, I realized how very dangerous it is for peo-
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ple to hold any human being in such esteem, especially to con-
sider anyone some sort of ‘‘divinely guided’’ and ‘‘protected’’
person.

My thinking had been opened up wide in Mecca. In the long
letters I wrote to friends, I tried to convey to them my new
insights into the American black man’s struggle and his prob-
lems, as well as the depths of my search for truth and justice.

*‘I’ve had enough of someone else’s propaganda,’’ I had writ-
ten to these friends. ‘‘I’'m for truth, no matter who tells it. I'm
for justice, no matter who it is for or against. I’m a human being
first and foremost, and as such I’'m for whoever and whatever
benefits humanity as a whole.”’

Largely, the American white man’s press refused to convey
that I was now attempting to teach Negroes a new direction.
With the 1964 ‘‘long, hot summer’’ steadily producing new
incidents, I was constantly accused of ‘‘stirring up Negroes.”’
Every time I had another radio or television microphone at my
mouth, when I was asked about *‘stirring up Negroes’’ or ‘‘in-
citing violence,’’ I'd get hot.

‘It takes no one to stir up the sociological dynamite that stems
from the unemployment, bad housing, and inferior education
already in the ghettoes. This explosively criminal condition has
existed for so long, it needs no fuse; it fuses itself; it spontane-
ously combusts from within itself. . . .’

They called me ‘‘the angriest Negro in America.’’ I wouldn’t
deny that charge. I spoke exactly as I felt. ‘‘I believe in anger.
The Bible says there is a time for anger.”” They called me ‘‘a
teacher, a fomentor of violence.’’ I would say point blank, ‘‘That
is a lie. I'm not for wanton violence, I'm for justice. I feel that
if white people were attacked by Negroes—if the forces of law
prove unable, or inadequate, or reluctant to protect those whites
from those Negroes—then those white people should protect and
defend themselves from those Negroes, using arms if necessary.
And I feel that when the law fails to protect Negroes from whites’
attack, then those Negroes should use arms, if necessary, to
defend themselves.””’

‘“Malcolm X Advocates Armed Negroes!”’

What was wrong with that? I’ll tell you what was wrong. I
was a black man talking about physical defense against the white
man. The white man can lynch and burn and bomb and beat
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Negroes—that’s all right: ‘‘Have patience’’ . . . ‘“The customs
are entrenched’’ . . . ‘“Things are getting better.”’

Well, I believe it’s a crime for anyone who is being brutalized
to continue to accept that brutality without doing something to
defend himself. If that’s how ‘Christian’’ philosophy is inter-
preted, if that’s what Gandhian philosophy teaches, well, then,
I will call them criminal philosophies.

I tried in every speech I made to clarify my new position
regarding white people—‘ ‘I don’t speak against the sincere, well-
meaning, good white people. I have learned that there are some.
I have learned that not all white people are racists. I am speaking
against and my fight is against the white racists. I firmly believe
that Negroes have the right to fight against these racists, by any
means that are necessary.’’

But the white reporters kept wanting me linked with that word
“‘violence.”’ I doubt if I had one interview without having to
deal with that accusation.

‘I am for violence if non-violence means we continue post-
poning a solution to the American black man’s problem—just to
avoid violence. I don’t go for non-violence if it also means a
delayed solution. To me a delayed solution is a non-solution.
Or I'll say it another way. If it must take violence to get the
black man his human rights in this country, I'm for violence
exactly as you know the Irish, the Poles, or Jews would be if
they were flagrantly discriminated against. I am just as they
would be in that case, and they would be for violence—no matter
what the consequences, no matter who was hurt by the vio-
lence.”’

White society hates to hear anybody, especially a black man,
talk about the crime the white man has perpetrated on the black
man. I have always understood that’s why I have been so fre-
quently called ‘‘a revolutionist.”’ It sounds as if / have done
some crime! Well, it may be the American black man does need
to become involved in a real revolution. The word for ‘‘revo-
lution’’ in German is Umwdlzung. What it means is a complete
overturn—a complete change. The overthrow of King Farouk in
Egypt and the succession of President Nasser is an example of
a true revolution. It means the destroying of an old system, and
its replacement with a new system. Another example is the Al-
gerian revolution, led by Ben Bella; they threw out the French
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who had been there over 100 years. So how does anybody sound
talking about the Negro in America waging some *‘revolution’’?
Yes, he is condemning a system—but he’s not trying to overturn
the system, or to destroy it. The Negro’s so-called ‘‘revolt’” is
merely an asking to be accepted into the existing system! A true
Negro revolt might entail, for instance, fighting for separate
black states within this country—which several groups and in-
dividuals have advocated, long before Elijah Muhammad came
along.

When the white man came into this country, he certainly
wasn’t demonstrating any ‘‘non-violence.’’ In fact, the very man
whose name symbolizes non-violence here today has stated:

“‘Our nation was bom in genocide when it embraced the doc-
trine that the original American, the Indian, was an inferior race.
Even before there were large numbers of Negroes on our
shores, the scar of racial hatred had already disfigured colonial
society. From the sixteenth century forward, blood flowed in
battles over racial supremacy. We are perhaps the only nation
which tried as a matter of national policy to wipe out its indig-
enous population. Moreover, we elevated that tragic experience
into a noble crusade. Indeed, even today we have not permitted
ourselves to reject or to feel remorse for this shameful episode.
Our literature, our films, our drama, our folklore all exalt it. OQur
children are still taught to respect the violence which reduced a
red-skinned people of an earlier culture into a few fragmented
groups herded into impoverished reservations.’’

‘‘Peaceful coexistence!’’ That’s another one the white man
has always been quick to cry. Fine! But what have been the
deeds of the white man? During his entire advance through his-
tory, he has been waving the banner of Christianity . . . and
carrying in his other hand the sword and the flintlock.

You can go right back to the very beginning of Christianity.
Catholicism, the genesis of Christianity as we know it to be
presently constituted, with its hierarchy, was conceived in Af-
rica—by those whom the Christian church calls ‘“The Desert
Fathers.”” The Christian church became infected with racism
when it entered white Europe. The Christian church returned to
Africa under the banner of the Cross—conquering, Killing, ex-
ploiting, pillaging, raping, bullying, beating—and teaching white
supremacy. This is how the white man thrust himself into the
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position of leadership of the world—through the use of naked
physical power. And he was totally inadequate spiritually. Man-
kind’s history has proved from one era to another that the true
criterion of leadership is spiritual. Men are attracted by spirit.
By power, men are forced. Love is engendered by spirit. By
power, anxieties are created.

I am in agreement one hundred per cent with those racists
who say that no government laws ever can force brotherhood.
The only true world solution today is governments guided by
true religion—of the spirit. Here in race-torn America, I am
convinced that the Islam religion is desperately needed, partic-
ularly by the American black man. The black man needs to
reflect that he has been America’s most fervent Christian—and
where has it gotten him? In fact, in the white man’s hands, in
the white man’s interpretation . . . where has Christianity
brought this world ?

It has brought the non-white two-thirds of the human popu-
lation to rebellion. Two-thirds of the human population today is
telling the one-third minority white man, ‘‘Get out!”’ And the
white man is leaving. And as he leaves, we see the non-white
peoples returning in a rush to their original religions, which had
been labeled ‘‘pagan’’ by the conquering white man. Only one
religion—Islam—had the power to stand and fight the white
man’s Christianity for a thousand years! Only Islam could keep
white Christianity at bay.

The Africans are returning to Islam and other indigenous re-
ligions. The Asians are returning to being Hindus, Buddhists
and Muslims.

As the Christian Crusade once went East, now the Islamic
Crusade is going West. With the East—Asia—closed to Chris-
tianity, with Africa rapidly being converted to Islam, with Eu-
rope rapidly becoming un-Christian, generally today it is
accepted that the ‘‘Christian’’ civilization of America—which
is propping up the white race around the world—is Christianity’s
remaining strongest bastion.

Well, if this is so—if the so-called ‘‘Christianity”’ now being
practiced in America displays the best that world Christianity
has left to offer—no one in his right mind should need any much
greater proof that very close at hand is the end of Christianity.

Are you aware that some Protestant theologians, in their writ-
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ings, are using the phrase *‘post-Christian era’’—and they mean
now?

And what is the greatest single reason for this Christian
church’s failure? It is its failure to combat racism. It is the old
““You sow, you reap’’ story. The Christian church sowed rac-
ism—blasphemously; now it reaps racism.

Sunday momings in this year of grace 1965, imagine the
““Christian conscience’’ of congregations guarded by deacons
barring the door to black would-be worshipers, telling them
““You can’t enter this House of God!”’

Tell me, if you can, a sadder irony than that St. Augustine,
Florida—a city named for the black African saint who saved
Catholicism from heresy—was recently the scene of bloody race
riots.

I believe that God now is giving the world’s so-called **Chris-
tian’” white society its last opportunity to repent and atone for
the crimes of exploiting and enslaving the world’s non-white
peoples. It is exactly as when God gave Pharaoh a chance to
repent. But Pharaoh persisted in his refusal to give justice to
those whom he oppressed. And, we know, God finally de-
stroyed Pharaoh.

Is white America really sorry for her crimes against the black
people? Does white America have the capacity to repent—and
to atone? Does the capacity to repent, to atone, exist in a ma-
jority, in one-haif, in even one-third of American white society?

Many black men, the victims—in fact most black men—would
like to be able to forgive, to forget, the crimes.

But most American white people seem not to have it in them
to make any serious atonement—to do justice to the black man.

Indeed, how can white society atone for enslaving, for raping,
for unmanning, for otherwise brutalizing millions of human be-
ings, for centuries? What atonement would the God of Justice
demand for the robbery of the black people’s labor, their lives,
their true identities, their culture, their history—and even their
human dignity?

A desegregated cup of coffee, a theater, public toilets—the
whole range of hypocritical ‘‘integration’’—these are not atone-
ment.

After a while in America, I returned abroad—and this time, I
spent eighteen weeks in the Middle East and Africa.
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The world leaders with whom I had private audiences this
time included President Gamal Abdel Nasser, of Egypt; Presi-
dent Julius K. Nyerere, of Tanzania; President Nnamoi Aziki-
we, of Nigeria; Osagyefo Dr. Kwame Nkrumah, of Ghana;
President Sekou Tour€é, of Guinea; President Jomo Kenyatta, of
Kenya; and Prime Minister Dr. Milton Obote, of Uganda.

I also met with religious leaders—African, Arab, Asian, Mus-
lim, and non-Muslim. And in all of these countries, I talked
with Afro-Americans and whites of many professions and back-
grounds.

An American white ambassador in one African country was
Africa’s most respected American ambassador: I'm glad to say
that this was told to me by one ranking African leader. We talked
for an entire afternoon. Based on what I had heard of him, I had
to believe him when he told me that as long as he was on the
African continent, he never thought in terms of race, that he
dealt with human beings, never noticing their color. He said
he was more aware of language differences than of color differ-
ences. He said that only when he returned to America would he
become aware of color differences.

I told him, ‘“What you are telling me is that it isn’t the Amer-
ican white man who is a racist, but it’s the American political,
economic, and social atmosphere that automatically nourishes a
racist psychology in the white man.’” He agreed.

We both agreed that American society makes it next to im-
possible for humans to meet in America and not be conscious
of their color differences. And we both agreed that if racism
could be removed, America could offer a society where rich and
poor could truly live like human beings.

That discussion with the ambassador gave me a new insight—
one which I like: that the white man is nor inherently evil, but
America’s racist society influences him to act evilly. The society
has produced and nourishes a psychology which brings out the
lowest, most base part of human beings.

I had a totally different kind of talk with another white man I
met in Africa—who, to me, personified exactly what the am-
bassador and I had discussed. Throughout my trip, I was of
course aware that I was under constant surveillance. The agent
was a particularly obvious and obnoxious one; I am not sure for
what agency, as he never identified it, or I would say it. Any-
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way, this one finally got under my skin when I found I couldn’t
seem to eat a meal in the hotel without seeing him somewhere
around watching me. You would have thought I was John Dil-
linger or somebody.

I just got up from my breakfast one morning and walked over
to where he was and I told him I knew he was following me,
and if he wanted to know anything, why didn’t he ask me. He
started to give me one of those too-lofty-to-descend-to-you at-
titudes. I told him then right to his face he was a fool, that he
didn’t know me, or what I stood for, so that made him one of
those people who let somebody else do their thinking; and that
no matter what job a man had, at least he ought to be able to
think for himself. That stung him; he let me have it.

I was, to hear him tell it, anti-American, un-American, sedi-
tious, subversive, and probably Communist. I told him that what
he said only proved how little he understood about me. I told
him that the only thing the F.B.I, the C.I.A., or anybody else
could ever find me guilty of, was being open-minded. I said I was
seeking for the truth, and I was trying to weigh—objectively—
everything on its own merit. I said what I was against was strait-
jacketed thinking, and strait-jacketed societies. I said I respected
every man’s right to believe whatever his intelligence tells him
is intellectually sound, and I expect everyone else to respect my
right to believe likewise.

This super-sleuth then got off on my ‘‘Black Muslim’” reli-
gious beliefs. I asked him hadn’t his headquarters bothered to
brief him—that my attitudes and beliefs were changed? I told
him that the Islam I believed in now was the Islam which was
taught in Mecca—that there was no God but Allah, and that
Muhammad ibn Abdullah who lived in the Holy City of Mecca
fourteen hundred years ago was the Last Messenger of Allah.

Almost from the first I had been guessing about something;
and I took a chance—and I really shook up that ‘‘super-sleuth.”’
From the consistent subjectivity in just about everything he asked
and said, I had deduced something, and I told him, ‘‘You know,
I think you’re a Jew with an Anglicized name.’’ His involuntary
expression told me I’d hit the button. He asked me how I knew.
I told him I'd had so much experience with how Jews would
attack me that I usually could identify them. I told him all I held
against the Jew was that so many Jews actually were hypocrites
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in their claim to be friends of the American black man, and it
burned me up to be so often called ‘‘anti-Semitic’” when I spoke
things I knew to be the absolute truth about Jews. I told him
that, yes, I gave the Jew credit for being among all other whites
the most active, and the most vocal, financier, ‘‘leader’’ and
“‘liberal’’ in the Negro civil rights movement. But I said at the
same time I knew that the Jew played these roles for a very
careful strategic reason: the more prejudice in America could be
focused upon the Negro, then the more the white Gentiles’ prej-
udice would keep diverted off the Jew. I said that to me, one
proof that all the civil rights posturing of so many Jews wasn’t
sincere was that so often in the North the quickest segregation-
ists were Jews themselves. Look at practically everything the
black man is trying to ‘‘integrate’’ into for instance; if Jews are
not the actual owners, or are not in controlling positions, then
they have major stockholdings or they are otherwise in powerful
leverage positions—and do they really sincerely exert these in-
fluences? No!

And an even clearer proof for me of how Jews truly regard
Negroes, I said, was what invariably happened wherever a Ne-
gro moved into any white residential neighborhood that was
thickly Jewish. Who would always lead the whites’ exodus? The
Jews! Generally in these situations, some whites stay put—you
just notice who they are: they’re Irish Catholics, they’re Italians;
they’re rarely ever any Jews. And, ironically, the Jews them-
selves often still have trouble being ‘‘accepted.”’

Saying this, I know I'll hear ‘‘anti-Semitic’’ from every di-
rection again. Oh, yes! But truth is truth.

Politics dominated the American scene while 1 was traveling
abroad this time. In Cairo and again in Accra, the American
press wire services reached me with trans-Atlantic calls, asking
whom did I favor, Johnson—or Goldwater?

I said I felt that as far as the American black man was con-
cerned they were both just about the same. I felt that it was for
the black man only a question of Johnson, the fox, or Goldwater,
the wolf.

““Conservatism’’ in America’s politics means ‘‘Let’s keep the
niggers in their place.”” And ‘‘liberalism’’ means ‘‘Let’s keep
the knee-grows in their place—but tell them we’ll treat them a
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little better; let’s fool them more, with more promises.’”’” With
these choices, I felt that the American black man only needed
to choose which one to be eaten by, the ‘‘liberal’’ fox or the
“‘conservative’” wolf—because both of them would eat him.

I didn’t go for Goldwater any more than for Johnson—except
that in a wolf’s den, I’d always known exactly where I stood;
I’d watch the dangerous wolf closer than I would the smooth,
sly fox. The wolf’s very growling would keep me alert and
fighting him to survive, whereas I might be lulled and fooled by
the tricky fox. I’ll give you an illustration of the fox. When the
assassination in Dallas made Johnson President, who was the
first person he called for? It was for his best friend, ‘‘Dicky’”—
Richard Russell of Georgia. Civil rights was ‘‘a moral issue,”’
Johnson was declaring to everybody—while his best friend was
the Southern racist who led the civil rights opposition. How
would some sheriff sound, declaring himself so against bank
robbery—and Jesse James his best friend?

Goldwater as a man, I respected for speaking out his true
convictions—something rarely done in politics today. He wasn’t
whispering to racists and smiling at integrationists. I felt Gold-
water wouldn’t have risked his unpopular stand without convic-
tion. He flatly told black men he wasn’t for them—and there is
this to consider: always, the black people have advanced further
when they have seen they had to rise up against a system that
they clearly saw was outright against them. Under the steady
lullabies sung by foxy liberals, the Northern Negro became a
beggar. But the Southern Negro, facing the honestly snarling
white man, rose up to battle that white man for his freedom—
long before it happened in the North.

Anyway, 1 didn’t feel that Goldwater was any better for black
men than Johnson, or vice-versa. I wasn’t in the United States
at election time, but if I had been, I wouldn’t have put myself
in the position of voting for either candidate for the Presidency,
or of recommending to any black man to do so. It has turned
out that it’s Johnson in the White House—and black votes were
a major factor in his winning as decisively as he wanted to. If it
had been Goldwater, all I am saying is that the black people
would at least have known they were dealing with an honestly
growling wolf, rather than a fox who could have them half-
digested before they even knew what was happening.



382 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MALCOLM X

I kept having all kinds of troubles trying to develop the kind
of Black Nationalist organization I wanted to build for the Amer-
ican Negro. Why Black Nationalism? Well, in the competitive
American society, how can there ever be any white-black soli-
darity before there is first some black solidarity? If you will
remember, in my childhood I had been exposed to the Black
Nationalist teachings of Marcus Garvey—which, in fact, I had
been told had led to my father’s murder. Even when I was a
follower of Elijah Muhammad, I had been strongly aware of
how the Black Nationalist political, economic and social philos-
ophies had the ability to instill within black men the racial dig-
nity, the incentive, and the confidence that the black race needs
today to get up off its knees, and to get on its feet, and get rid
of its scars, and to take a stand for itself.

One of the major troubles that I was having in building the
organization that I wanted—an all-black organization whose ul-
timate objective was to help create a society in which there could
exist honest white-black brotherhood—was that my earlier pub-
lic image, my old so-called ‘‘Black Muslim’’ image, kept block-
ing me. I was trying to gradually reshape that image. I was
trying to turn a corner, into a new regard by the public, espe-
cially Negroes; I was no less angry than I had been, but at the
same time the true brotherhood I had seen in the Holy World
had influenced me to recognize that anger can blind human vi-
sion.

Every free moment I could find, I did a lot of talking to key
people whom I knew around Harlem, and I made a lot of
speeches, saying: ‘‘True Islam taught me that it takes all of the
religious, political, economic, psychological, and racial ingre-
dients, or characteristics, to make the Human Family and the
Human Society complete.

*‘Since I learned the truth in Mecca, my dearest friends have
come to include all kinds—some Christians, Jews, Buddhists,
Hindus, agnostics, and even atheists! I have friends who are
called capitalists, Socialists, and Communists! Some of my
friends are moderates, conservatives, extremists—some are even
Uncle Toms! My friends today are black, brown, red, yellow,
and white!”’

I said to Harlem street audiences that only when mankind
would submit to the One God who created all—only then would
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mankind even approach the ‘‘peace’’ of which so much talk
could be heard . . . but toward which so little action was seen.

I said that on the American racial level, we had to approach
the black man’s struggle against the white man’s racism as a
human problem, that we had to forget hypocritical politics and
propaganda. I said that both races, as human beings, had the
obligation, the responsibility, of helping to correct America’s
human problem. The well-meaning white people, I said, had to
combat, actively and directly, the racism in other white people.
And the black people had to build within themselves much
greater awareness that along with equal rights there had to be
the bearing of equal responsibilities.

I knew, better than most Negroes, how many white people
truly wanted to see American racial problems solved. I knew
that many whites were as frustrated as Negroes. I’ll bet I got
fifty letters some days from white people. The white people in
meeting audiences would throng around me, asking me, after I
had addressed them somewhere, ‘“What can a sincere white
person do?”’

When I say that here now, it makes me think about that little
co-ed I told you about, the one who flew from her New England
college down to New York and came up to me in the Nation of
Islam’s restaurant in Harlem, and I told her that there was ‘ ‘noth-
ing’’ she could do. I regret that I told her that. [ wish that now
I knew her name, or where I could telephone her, or write to
her, and tell her what I tell white people now when they present
themselves as being sincere, and ask me, one way or another,
the same thing that she asked.

The first thing I tell them is that at least where my own par-
ticular Black Nationalist organization, the Organization of Afro-
American Unity, is concerned, they can’t join us. I have these
very deep feelings that white people who want to join black
organizations are really just taking the escapist way to salve their
consciences. By visibly hovering near us, they are ‘‘proving’’
that they are ‘‘with us.’” But the hard truth is this isn 7 helping
to solve America’s racist problem. The Negroes aren’t the ra-
cists. Where the really sincere white people have got to do their
‘‘proving’’ of themselves is not among the black victims, but
out on the battle lines of where America’s racism really is—and
that’s in their own home communities; America’s racism is
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among their own fellow whites. That’s where the sincere whites
who really mean to accomplish something have got to work.

Aside from that, I mean nothing against any sincere whites
when I say that as members of black organizations, generally
whites’ very presence subtly renders the black organization au-
tomatically less effective. Even the best white members will
slow down the Negroes’ discovery of what they need to do, and
particularly of what they can do—for themselves, working by
themselves, among their own kind, in their own communities.

I sure don’t want to hurt anybody’s feelings, but in fact I'll
even go so far as to say that I never really trust the kind of white
people who are always so anxious to hang around Negroes, or
to hang around in Negro communities. I don’t trust the kind of
whites who love having Negroes always hanging around them.
Idon’t know—this feeling may be a throwback to the years when
I was hustling in Harlem and all of those red-faced, drunk whites
in the afterhours clubs were always grabbing hold of some
Negroes and talking about ‘I just want you to know you’re just
as good as I am—"’ And then they got back in their taxicabs and
black limousines and went back downtown to the places where
they lived and worked, where no blacks except servants had
better get caught. But, anyway, I know that every time that
whites join a black organization, you watch, pretty soon the
blacks will be leaning on the whites to support it, and before
you know it a black may be up front with a title, but the whites,
because of their money, are the real controllers.

I tell sincere white people, ‘‘Work in conjunction with us—
each of us working among our own kind.’’ Let sincere white
individuals find all other white people they can who feel as they
do—and let them form their own all-white groups, to work try-
ing to convert other white people who are thinking and acting
so racist. Let sincere whites go and teach non-violence to white
people!

We will completely respect our white co-workers. They will
deserve every credit. We will give them every credit. We will
meanwhile be working among our own kind, in our own black
communities—showing and teaching black men in ways that
only other black men can—that the black man has got to help
himself. Working separately, the sincere white people and sin-
cere black people actually will be working together.
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In our mutual sincerity we might be able to show a road to
the salvation of America’s very soul. It can only be salvaged if
human rights and dignity, in full, are extended to black men.
Only such real, meaningful actions as those which are sincerely
motivated from a deep sense of humanism and moral responsi-
bility can get at the basic causes that produce the racial explo-
sions in America today. Otherwise, the racial explosions are
only going to grow worse. Certainly nothing is ever going to be
solved by throwing upon me and other so-called black ‘‘extrem-
ists’’ and ‘‘demagogues’’ the blame for the racism that is in
America.

Sometimes, I have dared to dream to myself that one day,
history may even say that my voice—which disturbed the white
man’s smugness, and his arrogance, and his complacency—that
my voice helped to save America from a grave, possibly even a
fatal catastrophe.

The goal has always been the same, with the approaches to it
as different as mine and Dr. Martin Luther King’s non-violent
marching, that dramatizes the brutality and the evil of the white
man against defenseless blacks. And in the racial climate of this
country today, it is anybody’s guess which of the ‘‘extremes’’
in approach to the black man’s problems might personally meet
a fatal catastrophe first—*‘non-violent’’ Dr. King, or so-called
‘“‘violent’’ me.

Anything I do today, I regard as urgent. No man is given but
so much time to accomplish whatever is his life’s work. My life
in particular never has stayed fixed in one position for very long.
You have seen how throughout my life, I have often known
unexpected drastic changes.

I am only facing the facts when I know that any moment of
any day, or any night, could bring me death. This is particularly
true since the last trip that I made abroad. I have seen the nature
of things that are happening, and I have heard things from sources
which are reliable.

To speculate about dying doesn’t disturb me as it might some
people. I never have felt that I would live to become an old man.
Even before I was a Muslim—when I was a hustler in the ghetto
jungle, and then a criminal in prison, it always stayed on my
mind that I would die a violent death. In fact, it runs in my
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family. My father and most of his brothers died by violence—
my father because of what he believed in. To come right down
to it, if I take the kind of things in which I believe, then add to
that the kind of temperament that I have, plus the one hundred
per cent dedication I have to whatever I believe in—these are
ingredients which make it just about impossible for me to die of
old age.

I have given to this book so much of whatever time I have
because I feel, and I hope, that if I honestly and fully tell my
life’s account, read objectively it might prove to be a testimony
of some social value.

I think that an objective reader may see how in the society to
which I was exposed as a black youth here in America, for me
to wind up in a prison was really just about inevitable. It happens
to so many thousands of black youth.

I think that an objective reader may see how when I heard
‘“The white man is the devil,”” when I played back what had
been my own experiences, it was inevitable that I would respond
positively; then the next twelve years of my life were devoted
and dedicated to propagating that phrase among the black peo-
ple.

I think, I hope, that the objective reader, in following my
life—the life of only one ghetto-created Negro—may gain a bet-
ter picture and understanding than he has previously had of the
black ghettoes which are shaping the lives and the thinking of
almost all of the 22 million Negroes who live in America.

Thicker each year in these ghettoes is the kind of teen-ager
that I was—with the wrong kinds of heroes, and the wrong kinds
of influences. I am not saying that all of them become the kind
of parasite that I was. Fortunately, by far most do not. But still,
the small fraction who do add up to an annual total of more and
more costly, dangerous youthful criminals. The F.B.I. not long
ago released a report of a shocking rise in crime each successive
year since the end of World War II—ten to twelve per cent each
year. The report did not say so in so many words, but I am
saying that the majority of that crime increase is annually
spawned in the black ghettoes which the American racist society
permits to exist. In the 1964 *‘long, hot summer’’ riots in major
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cities across the United States, the socially disinherited black
ghetto youth were always at the forefront.

In this year, 1965, I am certain that more—and worse—riots
are going to erupt, in yet more cities, in spite of the conscience-
salving Civil Rights Bill. The reason is that the cause of these
riots, the racist malignancy in America, has been too long un-
attended.

1 believe that it would be almost impossible to find anywhere
in America a black man who has lived further down in the mud
of human society than I have; or a black man who has been any
more ignorant than I have been; or a black man who has suffered
more anguish during his life than I have. But it is only after the
deepest darkness that the greatest joy can come; it is only after
slavery and prison that the sweetest appreciation of freedom can
come.

For the freedom of my 22 million black brothers and sisters
here in America, I do believe that I have fought the best that I
knew how, and the best that I could, with the shortcomings that
I have had. I know that my shortcomings are many.

My greatest lack has been, I believe, that I don’t have the
kind of academic education I wish I had been able to get—to
have been a lawyer, perhaps. I do believe that I might have made
a good lawyer. I have always loved verbal battle, and challenge.
You can believe me that if I had the time right now, I would not
be one bit ashamed to go back into any New York City public
school and start where I left off at the ninth grade, and go on
through a degree. Because I don’t begin to be academically
equipped for so many of the interests that I have. For instance,
Ilove languages. I wish I were an accomplished linguist. I don’t
know anything more frustrating than to be around people talking
something you can’t understand. Especially when they are peo-
ple who look just like you. In Africa, I heard original mother
tongues, such as Hausa, and Swahili, being spoken, and there I
was standing like some little boy, waiting for someone to tell
me what had been said; I never will forget how ignorant I felt.

Aside from the basic African dialects, I would try to learn
Chinese, because it looks as if Chinese will be the most powerful
political language of the future. And already I have begun study-
ing Arabic, which I think is going to be the most powerful spir-
itual language of the future.
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I would just like to study. I mean ranging study, because I
have a wide-open mind. I'm interested in almost any subject
you can mention. I know this is the reason I have come to really
like, as individuals, some of the hosts of radio or television panel
programs I have been on, and to respect their minds—because
even if they have been almost steadily in disagreement with me
on the race issue, they still have kept their minds open and objec-
tive about the truths of things happening in this world. Irv Kup-
cinet in Chicago, and Barry Farber, Barry Gray and Mike Wallace
in New York—people like them. They also let me see that they
respected my mind—in a way I know they never realized. The
way I knew was that often they would invite my opinion on sub-
jects off the race issue. Sometimes, after the programs, we would
sit around and talk about all kinds of things, current events and
other things, for an hour or more. You see, most whites, even
when they credit a Negro with some intelligence, will still feel
that all he can talk about is the race issue; most whites never feel
that Negroes can contribute anything to other areas of thought,
and ideas. You just notice how rarely you will ever hear whites
asking any Negroes what they think about the problem of world
health, or the space race to land men on the moon.

Every moming when I wake up, now, I regard it as having
another borrowed day. In any city, wherever I go, making
speeches, holding meetings of my organization, or attending to
other business, black men are watching every move I make,
awaiting their chance to kill me. I have said publicly many times
that I know that they have their orders. Anyone who chooses
not to believe what I am saying doesn’t know the Muslims in
the Nation of Islam.

But I am also blessed with faithful followers who are, I be-
lieve, as dedicated to me as I once was to Mr. Elijah Muham-
mad. Those who would hunt a man need to remember that a
jungle also contains those who hunt the hunters.

I know, too, that I could suddenly die at the hands of some
white racists. Or I could die at the hands of some Negro hired
by the white man. Or it could be some brainwashed Negro acting
on his own idea that by eliminating me he would be helping out
the white man, because I talk about the white man the way I do.

Anyway, now, each day I live as if I am already dead, and I
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tell you what I would like for you to do. When I am dead—I say
it that way because from the things I know, I do not expect to
live long enough to read this book in its finished form—I want
you to just watch and see if I'm not right in what I say: that the
white man, in his press, is going to identify me with ‘‘hate.”’’

He will make use of me dead, as he has made use of me alive,
as a convenient symbol of ‘‘hatred’’—and that will help him to
escape facing the truth that all I have been doing is holding up
a mirror to reflect, to show, the history of unspeakable crimes
that his race has committed against my race.

You watch. I will be labeled as, at best, an ‘irresponsible’’
black man. I have always felt about this accusation that the black
‘‘leader’” whom white men consider to be ‘responsible’’ is in-
variably the black ‘‘leader’” who never gets any results. You
only get action as a black man if you are regarded by the white
man as ‘‘irresponsible.”’ In fact, this much I had learned when
I was just a little boy. And since I have been some kind of a
‘‘leader’’ of black people here in the racist society of America,
I have been more reassured each time the white man resisted
me, or attacked me harder—because each time made me more
certain that I was on the right track in the American black man’s
best interests. The racist white man’s opposition automatically
made me know that I did offer the black man something worth-
while.

Yes, I have cherished my ‘‘demagogue’’ role. I know that
societies often have killed the people who have helped to change
those societies. And if I can die having brought any light, having
exposed any meaningful truth that will help to destroy the racist
cancer that is malignant in the body of America—then, all of
the credit is due to Allah. Only the mistakes have been mine.
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During nineteen fifty-nine, when the public was becoming aware
of the Muslims after the New York telecast ‘“The Hate That
Hate Produced,’’ I was in San Francisco, about to retire after
twenty years in the U.S. Coast Guard. A friend returned from a
visit to her Detroit home and told me of a startling ‘‘black man’s’’
religion, ‘‘The Nation of Islam,’’ to which, to her surprise, her
entire family was converted. I listened with incredulity to how
a ‘‘mad scientist Mr. Yacub’’ had genetically ‘‘grafted’’ the
white race from an original black people. The organization’s
leader was described as ‘‘The Honorable Elijah Muhammad’’
and a ‘‘Minister Malcolm X'’ was apparently chief of staff.
When I entered a civilian writing career in New York City, I
collected, around Harlem, a good deal of provocative material
and then proposed an article about the cult to the Reader’s Di-
gest. Visiting the Muslim restaurant in Harlem, I asked how I
could meet Minister Malcolm X, who was pointed out talking
in a telephone booth right behind me. Soon he came out, a
gangling, tall, reddish-brownskinned fellow, at that time thirty-
five years old; when my purpose was made known, he bristled,
his eyes skewering me from behind the horn-rimmed glasses.
*“You’re another one of the white man’s tools sent to spy!’’ he
accused me sharply. I said I had a legitimate writing assignment
and showed him my letter from the magazine stating that an
objective article was wanted, one that would balance what the
Muslims said of themselves and what their attackers said about
them. Malcolm X snorted that no white man’s promise was
worth the paper it was on; he would need time to decide if he
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would cooperate or not. Meanwhile, he suggested that I could
attend some of the Harlem Temple Number 7 meetings (‘‘tem-
ples’’ have since been renamed ‘‘mosques’’) which were open
to non-Muslim Negroes.

Around the Muslim’s restaurant, I met some of the converts,
all of them neatly dressed and almost embarrassingly polite.
Their manners and miens reflected the Spartan personal disci-
pline the organization demanded, and none of them would utter
anything but Nation of Islam clichés. Even excellent weather
was viewed as a blessing from Allah, with corollary credit due
to ‘“The Honorable Elijah Muhammad.”’

Finally, Minister Malcolm X told me that he would not take
personal responsibility. He said that I should talk about an article
with Mr. Muhammad personally. I expressed willingness, an
appointment was made, and I flew to Chicago. The slightly
built, shy-acting, soft-voiced Mr. Muhammad invited me to din-
ner with his immediate family in his mansion. I was aware that
I was being carefully sized up while he talked primarily of F.B.I.
and Internal Revenue Service close surveillance of his organi-
zation, and of a rumored forthcoming Congressional probe. ‘‘But
I have no fear of any of them; I have all that I need—the truth,”’
Mr. Muhammad said. The subject of my writing an article
somehow never got raised, but Malcolm X proved far more
cooperative when I returned.

He would sit with me at a white-topped table in the Muslim
restaurant and answer guardedly any questions I asked between
constant interruptions by calls from the New York press in the
telephone booth. When I asked if I could see Muslim activities
in some other cities, he arranged with other ministers for me to
attend meetings at temples in Detroit, Washington, and Phila-
delphia.

My article entitled ‘“Mr. Muhammad Speaks’’ appeared in
early 1960, and it was the first featured magazine notice of the
phenomenon. A letter quickly came from Mr. Muhammad ap-
preciating that the article kept my promise to be objective, and
Malcolm X telephoned similar compliments. About this time,
Dr. C. Eric Lincoln’s book The Black Muslims in America was
published and the Black Muslims became a subject of growing
interest. During 1961 and 1962, the Saturday Evening Post
teamed me with a white writer, Al Balk, to do an article; next I
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did a personal interview of Malcolm X for Playboy magazine,
which had promised to print verbatim whatever response he made
to my questions. During that interview of several days’ duration,
Malcolm X repeatedly exclaimed, after particularly blistering
anti-Christian or anti-white statements: ‘‘You know that devil’s
not going to print that!”’ He was very much taken aback when
Playboy kept its word.

Malcolm X began to warm up to me somewhat. He was most
aware of the national periodicals’ power, and he had come to
regard me, if still suspiciously, as one avenue of access. Occa-
sionally now he began to telephone me advising me of some
radio, television, or personal speaking appearance he was about
to make, or he would invite me to attend some Black Muslim
bazaar or other public affair.

I was in this stage of relationship with the Malcolm X who
often described himself on the air as ‘‘the angriest black man in
America’’ when in early 1963 my agent brought me together
with a publisher whom the Playboy interview had given the idea
of the autobiography of Malcolm X. I was asked if I felt I could
get the now nationally known firebrand to consent to telling the
intimate details of his entire life. I said I didn’t know, but I
would ask him. The editor asked me if I could sketch the likely
highlights of such a book, and as I commenced talking, I real-
ized how little I knew about the man personally, despite all my
interviews. I said that the question had made me aware of how
careful Malcolm X had always been to play himself down and
to play up his leader Elijah Muhammad.

All that I knew, really, I said, was that I had heard Malcolm X
refer in passing to his life of crime and prison before he became
a Black Muslim; that several times he had told me: ‘“You
wouldn’t believe my past,’’ and that I had heard others say that
at one time he had peddled dope and women and committed
armed robberies.

I knew that Malcolm X had an almost fanatical obsession
about time. ‘‘I have less patience with someone who doesn’t
wear a watch than with anyone else, for this type is not time-
conscious,”’ he had once told me. ‘‘In all our deeds, the proper
value and respect for time determines success or failure.”” I knew
how the Black Muslim membership was said to increase wher-
ever Malcolm X lectured, and I knew his pride that Negro pris-
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oners in most prisons were discovering the Muslim religion as
he had when he was a convict. I knew he professed to eat only
what a Black Musiim (preferably his wife Betty) had cooked and
he drank innumerable cups of coffee which he lightened with
cream, commenting wryly, ‘‘Coffee is the only thing I like in-
tegrated.”” Over our luncheon table, I told the editor and my
agent how Malcolm X could unsettle non-Muslims—as, for in-
stance, once when he offered to drive me to a subway, I began
to light a cigarette and he drily observed, ‘‘That would make
you the first person ever to smoke in this automobile.”’

Malcolm X gave me a startled look when I asked him if he
would tell his life story for publication. It was one of the few
times I have ever seen him uncertain. ‘I will have to give a
book a lot of thought,”’ he finally said. Two days later, he tele-
phoned me to meet him again at the Black Muslim restaurant.
He said, ‘‘I’ll agree. I think my life story may help people to
appreciate better how Mr. Muhammad salvages black people.
But I don’t want my motives for this misinterpreted by any-
body—the Nation of Islam must get every penny that might
come to me.”’ Of course, Mr. Muhammad’s agreement would
be necessary, and I would have to ask Mr. Muhammad myself.

So I flew again to see Mr. Muhammad, but this time to Phoe-
nix, Arizona, where the Nation of Islam had bought him the
house in the hot, dry climate that relieved his severe bronchial
condition. He and I talked alone this time. He told me how his
organization had come far with largely uneducated Muslims and
that truly giant strides for the black man could be made if his
organization were aided by some of the talents which were avail-
able in the black race. He said, ‘‘And one of our worst needs is
writers’’—but he did not press me to answer. He suddenly began
coughing, and rapidly grew worse and worse until I rose from
my seat and went to him, alarmed, but he waved me away,
gasping that he would be all right. Between gasps, he told me
he felt that ‘‘Allah approves’’ the book. He said, ‘‘Malcolm is
one of my most outstanding ministers.’’ After arranging for his
chauffeur to return me to the Phoenix airport, Mr. Muhammad
quickly bade me good-bye and rushed from the room coughing.

Back East, Malcolm X carefully read and then signed the
publication contract, and he withdrew from his wallet a piece of



394 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MALCOLM X

paper filled with his sprawling longhand. ‘‘This is this book’s
dedication,’’ he said. I read: ‘“This book I dedicate to The Hon-
orable Elijah Muhammad, who found me here in America in the
muck and mire of the filthiest civilization and society on this
earth, and pulled me out, cleaned me up, and stood me on my
feet, and made me the man that I am today.”’

The contract provided that all monies accruing to Malcolm X
‘‘shall be made payable by the agent to ‘Muhammad’s Mosque
No. 2,” ”’ but Malcolm X felt this was insufficient. He dictated
to me a letter to type for his signature, which I did: ‘‘Any and
all monies representing my contracted share of the financial re-
tums should be made payable by the literary agent to Muham-
mad’s Mosque No. 2. These payments should be mailed to the
following address: Mr. Raymond Sharrieff, 4847 Woodlawn
Avenue, Chicago 15, Illinois.”’

Another letter was dictated, this one an agreement between
him and me: ‘‘Nothing can be in this book’s manuscript that I
didn’t say, and nothing can be left out that I want in it.”’

In tum, I asked Malcolm X to sign for me a personal pledge
that however busy he was, he would give me a priority quota of
his time for the planned 100,000-word ‘‘as told to’’ book which
would detail his entire life. And months later, in a time of strain
between us, I asked for—and he gave—his permission that at
the end of the book I could write comments of my own about
him which would not be subject to his review.

Malcolm X promptly did begin to pay me two- and three-hour
visits, parking his blue Oldsmobile outside the working studio I
then had in Greenwich Village. He always arrived around nine
or ten at night carrying his flat tan leather briefcase which along
with his scholarly look gave him a resemblance to a hard-working
lawyer. Inevitably, he was tired after his long busy day, and
sometimes he was clearly exhausted.

We got off to a very poor start. To use a word he liked, I think
both of us were a bit ‘‘spooky.’” Sitting right there and staring
at me was the fiery Malcolm X who could be as acid toward
Negroes who angered him as he was against whites in general.
On television, in press conferences, and at Muslim rallies, I had
heard him bitterly attack other Negro writers as ‘‘Uncle Toms,”’
‘‘yard Negroes,”’ ‘‘black men in white clothes.’” And there I
sat staring at him, proposing to spend a year plumbing his in-
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nermost secrets when he had developed a near phobia for se-
crecy during his years of crime and his years in the Muslim
hierarchy. My twenty years in military service and my Christian
religious persuasion didn’t help, either; he often jeered publicly
at these affiliations for Negroes. And although he now would
indirectly urge me to write for national magazines about the
Muslims, he had told me several times, in various ways, that
‘‘you blacks with professional abilities of any kind will one of
these days wake up and find out that you must unite under the
leadership of The Honorable Elijah Muhammad for your own
salvation.”’” Malcolm X was also convinced that the F.B.I. had
‘‘bugged’’ my studio; he probably suspected that it may even
have been done with my cooperation. For the first several weeks,
he never entered the room where we worked without exclaim-
ing, ‘‘Testing, testing—one, two, three. . . .”’

Tense incidents occurred. One night a white friend was in the
studio when Malcolm X arrived a little earlier than anticipated,
and they passed each other in the corridor. Malcolm X’s manner
during all of that session suggested that his worst doubts had
been confirmed. Another time when Malcolm X sat haranguing
me about the glories of the Muslim organization, he was ges-
turing with his passport in his hand; he saw that I was trying to
read its perforated number and suddenly he thrust the passport
toward me, his neck flushed reddish: ‘‘Get the number straight,
but it won’t be anything the white devil doesn’t already know.
He issued me the passport.’’

For perhaps a month I was afraid we weren’t going to get any
book. Malcolm X was still stiffly addressing me as ““Sir!”’ and
my notebook contained almost nothing but Black Muslim phi-
losophy, praise of Mr. Muhammad, and the ‘‘evils’’ of ‘‘the
white devil.”” He would bristle when I tried to urge him that the
proposed book was Ais life. I was thinking that I might have to
advise the publisher that I simply couldn’t seem to get through
to my subject when the first note of hope occurred. [ had noticed
that while Malcolm X was talking, he often simultaneously
scribbled with his red-ink ball-point pen on any handy paper.
Sometimes it was the margin of a newspaper he brought in,
sometimes it was on index cards that he carried in the back of a
small. red-backed appointment book. I began leaving two white
paper napkins by him every time I served him more coffee, and
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the ruse worked when he sometimes scribbled on the napkins,
which I retrieved when he left. Some examples are these:

‘‘Here lies a YM, killed by a BM, fighting for the WM, who
killed all the RM.”’ (Decoding that wasn’t difficult, knowing
Malcolm X. ““YM’’ was for yellow man, ‘‘BM’’ for black man,
“WM”’ for white man, and ‘‘RM”’ was for red man.)

‘‘Nothing ever happened without cause. Cause BM condition
WM won’t face. WM obsessed with hiding his guilt.”"

‘If Christianity had asserted itself in Germany, six million
Jews would have lived.””

““WM so quick to tell BM ‘Look what I have done for you!”
No! Look what you have done to us!”’

““BM dealing with WM who put our eyes out, now he con-
demns us because we cannot see.’’

““‘Only persons really changed history those who changed
men’s thinking about themselves. Hitler as well as Jesus, Stalin
as well as Buddha . . . Hon. Elijah Muhammad. . . .”’

It was through a clue from one of the scribblings that finally
I cast a bait that Malcolm X took. ‘“Woman who cries all the
time is only because she knows she can get away with it,”” he
had scribbled. I somehow raised the subject of women. Sud-
denly, between sips of coffee and further scribbling and doo-
dling, he vented his criticisms and skepticisms of women. ‘“You
never can fully trust any woman,’’ he said. ‘‘I’ve got the only
one I ever met whom I would trust seventy-five per cent. I've
told her that,”’ he said. ‘‘I’ve told her like I tell you I’ve seen
too many men destroyed by their wives, or their women.

“‘I don’t completely trust anyone,”’ he went on, ‘‘not even
myself. I have seen too many men destroy themselves. Other
people I trust from not at all to highly, like The Honorable Elijah
Muhammad.’’ Malcolm X looked squarely at me. ““You I trust
about twenty-five per cent.”’

Trying to keep Malcolm X talking, I mined the woman theme
for all it was worth. Triumphantly, he exclaimed, ‘‘Do you
know why Benedict Amold tumed traitor—a woman!’’ He said,
‘“Whatever else a woman is, I don’t care who the woman is, it
starts with her being vain. I’ll prove it, something you can do
anytime you want, and I know what I'm talking about, I’ve done
it. You think of the hardest-looking, meanest-acting woman you
know, one of those women who never smiles. Well, every day
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you see that woman you look her right in the eyes and tell her
‘I think you’re beautiful,” and you watch what happens. The
first day she may curse you out, the second day, too—but you
watch, you keep on, after a while one day she’s going to start
smiling just as soon as you come in sight.”’

When Malcolm X left that night, I retrieved napkin scrib-
blings that further documented how he could be talking about
one thing and thinking of something else:

“‘Negroes have too much righteousness. WM says, ‘I want
this piece of land, how do I get those couple of thousand BM
on it off?” *’

‘I have wife who understands, or even if she doesn’t she at
least pretends.”’

“‘BM struggle never gets open support from abroad it needs
unless BM first forms own united front.”’

*“Sit down, talk with people with brains I respect, all of us
want same thing, do some brainstorming.”’

‘“Would be shocking to reveal names of the BM leaders who
have secretly met with THEM.” (The capitalized letters stood
for The Honorable Elijah Muhammad.)

Then one night, Malcolm X arrived nearly out on his feet
from fatigue. For two hours, he paced the floor delivering a
tirade against Negro leaders who were attacking Elijah Muham-
mad and himself. I don’t know what gave me the inspiration to
say once when he paused for breath, ‘I wonder if you’d tell me
something about your mother?’’

Abruptly he quit pacing, and the look he shot at me made me
sense that somehow the chance question had hit him. When I
look back at it now, I believe I must have caught him so phys-
ically weak that his defenses were vulnerable.

Slowly, Malcolm X began to talk, now walking in a tight
circle. ‘‘She was always standing over the stove, trying to stretch
whatever we had to eat. We stayed so hungry that we were
dizzy. I remember the color of dresses she used to wear—they
were a kind of faded-out gray. . . .”” And he kept on talking
until dawn, so tired that the big feet would often almost stumble
in their pacing. From this stream-of-consciousness reminiscing
I finally got out of him the foundation for this book’s beginning
chapters, ‘‘Nightmare’’ and ‘‘Mascot.”” After that night, he
never again hesitated to tell me even the most intimate details
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of his personal life, over the next two years. His talking about
his mother triggered something.

Malcolm X’s mood ranged from somber to grim as he recalled
his childhood. I remember his making a great point of how he
learned what had been a cardinal awareness of his ever since:
“It’s the hinge that squeaks that gets the grease.”” When his
narration reached his moving to Boston to live with his half-
sister Ella, Malcolm X began to laugh about how ‘‘square’’ he
had been in the ghetto streets. ‘“Why, I’m telling you things I
haven’t thought about since then!’’ he would exclaim. Then it
was during recalling the early Harlem days that Malcolm X
really got carried away. One night, suddenly, wildly, he jumped
up from his chair and, incredibly, the fearsome black dema-
gogue was scat-singing and popping his fingers, ‘‘re-bop-de-
bop-blap-blam—’’ and then grabbing a vertical pipe with one
hand (as the girl partner) he went jubilantly lindy-hopping
around, his coattail and the long legs and the big feet flying as
they had in those Harlem days. And then almost as suddenly,
Malcolm X caught himself and sat back down, and for the rest
of that session he was decidedly grumpy. Later on in the Harlem
narrative, he grew somber again. ‘‘The only thing I considered
wrong was what I got caught doing wrong. I had a jungle mind,
I'was living in a jungle, and everything I did was done by instinct
to survive.”’ But he stressed that he had no regrets about his
crimes, ‘‘because it was all a result of what happens to thousands
upon thousands of black men in the white man’s Christian
world.”’

His enjoyment resumed when the narrative entered his prison
days. ‘‘Let me tell you how I'd get those white devil convicts
and the guards, too, to do anything I wanted. I'd whisper to
them, ‘If you don’t, I’ll start a rumor that you’re really a light
Negro just passing as white.” That shows you what the white
devil thinks about the black man. He’d rather die than be thought
a Negro!”’ He told me about the reading he had been able to do
in prison: *‘I didn’t know what I was doing, but just by instinct
I liked the books with intellectual vitamins.”” And another time:
“In the hectic pace of the world today, there is no time for
meditation, or for deep thought. A prisoner has time that he can
put to good use. I'd put prison second to college as the best
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place for a man to go if he needs to do some thinking. If he’s
motivated, in prison he can change his life.”’

Yet another time, Malcolm X reflected, ‘‘Once a man has
been to prison, he never looks at himself or at other people the
same again. The ‘squares’ out here whose boat has been in
smooth waters all the time turn up their noses at an ex-con. But
an ex-con can keep his head up when the ‘squares’ sink.”’

He scribbled that night (I kept both my notebooks and the
paper napkins dated): ‘“This WM created and dropped A-bomb
on non-whites; WM now calls ‘Red’ and lives in fear of other
WM he knows may bomb us.”’

Also: ‘‘Learn wisdom from the pupil of the eye that looks
upon all things and yet to self is blind. Persian poet.”’

At intervals, Malcolm X would make a great point of stressing
to me, ‘‘Now, I don’t want anything in this book to make it
sound that I think I’'m somebody important.”’ I would assure
him that I would try not to, and that in any event he would be
checking the manuscript page by page, and ultimately the galley
proofs. At other times, he would end an attack upon the white
man and, watching me take the notes, exclaim. ‘“That devil’s
not going to print that, I don’t care what he says!’’ I would point
out that the publishers had made a binding contract and had paid
a sizable sum in advance. Malcolm X would say, ‘“You trust
them, and I don’t. You studied what he wanted you to learn
about him in schools, I studied him in the streets and in prison,
where you see the truth.””

Experiences which Malcolm X had had during a day could
flavor his interview mood. The most wistful, tender anecdotes
generally were told on days when some incident had touched
him. Once, for instance, he told me that he had learned that a
Harlem couple, not Black Muslims, had named their newborn
son ‘‘Malcolm’’ after him. ‘“What do you know about that?’’
he kept exclaiming. And that was the night he went back to his
own boyhood again and this time recalled how he used to lie on
his back on Hector’s Hill and think. That night, too: ‘‘I’ll never
forget the day they elected me the class president. A girl named
Audrey Slaugh, whose father owned a car repair shop, nomi-
nated me. And a boy named James Cotton seconded the nomi-
nation. The teacher asked me to leave the room while the class
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voted. When I returned I was the class president. I couldn’t
believe it.”’

Any interesting book which Malcolm X had read could get
him going about his love of books. ‘‘People don’t realize how
a man’s whole life can be changed by one book.’’ He came back
again and again to the books that he had studied when in prison.
“‘Did you ever read The Loom of Language?’’ he asked me and
I said I hadn’t. ‘“You should. Philology, it’s a tough science—
all about how words can be recognized, no matter where you
find them. Now, you take ‘Caesar,’ it’s Latin, in Latin it’s pro-
nounced like ‘Kaiser,” with a hard C. But we anglicize it by
pronouncing a soft C. The Russians say ‘Czar’ and mean the
same thing. Another Russian dialect says ‘Tsar.” Jakob Grimm
was one of the foremost philologists, I studied his ‘Grimm’s
Law’ in prison—all about consonants. Philology is related to the
science of etymology, dealing in root words. I dabbled in both
of them.”’

When I turn that page in my notebook, the next bears a note
that Malcolm X had telephoned me saying ‘‘I’m going to be out
of town for a few days.’’ I assumed that as had frequently been
the case before, he had speaking engagements or other Muslim
business to attend somewhere and I was glad for the respite in
which to get my notes separated under the chapter headings they
would fit. But when Malcolm X returned this time, he reported
triumphantly, ‘I have something to tell you that will surprise
you. Ever since we discussed my mother, I’ve been thinking
about her. I realized that I had blocked her out of my mind—it
was just unpleasant to think about her having been twenty-some
years in that mental hospital.”” He said, ‘‘I don’t want to take
the credit. It was really my sister Yvonne who thought it might
be possible to get her out. Yvonne got my brothers Wilfred,
Wesley and Philbert together, and I went out there, too. It was
Philbert who really handled it.

‘It made me face something about myself,’’ Malcolm X said.
*“My mind had closed about our mother. I simply didn’t feel the
problem could be solved, so I had shut it out. I had built up
subconscious defenses. The white man does this. He shuts out
of his mind, and he builds up subconscious defenses against
anything he doesn’t want to face up to. I've just become aware
how closed my mind was now that I've opened it up again.
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That’s one of the characteristics I don’t like about myself. If I
meet a problem I feel I can’t solve, I shut it out. I make believe
that it doesn’t exist. But it exists.”’

It was my turn to be deeply touched. Not long afterward, he
was again away for a few days. When he returned this time, he
said that at his brother Philbert’s home, ‘‘we had dinner with
our mother for the first time in all those years!’’ He said, ‘‘She’s
sixty-six, and her memory is better than mine and she looks
young and healthy. She has more of her teeth than those who
were instrumental in sending her to the institution.”’

When something had angered Malcolm X during the day, his
face would be flushed redder when he visited me, and he gen-
erally would spend much of the session lashing out bitterly.
When some Muslims were shot by Los Angeles policemen, one
of them being killed, Malcolm X, upon his return from a trip he
made there, was fairly apoplectic for a week. It had been in this
mood that he had made, in Los Angeles, the statement which
caused him to be heavily censured by members of both races.
“‘I’ve just heard some good news!’’—referring to a plane crash
at Orly Field in Paris in which thirty-odd white Americans,
mostly from Atlanta, Georgia, had been killed instantly. (Mal-
colm X never publicly recanted this statement, to my knowl-
edge, but much later he said to me simply, ‘‘That’s one of the
things I wish I had never said.”’)

Anytime the name of the present Federal Judge Thurgood
Marshall was raised, Malcolm X still practically spat fire in
memory of what the judge had said years before when he was
the N.A.A.C.P. chief attomey: ‘‘The Muslims are run by a
bunch of thugs organized from prisons and jails and financed, I
am sure, by some Arab group.’’ The only time that I have ever
heard Malcolm X use what might be construed as a curse word,
it was a ‘‘hell’” used in response to a statement that Dr. Martin
Luther King made that Malcolm X’s talk brought ‘‘misery upon
Negroes.”” Malcolm X exploded to me, ‘‘How in the hell can
my talk do this? It’s always a Negro responsible, not what the
white man does!”’ The ‘‘extremist’’ or ‘‘demagogue’’ accusa-
tion invariably would burn Malcolm X. ‘“Yes, I’m an extremist.
The black race here in North America is in extremely bad con-
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dition. You show me a black man who isn’t an extremist and
I'll show you one who needs psychiatric attention!’’

Once when he said, ‘‘Aristotle shocked people. Charles Dar-
win outraged people. Aldous Huxley scandalized millions!”’
Malcolm X immediately followed the statement with ‘‘Don’t
print that, people would think I'm trying to link myself with
them.”’ Another time, when something provoked him to ex-
claim, ‘‘These Uncle Toms make me think about how the
Prophet Jesus was criticized in his own country!’” Malcolm X
promptly got up and silently took my notebook, tore out that
page and crumpled it and put it into his pocket, and he was
considerably subdued during the remainder of that session.

I remember one time we talked and he showed me a news-
paper clipping reporting where a Negro baby had been bitten by
a rat. Malcolm X said, ‘‘Now, just read that, just think of that
a minute! Suppose it was your child! Where’s that slumlord—
on some beach in Miami!’’ He continued fuming throughout our
interview. I did not go with him when later that day he addressed
a Negro audience in Harlem and an incident occurred which
Helen Dudar reported in the New York Post.

‘‘Malcolm speaking in Harlem stared down at one of the white
reporters present, the only whites admitted to the meeting, and
went on, ‘Now, there’s a reporter who hasn’t taken a note in
half an hour, but as soon as I start talking about the Jews, he’s
busy taking notes to prove that I’m anti-Semitic.’

*‘Behind the reporter, a male voice spoke up, ‘Kill the bas-
tard, kill them all.” The young man, in his unease, smiled ner-
vously and Malcolm jeered, ‘Look at him laugh. He’s really not
laughing, he’s just laughing with his teeth.” An ugly tension
curled the edges of the atmosphere. Then Malcolm went on:
“The white man doesn’t know how to laugh. He just shows his
teeth. But we know how to laugh. We laugh deep down, from
the bottom up.’ The audience laughed, deep down, from the
bottom up and, as suddenly as Malcolm had stirred it, so, skill-
fully and swiftly, he deflected it. It had been at once a masterful
and shabby performance.”’

I later heard somewhere, or read, that Malcolm X telephoned
an apology to the reporter. But this was the kind of evidence
which caused many close observers of the Malcolm X phenom-
enon to declare in absolute seriousness that he was the only
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Negro in America who could either start a race riot—or stop
one. When I once quoted this to him, tacitly inviting his com-
ment, he told me tartly, “‘I don’t know if I could start one. I
don’t know if I'd want to stop one.’’ It was the kind of statement
he relished making.

Over the months, I had gradually come to establish something
of a telephone acquaintance with Malcolm X’s wife, whom I
addressed as “‘Sister Betty,”” as I had heard the Muslims do. I
admired how she ran a home, with, then, three small daughters,
and still managed to take all of the calls which came for
Malcolm X, surely as many calls as would provide a job for an
average switchboard operator. Sometimes when he was with
me, he would telephone home and spend as much as five min-
utes rapidly jotting on a pad the various messages which had
been left for him.

Sister Betty, generally friendly enough on the phone with me,
sometimes would exclaim in spontaneous indignation, ‘‘The man
never gets any sleep!’’ Malcolm X rarely put in less than an
18-hour workday. Often when he had left my studio at four A.M.
and a 40-minute drive lay between him and home in East EIm-
hurst, Long Island, he had asked me to telephone him there at
nine A.M. Usually this would be when he wanted me to accom-
pany him somewhere, and he was going to tell me, after review-
ing his commitments, when and where he wanted me to meet
him. (There were times when I didn’t get an awful lot of sleep,
myself.) He was always accompanied, either by some of his
Muslim colleagues like James 67X (the 67th man named
“‘James’’ who had joined Harlem’s Mosque Number 7), or
Charles 37X, or by me, but he never asked me to be with him
when they were. I went with him to college and university lec-
tures, to radio and television stations for his broadcasts, and to
public appearances in a variety of situations and locations.

If we were driving somewhere, motorists along the highway
would wave to Malcolm X, the faces of both whites and Negroes
spontaneously aglow with the wonderment that I had seen evoked
by other ‘‘celebrities.”” No few airline hostesses had come to
know him, because he flew so much; they smiled prettily at him,
he was in turn the essence of courtly gentlemanliness, and in-
evitably the word spread and soon an unusual flow of bathroom
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traffic would develop, passing where he sat. Whenever we ar-
rived at our destination, it became familiar to hear ‘‘There’s
Malcolm X!’ ‘‘Where?’’ ‘‘The tall one.”’ Passers-by of both
races stared at him. A few of both races, more Negroes than
whites, would speak or nod to him in greeting. A high percent-
age of white people were visibly uncomfortable in his presence,
especially within the confines of small areas, such as in eleva-
tors. “‘I’m the only black man they’ve ever been close to who
they know speaks the truth to them,”” Malcolm X once ex-
plained to me. ‘‘It’s their guilt that upsets them, not me.”’ He
said another time, ‘‘The white man is afraid of truth. The truth
takes the white man’s breath and drains his strength—you just
watch his face get red anytime you tell him a little truth.”’

There was something about this man when he was in a room
with people. He.commanded the room, whoever else was pres-
ent. Even out of doors; once I remember in Harlem he sat on a
speaker’s stand between Congressman Adam Clayton Powell
and the former Manhattan Borough President Hulan Jack, and
when the street rally was over the crowd focus was chiefly on
Malcolm X. I remember another time that we had gone by rail-
way from New York City to Philadelphia where he appeared in
the Philadelphia Convention Hall on the radio station WCAU
program of Ed Harvey. ‘“You are the man who has said ‘All
Negroes are angry and I am the angriest of all’; is that correct?”’
asked Harvey, on the air, introducing Malcolm X, and as Mal-
colm X said crisply, ‘‘That quote is correct!’’ the gathering
crowd of bystanders stared at him, riveted.

We had ridden to Philadelphia in reserved parlor car seats. ‘I
can’t get caught on a coach, I could get into trouble on a coach,”’
Malcolm X had said. Walking to board the parlor car, we had
passed a dining car toward which he jerked his head, ‘‘I used to
work on that thing.’’ Riding to our destination, he conversation-
ally told me that the F.B.I. had tried to bribe him for information
about Elijah Muhammad; that he wanted me to be sure and read
a new book, Crisis in Black and White by Charles Silberman—
‘‘one of the very few white writers I know with the courage to
tell his kind the truth’’; and he asked me to make a note to please
telephone the New York Post’s feature writer Helen Dudar
and tell her he thought very highly of her recent series—he did
not want to commend her directly.
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After the Ed Harvey Show was concluded, we took the train
to return to New York City. The parlor car, packed with busi-
nessmen behind their newspapers, commuting homeward after
their workdays, was electric with Malcolm X’s presence. After
the white-jacketed Negro porter had made several trips up and
down the aisle, he was in the middle of another trip when Mal-
colm X sotto-voced in my ear, ‘‘He used to work with me, I
forget his name, we worked right on this very train together. He
knows it’s me. He’s trying to make up his mind what to do.”’
The porter went on past us, poker-faced. But when he came
through again, Malcolm X suddenly leaned forward from his
seat, smiling at the porter. ‘“Why, sure, I know who you are!”’
the porter suddenly said, loudly. ‘“You washed dishes right on
this train! I was just telling some of the fellows you were in my
car here. We all follow you!”’

The tension on the car could have been cut with a knife. Then,
soon, the porter returned to Malcolm X, his voice expansive. ‘‘One
of our guests would like to meet you.”” Now a young, clean-
cut white man rose and came up, his hand extended, and Mal-
colm X rose and shook the proffered hand firmly. Newspapers
dropped just below eye-level the length of the car. The young
white man explained distinctly, loudly, that he had been in the
Orient for a while, and now was studying at Columbia. ‘‘I don’t
agree with everything you say,”” he told Malcolm X, ‘‘but I
have to admire your presentation.”’

Malcolm’s voice in reply was cordiality itself. ‘‘I don’t think
you could search America, sir, and find two men who agree on
everything.’’ Subsequently, to another white man, an older busi-
nessman, who came up and shook hands, he said evenly, ‘*Sir,
I know how you feel. It’s a hard thing to speak out against me
when you are agreeing with so much that I say.’’ And we rode
on into New York under, now, a general open gazing.

In Washington, D.C., Malcolm X slashed at the govern-
ment’s reluctance to take positive steps in the Negro’s behalf. I
gather that even the White House took notice, for not long af-
terward I left off interviewing Malcolm X for a few days and
went to the White House to do a Piayboy interview of the then
White House Press Secretary Pierre Salinger, who grimaced
spontaneously when I said I was writing the life story of Mal-
colm X. Another time I left Malcolm X to interview the U.S.
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Nazi Party Commander George Lincoln Rockwell, who frankly
stated that he admired the courage of Malcolm X, and he felt
that the two of them should speak together across the United
States, and they could thus begin a real solution to the race
problem—one of voluntary separation of the white and black
races, with Negroes returning to Africa. I reported this to Mal-
colm X, who snorted, ‘‘He must think I’m nuts! What am /
going to look like going speaking with a devil!””’ Yet another
time, I went off to Atlanta and interviewed for Playboy Dr.
Martin Luther King. He was privately intrigued to hear little-
known things about Malcolm X that I told him; for publication,
he discussed him with reserve, and he did say that he would
sometime like to have an opportunity to talk with him. Hearing
this, Malcolm X said drily, ‘“You think I ought to send him a
telegram with my telephone number?’’ (But from other things
that Malcolm X said to me at various times, I deduced that he
actually had a reluctant admiration for Dr. King.)

Malcolm X and I reached the point, ultimately, where we
shared a mutual camaraderie that, although it was never verbally
expressed, was a warm one. He was for me unquestionably one
of the most engaging personalities I had ever met, and for his
part, I gathered, I was someone he had learned he could express
himself to, with candor, without the likelihood of hearing it
repeated, and like any person who lived amid tension, he en-
joyed being around someone, another man, with whom he could
psychically relax. When I made trips now, he always asked me
to telephone him when I would be returning to New York, and
generally, if he could squeeze it into his schedule, he met me at
the airport. I would see him coming along with his long, gan-
gling strides, and wearing the wide, toothy, good-natured grin,
and as he drove me into New York City he would bring me up
to date on things of interest that had happened since I left. I
remember one incident within the airport that showed me how
Malcolm X never lost his racial perspective. Waiting for my
baggage, we witnessed a touching family reunion scene as part
of which several cherubic little children romped and played,
exclaiming in another language. ‘‘By tomorrow night. they’ll
know how to say their first English word—nigger,”’ observed
Malcolm X.

When Malcolm X made long trips, such as to San Francisco
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or Los Angeles, I did not go along, but frequently, usually very
late at night, he would telephone me, and ask how the book was
coming along, and he might set up the time for our next inter-
view upon his return. One call that I never will forget came at
close to four A.M., waking me; he must have just gotten up in
Los Angeles. His voice said, ‘‘Alex Haley?”’ I said, sleepily,
“Yes? Oh, hey, Malcolm!”’ His voice said, ‘I trust you seventy
per cent’’—and then he hung up. I lay a short time thinking
about him and I went back to sleep feeling warmed by that
call, as I still am warmed to remember it. Neither of us ever
mentioned it.

Malcolm X’s growing respect for individual whites seemed
to be reserved for those who ignored on a personal basis the
things he said about whites and who jousted with him as a man.
He, moreover, was convinced that he could tell a lot about any
person by listening. ‘‘There’s an art to listening well,”’ he told
me. ‘I listen closely to the sound of a man’s voice when he’s
speaking. I can hear sincerity.”’ The newspaper person whom
he ultimately came to admire probably more than any other was
the New York Times’ M. S. Handler. (I was very happy when I
learned that Handler had agreed to write this book’s Introduc-
tion; I know that Malcolm X would have liked that.) The first
time I ever heard Malcolm X speak of Handler, whom he had
recently met, he began, ‘‘I was talking with this devil—'" and
abruptly he cut himself off in obvious embarrassment. “‘It’s a
reporter named Handler, from the Times—’ he resumed. Mal-
colm X’s respect for the man steadily increased, and Handler,
for his part, was an influence upon the inner Malcolm X. ‘‘He’s
the most genuinely unprejudiced white man I ever met,”’ Mal-
colm X said to me, speaking of Handler months later. ‘I have
asked him things and tested him. I have listened to him talk,
closely.”

I saw Malcolm X too many times exhilarated in after-lecture
give-and-take with predominantly white student bodies at col-
leges and universities to ever believe that he nurtured at his core
any blanket white-hatred. ‘‘The young whites, and blacks, too,
are the only hope that America has,”’ he said to me once. ‘“The
rest of us have always been living in a lie.”’

Several Negroes come to mind now who I know, in one way
or another, had vastly impressed Malcolm X. (Some others come
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to mind whom I know he has vastly abhorred, but these I will
not mention.) Particularly high in his esteem, I know, was the
great photographer, usually associated with Life magazine, Gor-
don Parks. It was Malcolm X’s direct influence with Elijah Mu-
hammad which got Parks permitted to enter and photograph for
publication in Life the highly secret self-defense training pro-
gram of the Black Muslim Fruit of Islam, making Parks, as far
as I know, the only non-Muslim who ever has witnessed this,
except for policemen and other agency representatives who had
feigned ‘‘joining’’ the Black Muslims to infiltrate them. ‘‘His
success among the white man never has made him lose touch
with black reality,”” Malcolm X said of Parks once.

Another person toward whom Malcolm X felt similarly was
the actor Ossie Davis. Once in the middle of one of our inter-
views, when we had been taiking about something else, Mal-
colm X suddenly asked me, ‘Do you know Ossie Davis?’’ I
said I didn’t. He said, ‘‘I ought to introduce you sometime,
that’s one of the finest black men.”’ In Malcolm X’s long deal-
ings with the staff of the Harlem weekly newspaper Amsterdam
News, he had come to admire Executive Editor James Hicks and
the star feature writer James Booker. He said that Hicks had ‘‘an
open mind, and he never panics for the white man.’” He thought
that Booker was an outstanding reporter; he also was highly
impressed with Mrs. Booker when he met her.

It was he who introduced me to two of my friends today, Dr.
C. Eric Lincoln who was at the time writing the book The Black
Muslims in America, and Louis Lomax who was then writing
various articles about the Muslims. Malcolm X deeply respected
the care and depth which Dr. Lincoln was putting into his re-
search. Lomax, he admired for his ferreting ear and eye for hot
news. “‘If I see that rascal Lomax running somewhere, I’ll grab
my hat and get behind him,”” Malcolm X said once, ‘‘because
I know he’s onto something.’” Author James Baldwin Mal-
colm X also admired. ‘‘He’s so brilliant he confuses the white
man with words on paper.”’ And another time, ‘‘He’s upset the
white man more than anybody except The Honorable Elijah
Muhammad.”’

Malcolm X had very little good to say of Negro ministers,
very possibly because most of them had attacked the Black
Muslims. Excepting reluctant admiration of Dr. Martin Luther
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King, I heard him speak well of only one other, The Reverend
Eugene L. Callender of Harlem’s large Presbyterian Church of
the Master. ‘‘He’s a preacher, but he’s a fighter for the black
man,’’ said Malcolm X. I later learned that somewhere the di-
rect, forthright Reverend Callender had privately cornered Mal-
colm X and had read him the riot act about his general attacks
upon the Negro clergy. Malcolm X also admired The Reverend
Adam Clayton Powell, in his Congressman political role: “‘I’d
think about retiring if the black man had ten like him in Wash-
ington.”’ He had similar feelings about the N.A.A.C.P. lawyer,
now a New York State Assemblyman, Percy Sutton, and later
Sutton was retained as his personal attorney. Among Negro ed-
ucators, of whom Malcolm X met many in his college and uni-
versity lecturing, I never heard him speak well of any but one,
Dr. Kenneth B. Clark. ‘‘There’s a black man with brains gone
to bed,”’ Malcolm X told me once, briefly lapsing into his old
vernacular. He had very distinct reservations about Negro pro-
fessional intelligentsia as a category. They were the source from
which most of the Black Muslims’ attackers came. It was for
this reason that some of his most bristling counter-attacks against
“‘these so-called educated Uncle Thomases, Ph.D.”’” were flung
out at his audiences at Negro institutions of higher learning.

Where I witnessed the Malcolm X who was happiest and most
at ease among members of our own race was when sometimes
I chanced to accompany him on what he liked to call ‘‘my little
daily rounds’’ around the streets of Harlem, among the Negroes
that he said the ‘‘so-called black leaders’’ spoke of ‘‘as black
masses statistics.”’ On these tours, Malcolm X generally avoided
the arterial 125th Street in Harlem; he plied the side streets,
especially in those areas which were thickest with what he de-
scribed as ‘‘the black man down in the gutter where I came
from, "’ the poverty-ridden with a high incidence of dope addicts
and winos.

Malcolm X here indeed was a hero. Striding along the side-
walks, he bathed all whom he met in the boyish grin, and his
conversation with any who came up was quiet and pleasant.
““It’s just what the white devil wants you to do, brother,”’ he
might tell a wino, ‘‘he wants you to get drunk so he will have
an excuse to put a club up beside your head.”” Or I remember
once he halted at a stoop to greet several older women: ‘‘Sisters,
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let me ask you something,’” he said conversationally, ‘‘have you
ever known one white man who either didn’t do something to
you, or take something from you?’’ One among that audience
exclaimed after a moment, ‘I sure ain’t!”’ whereupon all of
them joined in laughter and we walked on with Malcolm X
waving back to cries of ‘‘He’s right!”’

I remember that once in the early evening we rounded a corner
to hear a man, shabbily dressed, haranguing a small crowd
around his speaking platform of an upturned oblong wooden box
with an American flag alongside. ‘I don’t respect or believe in
this damn flag, it’s there because I can’t hold a public meeting
without it unless I want the white man to put me in jail. And
that’s what I’m up here to talk about—these crackers getting rich
off the blood and bones of your and my people!’” Said Mal-
colm X, grinning, ‘‘He’s working!”’

Malcolm X rarely exchanged any words with those Negro
men with shiny, ‘‘processed’’ hair without giving them a nudge.
Very genially: ‘‘Ahhhh, brother, the white devil has taught you
to hate yourself so much that you put hot lye in your hair to
make it look more like his hair.”’

I remember another stoopful of women alongside the door of
a small grocery store where I had gone for something, leaving
Malcolm X talking across the street. As I came out of the store,
one woman was excitedly describing for the rest a Malcolm X
lecture she had heard in Mosque Number 7 one Sunday.
“‘Oooooh, he burnt that white man, burnt him up, chile . . .
chile, he told us we descendin’ from black kings an’ queens—
Lawd, I didn’t know it!’’ Another woman asked, ‘‘You believe
that?”’ and the first vehemently responded, ‘‘Yes, I do!”’

And I remember a lone, almost ragged guitarist huddled on a
side street playing and singing just for himself when he glanced
up and instantly recognized the oncoming, striding figure. ‘‘Huh-
ho!’’ the guitarist exclaimed, and jumping up, he snapped into
a mock salute. ‘“My man!”’

Malcolm X loved it. And they loved him. There was no ques-
tion about it: whether he was standing tall beside a street lamp
chatting with winos, or whether he was firing his radio and
television broadsides to unseen millions of people, or whether
he was titillating small audiences of sophisticated whites with
his small-talk such as, ‘‘My hobby is stirring up Negroes, that’s



EPILOGUE 411

spelled knee-grows the way you liberals pronounce it’’—the man
had charisma, and he had power. And I was not the only one
who at various times marveled at how he could continue to
receive such an awesome amount of interational personal pub-
licity and still season liberally practically everything he said,
both in public and privately, with credit and hosannas to ‘‘The
Honorable Elijah Muhammad.’’ Often I made side notes to my-
self about this. I kept, in effect, a double-entry set of notebooks.
Once, noting me switching from one to the other, Malcolm X
curiously asked me what for? I told him some reason, but not
that one notebook was things he said for his book and the other
was for my various personal observations about him; very likely
he would have become self-conscious. ‘“You must have written
a million words by now,”’ said Malcolm X. ‘‘Probably,’’ I said.
*“This white man’s crazy,”” he mused. *‘I’ll prove it to you. Do
you think I’d publicize somebody knocking me like I do him?”’

‘‘Look, tell me the truth,”’ Malcolm X said to me one eve-
ning, ‘‘you travel around. Have you heard anything?’’

Truthfully, I told him I didn’t know what he had reference to.
He dropped it and talked of something else.

From Malcolm X himself, I had seen, or heard, a few unusual
things which had caused me some little private wonder and spec-
ulation, and then, with nothing to hang them onto, I had dis-
missed them. One day in his car, we had stopped for the red
light at an intersection; another car with a white man driving
had stopped alongside, and when this white man saw Malcolm X,
he instantly called across to him, ‘‘I don’t blame your people
for turning to you. If I were a Negro I'd follow you, too. Keep
up the fight!”’ Malcolm X said to the man very sincerely, ‘I
wish I could have a white chapter of the people I meet like you.”’
The light changed, and as both cars drove on, Malcolm X quickly
said to me, firmly, ‘‘Not only don’t write that, never repeat it.
Mr. Muhammad would have a fit.”’ The significant thing about
the incident, I later reflected, was that it was the first time [ had
ever heard him speak of Elijah Muhammad with anything less
than reverence.

About the same time, one of the scribblings of Malcolm X’s
that I had retrieved had read, enigmatically, ‘‘My life has always
been one of changes.”” Another time, this was in September,
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1963, Malcolm X had been highly upset about something during
an entire session, and when I read the Amsterdam News for that
week, I guessed that he had been upset about an item in Jimmy
Booker’s column that Booker had heard that Elijah Muhammad
and Malcolm X were feuding. (Booker was later to reveal that
after his column was written, he had gone on vacation, and on
his return he learned that Malcolm X *‘stormed into the Amster-
dam News with three followers . . . ‘I want to see Jimmy Booker.
I don’t like what he wrote. There is no fight between me and
Elijah Muhammad. I believe in Mr. Muhammad and will lay
down my life for him.’ *’)

Also, now and then, when I chanced to meet a few other key
Muslims, mainly when I was with Malcolm X, but when he was
not immediately present, I thought I detected either in subtle
phrasing, or in manner, something less than total admiration of
their famous colleague—and then I would tell myself I had mis-
interpreted. And during these days, Dr. C. Eric Lincoln and I
would talk on the phone fairly often. We rarely would fail to
mention how it seemed almost certain that seeds of trouble lay
in the fact that however much Malcolm X praised Elijah Mu-
hammad, it was upon dramatic, articulate Malcolm X that the
communications media and hence the general public focused the
great bulk of their attention. I never dreamed, though, what
Malcolm X was actually going through. He never breathed a
word, at least not to me, until the actual rift became public.

When Malcolm X left me at around two A.M. on that occa-
sion, he asked me to call him at nine A.M. The telephone in the
home in East Elmhurst rang considerably longer than usual, and
Sister Betty, when she answered, sounded strained, choked up.
When Malcolm X came on, he, too, sounded different. He asked
me, ‘‘Have you heard the radio or seen the newspapers?’’ I said
I hadn’t. He said, ‘‘Well, do!’’ and that he would call me later.

I went and got the papers. I read with astonishment that Mal-
colm X had been suspended by Elijah Muhammad—the stated
reason being the ‘‘chickens coming home to roost’’ remark that
Malcolm X recently had made as a comment upon the assassi-
nation of President Kennedy.

Malcolm X did telephone, after about an hour, and I met him
at the Black Muslims’ newspaper office in Harlem, a couple of
blocks further up Lenox Avenue from their mosque and restau-
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rant. He was seated behind his light-brown metal desk and his
brown hat lay before him on the green blotter. He wore a dark
suit with a vest, a white shirt, the inevitable leaping-sailfish clip
held his narrow tie, and the big feet in the shined black shoes
pushed the swivel chair pendulously back and forth as he talked
into the telephone.

“I’'m always hurt over any act of disobedience on my part
concerning Mr. Muhammad. . . . Yes, sir—anything The Hon-
orable Elijah Muhammad does is all right with me. I believe
absolutely in his wisdom and authority.”’ The telephone would
ring again instantly every time he put it down. ‘‘Mr. Peter Gold-
man! I haven’t heard your voice in a good while! Well, sir, I
just should have kept my big mouth shut.”” To the New York
Times: *‘Sir? Yes—he suspended me from making public ap-
pearances for the time being, which I fully understand. I say the
same thing to you that I have told others, I’m in complete sub-
mission to Mr. Muhammad’s judgment, because I have always
found his judgment to be based on sound thinking.”” To C.B.S.:
*“I think that anybody who is in a position to discipline others
should first learn to accept discipline himself.”’

He brought it off, the image of contriteness, the best he could—
throughout the harshly trying next several weeks. But the back
of his neck was reddish every time I saw him. He did not yet
put into words his obvious fury at the public humiliation. We
did very little interviewing now, he was so busy on telephones
elsewhere; but it did not matter too much because by now I had
the bulk of the needed life story material in hand. When he did
find some time to visit me, he was very preoccupied, and I could
feel him rankling with anger and with inactivity, but he tried
hard to hide it.

He scribbled one night, ‘“You have not converted a man be-
cause you have silenced him. John Viscount Morley.’’ And the
same night, almost illegibly, ‘‘I was going downhill until he
picked me up, but the more I think of it, we picked each other
up.”’

When I did not see him for several days, a letter came. ‘‘I
have cancelled all public appearances and speaking engage-
ments for a number of weeks. So within that period it should be
possible to finish this book. With the fast pace of newly devel-
oping incidents today, it is easy for something that is done or



414 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MALCOLM X

said tomorrow to be outdated even by sunset on the same day.
Malcolm X.”’

I pressed to get the first chapter, ‘‘Nightmare,”” into a shape
that he could review. When it was ready in a readable rough
draft, I telephoned him. He came as quickly as he could drive
from his home—which made me see how grinding an ordeal it
was to him to just be sitting at home, inactive, and knowing his
temperament, my sympathies went out to Sister Betty.

He pored over the manuscript pages, raptly the first time, then
drawing out his red-ink ball-point pen he read through the chap-
ter again, with the pen occasionally stabbing at something. ‘“You
can’t bless Allah!”’ he exclaimed, changing ‘‘bless’’ to
““praise.”’ In a place that referred to himself and his brothers
and sisters, he scratched red through ‘‘we kids.”’ ‘‘Kids are
goats!”’ he exclaimed sharply.

Soon, Malcolm X and his family flew to Miami. Cassius Clay
had extended the invitation as a sixth wedding anniversary pres-
ent to Malcolm X and Sister Betty, and they had accepted most
gratefully. It was Sister Betty’s first vacation in the six years of
the taut regimen as a Black Muslim wife, and it was for Mal-
colm X both a saving of face and something to do.

Very soon after his arrival, he telegraphed me his phone num-
ber at a motel. I called him and he told me, ‘I just want to tell
you something. I'm not a betting man anymore, but if you are,
you bet on Cassius to beat Liston, and you will win.”’ I laughed
and said he was prejudiced. He said, ‘‘Remember what I told
you when the fight’s over.”’ I received later a picture postcard,
the picture in vivid colors being of a chimpanzee at the Monkey
Jungle in Miami. Malcolm X had written on the reverse side,
‘‘One hundred years after the Civil War, and these chimpanzees
get more recognition, respect and freedom in America than our
people do. Bro. Malcolm X.’’ Another time, an envelope came,
and inside it was a clipping of an Irv Kupcinet column in the
Chicago Sun-Times. Malcolm X’s red pen had encircled an item
which read, *‘Insiders are predicting a split in the Black Mus-
lims. Malcolm X, ousted as No. 2 man in the organization, may
form a splinter group to oppose Elijah Muhammad.’’ Alongside
the item, Malcolm X had scribbled ‘‘Imagine this!!!*’

The night of the phenomenal upset, when Clay did beat Lis-
ton, Malcolm X telephoned me, and sounds of excitement were
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in the background. The victory party was in his motel suite,
Malcolm X told me. He described what was happening, men-
tioned some of those who were present, and that the new heavy-
weight king was ‘‘in the next room, my bedroom here’’ taking
a nap. After reminding me of the fight prediction he had made,
Malcolm X said that I should look forward now to Clay’s ‘‘quick
development into a major world figure. I don’t know if you
really realize the world significance that this is the first Muslim
champion.”’

It was the following morning when Cassius Clay gave the
press interview which resulted in national headlines that he was
actually a ‘‘Black Muslim,”’ and soon after, the newspapers
were carrying pictures of Malcolm X introducing the heavy-
weight champion to various African diplomats in the lobbies of
the United Nations headquarters in New York City. Malcolm X
toured Clay about in Harlem, and in other places, functioning,
he said, as Clay’s ‘‘friend and religious advisor.”’

I had now moved upstate to finish my work on the book, and
we talked on the telephone every three or four days. He said
things suggesting that he might never be returned to his former
Black Muslim post, and he now began to say things quietly
critical of Elijah Muhammad. Playboy magazine asked me to
do an interview for them with the new champion Cassius Clay,
and when I confidently asked Malcolm X to arrange for me the
needed introduction to Clay, Malcolm X hesitantly said, ‘I think
you had better ask somebody else to do that.”” T was highly
surprised at the reply, but I had learned never to press him for
information. And then, very soon after, I received a letter. *‘Dear
Alex Haley: A quick note. Would you prepare a properly worded
letter that would enable me to change the reading of the contract
so that all remaining proceeds now would go to the Muslim
Mosque, Inc., or in the case of my death then to go directly to
my wife, Mrs. Betty X Little? The sooner this letter or contract
is changed, the more easily I will rest.”” Under the signature of
Malcolm X, there was a P.S.: ‘“How is it possible to write one’s
autobiography in a world so fast-changing as this?’’

Soon I read in the various newspapers that rumors were being
heard of threats on Malcolm X’s life. Then there was an article
in the Amsterdam News: The caption was ‘‘Malcolm X Tells Of
Death Threat,”’ and the story reported that he had said that for-
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mer close associates of his in the New York mosque had sent
out ‘‘a special squad’’ to ‘‘try to kill me in cold blood. Thanks
to Allah, I learned of the plot from the very same brothers who
had been sent out to murder me. These brothers had heard me
represent and defend Mr. Muhammad for too long for them to
swallow the lies about me without first asking me some ques-
tions for their own clarification.”’

I telephoned Malcolm X, and expressed my personal concemn
for him. His voice sounded weary. He said that his ‘‘uppermost
interest’’ was that any money which might come due him in the
future would go directly to his new organization, or to his wife,
as the letter he had signed and mailed had specified. He told me,
I know I've got to get a will made for myself, I never did
because I never have had anything to will to anybody, but if I
don’t have one and something happened to me, there could be
a mess.”’ I expressed concern for him, and he told me that he
had a loaded rifle in his home, and ‘‘I can take care of myself.’’

The ‘“Muslim Mosque, Inc.’’ to which Malcolm X had re-
ferred was a new organization which he had formed, which at
that time consisted of perhaps forty or fifty Muslims who had
left the leadership of Elijah Muhammad.

Through a close associate of Cassius Clay, whom Malcolm X
had finally suggested to me, my interview appointment was
arranged with the heavyweight champion, and I flew down to
New York City to do the interview for Playboy. Malcolm X was
‘‘away briefly,’” Sister Betty said on the phone—and she spoke
brusquely. I talked with one Black Muslim lady whom I had
known before she had joined, and who had been an admirer of
Malcolm X. She had elected to remain in the original fold, ‘‘but
I’ll tell you, brother, what a lot in the mosque are saying, you
know, it’s like if you divorced your husband, you’d still like to
see him once in a while.’”’ During my interviews with Cassius
Clay in his three-room suite at Harlem’s Theresa Hotel, inevi-
tably the questions got around to Clay’s Muslim membership,
then to a query about what had happened to his formerly very
close relationship with Malcolm X. Evenly, Clay said, ‘“You
just don’t buck Mr. Mubammad and get away with it. I don’t
want to talk about him no more.”’

Elijah Muhammad at his headquarters in Chicago grew
‘‘emotionally affected’’ whenever the name of Malcolm X had
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to be raised in his presence, one of the Muslims in Clay’s en-
tourage told me. Mr. Muhammad reportedly had said, ‘‘Brother
Malcolm got to be a big man. I made him big. I was about to
make him a grear man.”’ The faithful Black Muslims predicted
that soon Malcolm X would be tumed upon by the defectors
from Mosque Number 7 who had joined him: ‘‘They will feel
betrayed.’’ Said others, ‘‘A great chastisement of Allah will fall
upon a hypocrite.”” Mr. Muhammad reportedly had said at an-
other time, ‘‘Malcolm is destroying himself,’’ and that he had
no wish whatever to see Malcolm X die, that he ‘‘would rather
see him live and suffer his treachery.”’

The general feeling among Harlemites, non-Muslims, with
whom I talked was that Malcolm X had been powerful and in-
fluential enough a minister that eventually he would split the
mosque membership into two hostile camps, and that in New
York City at least, Elijah Muhammad’s unquestioned rule would
be ended.

Malcolm X returned. He said that he had been in Boston and
Philadelphia. He spent ample time with me, now during the day,
in Room 1936 in the Hotel Americana. His old total ease was
no longer with him. As if it was the most natural thing in the
world to do, at sudden intervals he would stride to the door;
pulling it open, he would look up and down the corridor, then
shut the door again. ‘‘If I'm alive when this book comes out, it
will be a miracle,”’ he said by way of explanation. ‘‘I’'m not
saying it distressingly—’’ He leaned forward and touched the
buff gold bedspread. ‘‘I'm saying it like I say that’s a bed-
spread.”’

For the first time he talked with me in some detail about what
had happened. He said that his statement about President Ken-
nedy’s assassination was not why he had been ousted from the
Muslims. ‘It wasn’t the reason at all. Nobody said anything
when I made stronger statements before.’”” The real reason, he
said, was ‘‘jealousy in Chicago, and I had objected to the im-
morality of the man who professed to be more moral than any-
body.”’

Malcolm X said that he had increased the Nation of Islam
membership from about 400 when he had joined to around
40,000. ‘I don’t think there were more than 400 in the country
when I joined, I really don’t. They were mostly older people,
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and many of them couldn’t even pronounce Mr. Muhammad’s
name, and he stayed mostly in the background.”’

Malcolm X worked hard not to show it, but he was upset.
‘“There is nothing more frightful than ignorance in action. Goe-
the,”” he scribbled one day. He hinted about Cassius Clay a
couple of times, and when I responded only with anecdotes
about my interview with Clay, he finally asked what Clay had
said of him. I dug out the index card on which the question was
typed in advance and Clay’s response was beneath in longhand.
Malcolm X stared at the card, then out of the window, and he
got up and walked around; one of the few times I ever heard his
voice betray his hurt was when he said, ‘‘I felt like a blood big-
brother to him.”’ He paused. ‘‘I’m not against him now. He’s a
fine young man. Smart. He’s just let himself be used, led
astray.”’

And at another time there in the hotel room he came the
nearest to tears that I ever saw him, and also the only time I
ever heard him use, for his race, one word. He had been
talking about how hard he had worked building up the Mus-
lim organization in the early days when he was first moved
to New York City, when abruptly he exclaimed hoarsely,
‘“We had the best organization the black man’s ever had—
niggers ruined it!”’

A few days later, however, he wrote in one of his memo books
this, which he let me read, ‘‘Children have a lesson adults should
learn, to not be ashamed of failing, but to get up and try again.
Most of us adults are so afraid, so cautious, so ‘safe,’ and there-
fore so shrinking and rigid and afraid that it is why so many
humans fail. Most middle-aged adults have resigned themselves
to failure.”’

Telephone calls came frequently for Malcolm X when he was
in the room with me, or he would make calls; he would talk in
a covert, guarded manner, clearly not wishing me to be able to
follow the discussion. I took to going into the bathroom at these
times, and closing the door, emerging when the murmuring of
his voice had stopped—hoping that made him more comfortable.
Later, he would tell me that he was hearing from some Muslims
who were still ostensibly Elijah Muhammad’s followers. ‘‘I’'m
a marked man,’’ he said one day, after such a call. *‘I've had
highly placed people tell me to be very careful every move I
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make.’’ He thought about it. ‘‘Just as long as my family doesn’t
get hurt, I'm not frightened for myself.”’ I have the impression
that Malcolm X heard in advance that the Muslim organization
was going to sue to make him vacate the home he and his family
lived in.

I had become worried that Malcolm X, bitter, would want to
go back through the chapters in which he had told of his Black
Muslim days and re-edit them in some way. The day before 1
left New York City to return upstate, I raised my concemn to
Malcolm X. “‘I have thought about that,’” he said. ‘‘There are
a lot of things I could say that passed through my mind at times
even then, things I saw and heard, but I threw them out of my
mind. I’m going to let it stand the way I've told it. I want the
book to be the way it was.”’

Then—March 26, 1964—a note came from Malcolm X:
““There is a chance that I may make a quick trip to several very
important countries in Africa, including a pilgrimage to the
Muslim Holy Cities of Mecca and Medina, beginning about
April 13th. Keep this to yourself.”’

While abroad, Malcolm X wrote letters and postcards to
almost everyone he knew well. His letters now were signed
‘‘El-Hajj Malik El-Shabazz.”’

Then, in mid-May, Sister Betty telephoned me, her voice ju-
bilant: Malcolm X was returning. I flew to New York City. On
May 21, the phone rang in my hotel room and Sister Betty said,
“‘Just a minute, please—,”’ then the deep voice said, ‘‘How are
you?”’

“Well! El-Hajj Malik El-Shabazz! How are you?’’

He said, ‘‘Just a little bit tired.”” He had arrived on a Pan-
American Airlines flight at 4:30. He was going to have a press
conference at seven P.M. at the Hotel Theresa. ‘‘I’ll pick you up
at 6:30 at 135th and Lenox, on the uptown side—all right?”’

When the blue Oldsmobile stopped, and I got in, El-Hajj
Malcolm, broadly beaming, wore a seersucker suit, the red hair
needed a barber’s attention, and he had grown a beard. Also in
the car was Sister Betty. It was the first time we had ever seen
each other after more than a year of talking several times a week
on the telephone. We smiled at each other. She wore dark
glasses, a blue maternity suit, and she was pregnant with what
would be her fourth child.
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There must have been fifty still and television photographers
and reporters jockeying for position, up front, and the rest of
the Skyline Ballroom was filling with Negro followers of Mal-
colm X, or his well-wishers, and the curious. The room lit up
with flickering and flooding lights as he came in the door squir-
ing Sister Betty, holding her arm tenderly, and she was smiling
broadly in her pride that this man was her man. I recognized the
Times’ M. S. Handler and introduced myself; we warmly shook
hands and commandeered a little two-chair table. The reporters
in a thick semicircle before Malcolm X seated on the podium
fired questions at him, and he gave the impression that all of his
twelve years’ oratorical practice had prepared him for this new
image.

“%)0 we correctly understand that you now do not think that
all whites are evil?”’

‘“True, sir! My trip to Mecca has opened my eyes. I no longer
subscribe to racism. I have adjusted my thinking to the point
where I believe that whites are human beings’’—a significant
pause—‘‘as long as this is borne out by their humane attitude
toward Negroes.”’

They picked at his ‘‘racist”” image. ‘‘I’m not a racist. I'm not
condemning whites for being whites, but for their deeds. I con-
demn what whites collectively have done to our people collec-
tively.”’

He almost continually flashed about the room the ingratiating
boyish smile. He would pick at the new reddish beard. They
asked him about that, did he plan to keep it? He said he hadn’t
decided yet, he would have to see if he could get used to it or
not. Was he maneuvering to now join the major civil rights
leaders whom he had previously bitterly attacked? He answered
that one sideways: ‘‘I’ll explain it this way, sir. If some men
are in a car, driving with a destination in mind, and you know
they are going the wrong way, but they are convinced they are
going the right way, then you get into the car with them, and
ride with them, talking—and finally when they see they are on
the wrong road, not getting where they were intending, then you
tell them, and they will listen to you then, what road to take.’’
He had never been in better form, weighing, parrying, answer-
ing the questions.

The Times’ Handler, beside me, was taking notes and mut-
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tering under his breath, ‘‘Incredible! Incredible!”’ T was thinking
the same thing. I was thinking, some of the time, that if a pebble
were dropped from the window behind Malcolm X, it would
have struck on a sidewalk eight floors below where years before
he had skulked, selling dope.

As I resumed writing upstate, periodic notes came from Mal-
colm X. “‘I hope the book is proceeding rapidly, for events
concerning my life happen so swiftly, much of what has already
been written can easily be outdated from month to month. In
life, nothing is permanent; not even life itself (smile). So I would
advise you to rush it on out as fast as possible.’’ Another note,
special delivery, had a tone of irritation with me: he had received
from the publisher a letter which indicated that he had received
a $2500 check when the book contract was signed, ‘‘and there-
fore I will be expected to pay personal income tax on this. As
you know, it was my repeated specification that this entire trans-
action was to be made at that time directly with and to the
Mosque. In fact, I have never seen that check to this very day.”’

The matter was straightened out, and I sent Malcolm X some
rough chapters to read. I was appalled when they were soon
returned, red-inked in many places where he had told of his
almost father-and-son relationship with Elijah Muhammad.
Telephoning Malcolm X, I reminded him of his previous deci-
sion, and I stressed that if those chapters contained such tele-
graphing to readers of what would lie ahead, then the book
would automatically be robbed of some of its building suspense
and drama. Malcolm X said, gruffly, ‘“Whose book is this?’’ I
told him ‘‘yours, of course,’’ and that I only made the objection
in my position as a writer. He said that he would have to think
about it. I was heart-sick at the prospect that he might want to
re-edit the entire book into a polemic against Elijah Muhammad.
But late that night, Malcolm X telephoned. ‘‘I’m sorry. You're
right. I was upset about something. Forget what I wanted
changed, let what you already had stand.’’ I never again gave
him chapters to review unless I was with him. Several times I
would covertly watch him frown and wince as he read, but he
never again asked for any change in what he had originally said.
And the only thing that he ever indicated that he wished had
been different in his life came when he was reading the chapter
‘“‘Laura.”’ He said, ‘“That was a smart girl, a good girl. She
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tried her best to make something out of me, and look what I
started her into—dope and prostitution. I wrecked that girl.”

Malcolm X was busy, busy, busy; he could not visit my hotel
room often, and when he did, it shortly would get the feeling of
Grand Central Station. It seemed that when the telephone was
not ringing for him, he was calling someone else, consulting
the jotted numbers in his ever-ready memorandum book. Now
he had begun to talk a great deal with various people from the
Middle East or Africa who were in New York. Some of these
came to see him at the hotel room. At first, I would sit by the
window engrossed in reading while they talked by the room’s
door in low tones. He was very apologetic when this occurred,
and I told him I felt no sensitivity about it; then, afterwards, I
would generally step out into the haliway, or perhaps take the
elevator down to the lobby, then watch the elevators until I saw
the visitor leave. One day, I remember, the phone had rung
steadily with such callers as C.B.S., A.B.C., N.B.C., every
New York City paper, the London Daily Express, and numerous
individuals—he and I had gotten no work at all accomplished;
then a television camera crew arrived and filled the room to tape
an interview with Malcolm X by A.B.C.’s commentator Bill
Beutel. As the crew was setting up its floodlights on tripods, a
Dayton, Ohio, radio station called, wishing to interview Mal-
colm X by telephone. He asked me to ask them to call him the
following day at his sister Ella’s home in Boston. Then the
Ghana Ministry of Information called. I turned with a note to
Malcolm X to whom the commentator Beutel had just said, *‘I
won’t take much of your time, I just have a few probably stupid
questions.”’ Glancing at my note, Malcolm X said to Beutel,
““‘Only the unasked question is stupid,’’ and then to me, ‘“Tell
them I’ll call them back, please.”” Then just as the television
cameras began rolling, with Beutel and Malcolm X talking, the
telephone rang again and it was Life magazine reporter Marc
Crawford to whom I whispered what was happening. Crawford,
undaunted, asked if the open receiver could be placed where he
could hear the interview, and I complied, relieved that it was
one way to let the interview proceed without interruption.

The manuscript copy which Malcolm X was given to review
was in better shape now, and he pored through page by page,
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intently, and now and then his head would raise with some com-
ment. ‘“You know,’’ he said once, ‘‘why I have been able to
have some effect is because I make a study of the weaknesses
of this country and because the more the white man yelps, the
more I know I have struck a nerve.’’ Another time, he put down
upon the bed the manuscript he was reading, and he got up from
his chair and walked back and forth, stroking his chin, then he
looked at me. ‘“You know this place here in this chapier where
I told you how I put the pistol up to my head and kept pulling
the trigger and scared them so when I was starting the burglary
ring—well,”” he paused, ‘I don’t know if I ought to tell you this
or not, but I want to tell the truth.”’ He eyed me, speculatively.
““I palmed the bullet.”” We laughed together. I said, ‘‘Okay,
give that page here, I'll fix it.”’ Then he considered, ‘‘No, leave
it that way. Too many people would be so quick to say that’s
what I'm doing today, bluffing.”’

Again when reading about the period when he had discovered
the prison library, Malcolm X’s head jerked up. ‘‘Boy! I never
will forget that old aardvark!’’ The next evening, he came into
the room and told me that he had been to the Museum of Natural
History and learned something about the aardvark. ‘‘Now, aard-
vark actually means ‘earth hog.” That’s a good example of root
words, as I was telling you. When you study the science of
philology, you learn the laws governing how a consonant can
lose its shape, but it keeps its identity from language to lan-
guage.”” What astonished me here was that I knew that on that
day, Malcolm X’s schedule had been crushing, involving both
a television and radio appearance and a live speech, yet he had
gone to find out something about the aardvark.

Before long, Malcolm X called a press conference, and an-
nounced, ‘‘My new Organization of Afro-American Unity is a
non-religious and non-sectarian group organized to unite Afro-
Americans for a constructive program toward attainment of hu-
man rights.”” The new OAAU’s tone appeared to be one of
militant black nationalism. He said to the questions of various
reporters in subsequent interviews that the OAAU would seek
to convert the Negro population from non-violence to active
self-defense against white supremacists across America. On the
subject of politics he offered an enigma, ‘‘Whether you use bul-
lets or ballots, you’ve got to aim well; don’t strike at the puppet,
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strike at the puppeteer.”’ Did he envision any special area of
activity? “‘I’m going to join in the fight wherever Negroes ask
for my help.’” What about alliance with other Negro organiza-
tions? He said that he would consider forming some united front
with certain selected Negro leaders. He conceded under ques-
tioning that the N.A.A.C.P. was ‘‘doing some good.”’ Could
any whites join his OAAU? “‘If John Brown were alive, maybe
him.”” And he answered his critics with such statements as that
he would send ‘armed guerrillas’’ into Mississippi. ‘I am dead
serious. We will send them not only to Mississippi, but to any
place where black people’s lives are threatened by white bigots.
As far as I am concerned, Mississippi is anywhere south of the
Canadian border.’’ At another time, when Evelyn Cunningham
of the Pittsburgh Courier asked Malcolm X in a kidding way,
‘‘Say something startling for my column,’’ he told her, ‘‘Any-
one who wants to follow me and my movement has got to be
ready to go to jail, to the hospital, and to the cemetery before
he can be truly free.”” Evelyn Cunningham, printing the item,
commented, ‘‘He smiled and chuckled, but he was in dead ear-
nest.”’

His fourth child, yet another daughter, was born and he and
Sister Betty named the baby Gamilah Lumumbah. A young
waitress named Helen Lanier, at Harlem’s Twenty Two Club
where Malcolm X now often asked people to meet him, gave
him a layette for the new baby. He was very deeply touched by
the gesture. *‘Why, I hardly know that girl!”’

He was clearly irked when a New York Times poll among
New York City Negroes reflected that three-fourths had named
Dr. Martin Luther King as ‘‘doing the best work for Negroes,”’
and another one-fifth had voted for the N.A.A.C.P.’s Roy Wil-
kins, while only six per cent had voted for Malcolm X.
‘‘Brother,”’ he said to me, ‘‘do you realize that some of history’s
greatest leaders never were recognized until they were safely in
the ground!”’

One morning in mid-summer 1964, Malcolm X telephoned
me and said that he would be leaving ‘‘within the next two or
three days’’ for a planned six weeks abroad. I heard from him
first in Cairo, about as the predicted *‘long, hot summer’’ began
in earnest, with riots and other uprisings of Negroes occurring
in surburban Philadelphia, in Rochester, in Brooklyn, in Har-
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lem, and other cities. The New York Times reported that a meet-
ing of Negro intellectuals had agreed that Dr. Martin Luther
King could secure the allegiance of the middle and upper classes
of Negroes, but Malcolm X alone could secure the allegiance of
Negroes at the bottom. ‘‘The Negroes respect Dr. King and
Malcolm X because they sense in these men absolute integrity
and know they will never sell them out. Malcolm X cannot be
corrupted and the Negroes know this and therefore respect him.
They also know that he comes from the lower depths, as they
do, and regard him as one of their own. Malcolm X is going to
play a formidable role, because the racial struggle has now
shifted to the urban North . . . if Dr. King is convinced that he
has sacrificed ten years of brilliant leadership, he will be forced
to revise his concepts. There is only one direction in which he
can move, and that is in the direction of Malcolm X.”’ I sent a
clipping of that story to Malcolm X in Cairo.

In Washington, D.C. and New York City, at least, powerful
civic, private, and governmental agencies and individuals were
keenly interested in what Malcolm X was saying abroad, and
were speculating upon what would he say, and possibly do,
when he returned to America. In upstate New York, I received
a telephone call from a close friend who said he had been asked
to ask me if I would come to New York City on an appointed
day to meet with ‘‘a very high government official’’ who was
interested in Malcolm X. I did fly down to the city. My friend
accompanied me to the offices of a large private foundation well
known for its activities and donations in the civil-rights area. I
met the foundation’s president and he introduced me to the
Justice Department Civil Rights Section head, Burke Marshall.
Marshall was chiefly interested in Malcolm X’s finances, par-
ticularly how his extensive traveling since his Black Muslim
ouster had been paid for. I told him that to the best of my knowl-
edge the several payments from the publisher had financed Mal-
colm X, along with fees he received for some speeches, and
possible donations that his organization received, and that Mal-
colm X had told me of borrowing money from his Sister Ella
for the current trip, and that recently the Saturday Evening Post
had bought the condensation rights of the book for a substantial
sum that was soon to be received. Marshall listened quietly,
intently, and asked a few questions concerning other aspects of
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Malcolm X’s life, then thanked me. I wrote to Malcolm X in
Cairo that night about the interview. He never mentioned it.

The Saturday Evening Post flew photographer John Launois
to Cairo to locate Malcolm X and photograph him in color. The
magazine’s September 12 issue appeared, and I sent a copy by
airmail to Malcolm X. Within a few days, I received a stinging
note, expressing his anger at the magazine’s editorial regarding
his life story. (The editorial’s opening sentence read, ‘‘If Mal-
colm X were not a Negro, his autobiography would be little
more than a jounal of abnormal psychology, the story of a
burglar, dope pusher, addict and jailbird—with a family history
of insanity—who acquires messianic delusions and sets forth to
preach an upside-down religion of ‘brotherly’ hatred.’’) I wrote
to Malcolm X that he could not fairly hold me responsible for
what the magazine had written in a separate editorial opinion.
He wrote an apology, ‘but the greatest care must be exercised
in the future.”’

His return from Africa was even more auspicious than when
he had returned from the Hajj pilgrimage to Mecca. A large
group of Negroes, his followers and well-wishers, kept gather-
ing in the Overseas Arrival Building at Kennedy Airport. When
I entered, white men with cameras were positioned on the sec-
ond levc!, taking pictures of all the Negroes who entered, and
almost as obvious were Negro plain-clothesmen moving about.
Malcolm’s greeters had draped across the glass overlooking the
U.S. Customs Inspection line some large cloth banners on which
were painted in bold letters, ‘“Welcome Home, Malcolm.”’

He came in sight, stepping into one of the Customs Inspection
lines; he heard the cheering and he looked up, smiling his plea-
sure.

Malcolm X wanted to ‘‘huddle’’ with me to fill me in on
details from his trip that he wanted in the book. He said that he
was giving me only the highlights, because he felt that his care-
fully kept diary might be turned into another book. We had
intensive sessions in my hotel room, where he read what he
selected from the diary, and I took notes. ‘‘What I want to stress
is that I was trying to internationalize our problem,’’ he said to
me, ‘‘to make the Africans feel their kinship with us Afro-
Americans. I made them think about it, that they are our blood
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brothers, and we all came from the same foreparents. That’s
why the Africans loved me, the same way the Asians loved me
because I was religious.””

Within a few days, he had no more time to see me. He would
call and apologize; he was beset by a host of problems, some of
which he mentioned, and some of which I heard from other
people. Most immediately, there was discontent within his or-
ganization, the OAAU. His having stayed away almost three
times as long as he had said he would be gone had sorely tested
the morale of even his key members, and there was a general
feeling that his interest was insufficient to expect his followers’
interest to stay high. I heard from one member that ‘‘a growing
disillusion’’ could be sensed throughout the organization.

In Harlem at large, in the bars and restaurants, on the street
corners and stoops, there could be heard more blunt criticism of
Malcolm X than ever before in his career. There were, variously
expressed, two primary complaints. One was that actually Mal-
colm X only talked, but other civil-rights organizations were
doing. “‘All he’s ever done was talk, CORE and SNCC and
some of them people of Dr. King’s are out getting beat over the
head.”” The second major complaint was that Malcolm X was
himself too confused to be seriously followed any longer. ‘‘He
doesn’t know what he believes in. No sooner do you hear one
thing than he’s switched to something else.”” The two com-
plaints were not helping the old firebrand Malcolm X image any,
nor were they generating the local public interest that was badly
needed by his small, young OAAU.

A court had made it clear that Malcolm X and his family
would have to vacate the Elmhurst house for its return to the
adjudged legal owners, Elijah Muhammad’s Nation of Islam.
And other immediate prcblems which Malcolm X faced in-
cluded finances. Among his other expenses, a wife and four
daughters had to be supported, along with at least one full-time
OAAU official. Upon his retumn from Africa, our agent for the
book had delivered to me for Malcolm X a check for a sizable
sum; soon afterward Malcolm X told me, laughing wryly, ‘It’s
evaporated. 1 don’t know where!”’

Malcolm X plunged into a welter of activities. He wrote and
telephoned dozens of acceptances to invitations to speak, pre-
dominantly at colleges and universities—both to expound his
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philosophies and to ean the $150-$300 honorariums above
traveling expenses. When he was in New York City, he spent
all the time he could in his OAAU’s sparsely furnished office
on the mezzanine floor of the Hotel Theresa, trying to do some-
thing about the OAAU’s knotty problems. ‘‘I’m not exposing
our size in numbers,”’ he evaded the query of one reporter.
““You know, the strongest part of a tree is the root, and if you
expose the root, the tree dies. Why, we have many ‘invisible’
members, of all types. Unlike other leaders, I've practiced the
flexibility to put myself into contact with every kind of Negro
in the country.”’

Even at mealtimes, at his favorite Twenty Two Club, or else-
where in Harlem, he could scarcely eat for the people who came
up asking for appointments to discuss with him topics ranging
from personal problems to his opinions on international issues.
It seemed not in him to say ‘*No’’ to such requests. And aides
of his, volunteering their time, as often as not had to wait lengthy
periods to get his ear for matters important to the OAAU, or to
himself; often, even then, he most uncharacteristically showed
an impatience with their questions or their suggestions, and they
chafed visibly. And at least once weekly, generally on Sunday
evenings, he would address as many Negroes as word of mouth
and mimeographed advertising could draw to hear him in Har-
lem’s Audubon Ballroom on West 166th Street between Broad-
way and St. Nicholas Avenue, near New York City’s famous
Columbia-Presbyterian Medical Center.

Malcolm X for some reason suddenly began to deliver a spate
of attacks against Elijah Muhammad, making more bitter ac-
cusations of “‘religious fakery’’ and ‘‘immorality’’ than he ever
had. Very possibly, Malcolm X had grown increasingly in-
censed by the imminence of the court’s deadline for him to have
to move his wife and four little daughters from the comfortable
home in which they had lived for years in Elmhurst. And Sister
Betty was again pregnant. ‘‘A home is really the only thing I've
ever provided Betty since we’ve been married,’’ he had told me,
discussing the court’s order, ‘‘and they want to take that away.
Man, I can’t keep on putting her through changes, all she’s put
up with—man, I've got to love this woman!’’

A rash of death threats were anonymously telephoned to the
police, to various newspapers, to the OAAU office, and to the
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family’s home in Elmhurst. When he went to court again, fight-
ing to keep the house, he was guarded by a phalanx of eight
OAAU men, twenty uniformed policemen, and twelve plain-
clothes detectives. The court’s decision was that the order to
vacate would not be altered. When Malcolm X reached home
in Long Island, one of his followers, telephoning him there,
got, instead, a telephone company operator who said that the
OL 1-6320 number was ‘‘disconnected.’’ A carload of his OAAU
followers, racing to Long Island, found Malcolm X and his
family perfectly safe. Inquiry of the telephone company re-
vealed that a ‘‘Mrs. Small’’ had called and requested that the
service for that number be disconnected, ‘for vacation.’” The
OAAU followers drove back to Harlem. There was an ensuing
confrontation between them and followers of Elijah Muhammad
in front of the Black Muslim restaurant at 116th Street and Lenox
Avenue. The incident wound up with policemen who rushed to
the scene finding two guns in the OAAU car, and the six OAAU
men were arrested.

Malcolm X had a date to speak in Boston, but he was too
busy to go, and he sent an OAAU assistant who spoke instead.
The car returning him to the Boston Airport was blocked at the
East Boston Tunnel by another car. Reportedly, men with knives
rushed out of the blockade car, but the Malcolm X forces showed
a shotgun, and the attackers dispersed.

Malcolm X steadily accused the Black Muslims as the source
of the various attacks and threats. ‘‘There is no group in the
United States more able to carry out this threat than the Black
Muslims,”” he said. ‘‘I know, because I taught them myself.”’
Asked why he had attacked the Black Muslims and Elijah Mu-
hammad when things had seemed to be cooled down, he said,
‘I would not have revealed any of this if they had left me alone.”’
He let himself be photographed in his home holding an auto-
matic carbine rifle with a full double clip of ammunition that he
said he kept ready for action against any possible assassination
efforts. “‘I have taught my wife to use it, and instructed her to
fire on anyone, white, black, or yellow, who tries to force his
way inside.”’

I went to New York City in December for Malcolm X’s read-
ing of final additions to the manuscript, to include the latest
developments. He was further than I had ever seen him from his
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old assured self, it seemed to me. He kept saying that the press
was making light of his statements about the threats on his life.
““They act like I'm jiving!”> He brought up again the Saturday
Evening Post editorial. ‘“You can’t trust the publishing people,
I don’t care what they tell you.’’” The agent for the book sent to
my hotel a contract dealing with foreign publication rights which
needed Malcolm X’s and my signature. I signed it as he ob-
served and handed the pen to him. He looked suspiciously at
the contract, and said, ‘I had better show this thing to my law-
yer,”” and put the contract in his inside coat pocket. Driving in
Harlem about an hour later, he suddenly stopped the car across
the street from the 135th Street Y.M.C.A. Building. Withdraw-
ing the contract, he signed it, and thrust it to me. *‘Ill trust
you,”’ he said, and drove on.

With Christmas approaching, upon an impulse I bought for
Malcolm X’s two oldest daughters two large dolls, with painted
brown complexions, the kind of dolls that would ‘‘walk’’ when
held by the left hand. When Malcolm X next came to my room
in the Hotel Wellington, I said, ‘‘I’ve gotten something for you
to take to Attallah and Qubilah for Christmas gifts,”” and I
‘“‘walked’’ out the dolls. Amazement, then a wide grin spread
over his face. ‘“Well, what do you know about that? Well, how
about that!”’ He bent to examine the dolls. His expression
showed how touched he was. '*You know,”’ he said after a
while, ‘‘this isn’t something I’'m proud to say, but I don’t think
I’ve ever bought one gift for my children. Everything they play
with, either Betty got it for them, or somebody gave it to them,
never me. That’s not good, I know it. I’ve always been too

busy.”

In early January, I flew from upstate New York to Kennedy
Airport where I telephoned Malcolm X at home and told him
that I was waiting for another plane to Kansas City to witness
the swearing-in of my younger brother George who had recently
been elected a Kansas State Senator. ‘‘Tell your brother for me
to remember us in the alley,”” Malcolm X said. ‘‘Tell him that
he and all of the other moderate Negroes who are getting some-
where need to always remember that it was us extremists who
made it possible.’’ He said that when I was ready to leave Kan-
sas, to telephone him saying when I would arrive back in New
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York, and if he could we could get together. I did this, and he
met me at Kennedy Airport. He had only a little while, he was
so pressed, he said; he had to leave that afternoon himself for a
speaking engagement which had come up. So I made reserva-
tions for the next flight back upstate, then we went outside and
sat and talked in his car in a parking lot. He talked about the
pressures on him everywhere he turned, and about the frustra-
tions, among them that no one wanted to accept anything relat-
ing to him except ‘‘my old ‘hate’ and ‘violence’ image.”’ He
said *‘the so-called moderate’’ civil rights organizations avoided
him as ‘‘too militant’’ and the ‘‘so-called militants’* avoided him
as ‘‘too moderate.’”” ‘‘“They won’t let me turn the comer!”’ he
once exclaimed, ‘‘I’m caught in a trap!”’

In a happier area, we talked about the coming baby. We
laughed about the four girls in a row already. ‘“This one will be
the boy,’’ he said. He beamed, ‘If not, the next one!”” When I
said it was close to time for my plane to leave, he said he had
to be getting on, too. I said, ‘‘Give my best to Sister Betty,”” he
said that he would, we shook hands and I got outside and stood
as he backed the blue Oldsmobile from its parking space. I called
out ‘‘See you!”’ and we waved as he started driving away. There
was no way to know that it was the last time I would see him
alive.

On January 19, Malcolm X appeared on the Pierre Berton
television show in Canada and said, in response to a question
about integration and intermarriage:

‘I believe in recognizing every human being as a human be-
ing—neither white, black, brown, or red; and when you are
dealing with humanity as a family there’s no question of inte-
gration or intermarriage. It’s just one human being marry-
ing another human being or one human being living around and
with another human being. I may say, though, that I don’t think it
should ever be put upon a black man, I don’t think the burden
to defend any position should ever be put upon the black man,
because it is the white man collectively who has shown that he
is hostile toward integration and toward intermarriage and to-
ward these other strides toward oneness. So as a black man and
especially as a black American, any stand that 1 formerly took,
I don’t think that I would have to defend it because it’s still a
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reaction to the society, and it’s a reaction that was produced by
the society; and I think that it is the society that produced this
that should be attacked, not the reaction that develops among
the people who are the victims of that negative society.’’

From this, it would be fair to say that one month before his
death, Malcolm had revised his views on intermarriage to the
point where he regarded it as simply a personal matter.

On the 28th of January, Malcolm X was on TWA'’s Flight
No. 9 from New York that landed at about three P.M. in Los
Angeles. A special police intelligence squad saw Malcolm X
greeted by two close friends, Edward Bradley and Allen Jamal,
who drove him to the Statler-Hilton Hotel where Malcolm X
checked into Room 1129. Said Bradley, ‘‘As we entered the
lobby, six men came in right after us. I recognized them as Black
Muslims.”” When Malcolm X returned downstairs to the lobby,
he “‘practically bumped into the Muslim entourage. The Mus-
lims were stunned. Malcolm’s face froze, but he never broke
his gait. Then, we knew we were facing trouble.’’ Malcolm X’s
friends drove him to pick up ‘‘two former secretaries of Elijah
Muhammad, who (had) filed paternity suits against him,”” and
they went to the office of the colorful Los Angeles attorney
Gladys Root. Mrs. Root said that Malcolm X made accusations
about Elijah Muhammad’s conduct with various former secre-
taries.

After dinner, Malcolm X’s two friends drove him back to the
hotel. ‘‘Black Muslims were all over the place,”” Bradley re-
lated. ‘“Some were in cars and others stood around near the
hotel. They had the hotel completely surrounded. Malcolm sized
up the situation and jumped out of the car. He warmned me to
watch out and ran into the lobby. He went to his room and
remained there for the rest of his stay in Los Angeles.””

The car in which Malcolm X left the hotel, bound for the
airport, was followed, said Bradley. ‘‘Hardly had we got on the
Freeway when we saw two carloads of Black Muslims following
us. The cars started to pull alongside. Malcolm picked up my
walking cane and stuck it out of a back window as if it were a
rifle. The two cars fell behind. We picked up speed, pulled off
the airport ramp, and roared up to the front of the terminal. The
police were waiting and Malcolm was escorted to the plane
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through an underground passageway. Then I saw Malcolm to
the plane.”’

Chicago police were waiting when the plane landed at O’Hare
Airport that night at eight o’clock. Driven to the Bristol Hotel,
Malcolm X checked in, and the adjoining suite was taken by
members of the police force who would keep him under steady
guard for the next three days in Chicago. Malcolm X testified
at the office of the Attorney General of the State of Illinois which
had been investigating the Nation of Islam. Another day he ap-
peared on the television program of Irv Kupcinet; he described
attempts that had been made to kill him. He said he had on his
desk a letter naming the persons assigned to kill him. When
police returned Malcolm X to his hotel ‘“at least 15 grim-faced
Negroes (were) loitering nearby.’”” Whispered Malcolm X to
Detective Sergeant Edward McClellan, ‘‘Those are all Black
Muslims. At least two of them I recognize as being from New
York. Elijah seems to know every move I make.’’ Later, in his
room, he told the detective, “‘It’s only going to be a matter of
time before they catch up with me. I know too much about the
Muslims. But their threats are not going to stop me from what I
am determined to do.’’ After that night spent in the hotel, Mal-
colm X was police-escorted back to O’Hare where he caught a
plane to New York City’s Kennedy Airport.

Right away, he was served with a court order of eviction from
the Elmhurst home. He telephoned me upstate. His voice was
strained. He told me that he had filed an appeal to the court
order, that on the next day he was going to Alabama, and thence
to England and France for scheduled speeches, and soon after
returning he would go to Jackson, Mississippi, to address the
Mississippi Freedom Democratic Party, on February 19. Then
he said—the first time he had ever voiced to me such an admis-
sion—*‘Haley, my nerves are shot, my brain’s tired.”’ He said
that upon his return from Mississippi, he would like to come
and spend two or three days in the town where I was, and read
the book’s manuscript again. ‘‘You say it’s a quiet town. Just a
couple of days of peace and quiet, that’s what I need.”’ I said
that he knew he was welcome, but there was no need for him to
tax himself reading through the long book again, as it had only
a few very minor editing changes since he had only recently
read it. ‘I just want to read it one more time,’” he said, ‘‘because
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I don’t expect to read it in finished form.’’” So we made a ten-
tative agreement that the day after his projected return from
Mississippi, he would fly upstate to visit for a weekend with
me. The projected date was the Saturday and Sunday of Feb-
ruary 20-21.

Jer magazine reported Malcolm X’s trip to Selma, Alabama,
on the invitation of two members of the Student Nonviolent
Coordinating Committee. Dr. Martin Luther King was in a
Selma jail when Malcolm X’s arrival sent officials of Dr. King’s
Southern Christian Leadership Conference ‘‘into a tailspin.”
Quickly, the SCLC’s Executive Director Reverend Andrew
Young and Reverend James Bevel met with Malcolm X, urging
him not to incite any incidents and cautioning him that his pres-
ence could cause violence. ‘‘He listened with a smile,’’ said
Miss Faye Bellamy, secretary of the SNCC, who accompanied
Malcolm X to a Negro church where he would address a mass
meeting. ‘‘Remember this: nobody puts words in my mouth,”’
he told Miss Bellamy. He told her that ‘“in about two weeks’’
he planned to start Southern recruiting for his Harlem-based
OAAU. At the church where he would speak, Malcolm X was
seated on the platform next to Mrs. Martin Luther King, to
whom he leaned and whispered that he was ‘‘trying to help,”’
she told Jer. ‘“He said he wanted to present an alternative; that
it might be easier for whites to accept Martin’s proposals after
hearing him (Malcolm X). I didn’t understand him at first,”’ said
Mrs. King. ‘‘He seemed rather anxious to let Martin know he
was not causing trouble or making it difficult, but that he was
trying to make it easier. . . . Later, in the hallway, he reiterated
this. He seemed sincere. . . ."

Addressing the mass meeting Malcolm X reportedly shouted:
‘I don’t advocate violence, but if a man steps on my toes, I'll
step on his.”” . . . *““Whites better be glad Martin Luther King
is rallying the people because other forces are waiting to take
over if he fails.”’

Returned to New York City, Malcolm X soon flew to France.
He was scheduled to speak before a Congress of African Stu-
dents. But he was formally advised that he would not be per-
mitted to speak and, moreover, that he could consider himself
officially barred forever from France as ‘‘an undesirable per-
son.”’ He was asked to leave—and he did, fuming with indig-
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nation. He flew on to London, and reporters of the British
Broadcasting Corporation took him on an interviewing tour in
Smethwick, a town near Birmingham with a large colored pop-
ulation. Numerous residents raised a storm of criticism that the
B.B.C. was a party to a ‘‘fanning of racism’’ in the already
tension-filled community. On this visit, he spoke also at the
London School of Economics.

Malcolm X returned to New York City on Saturday, February
13th. He was asleep with his family when at about a quarter of
three the following Sunday morning, a terrifying blast awakened
them. Sister Betty would tell me later that Malcolm X, barking
commands and snatching up screaming, frightened children, got
the family safely out of the back door into the yard. Someone
had thrown flaming Molotov cocktail gasoline bombs through
the front picture window. It took the fire department an hour to
extinguish the flames. Half the house was destroyed. Malcolm X
had no fire insurance.

Pregnant, distraught Sister Betty and the four little daughters
went to the home of close friends. Malcolm X steeled himself
to catch a plane as scheduled that moming to speak in Detroit.
He wore an open-necked sweater shirt under his suit. Immedi-
ately afterward, he flew back to New York. Monday morning,
amid a flurry of emergency re-housing plans for his family,
Malcolm X was outraged when he leamed that Elijah Muham-
mad’s New York Mosque Number 7 Minister James X had told
the press that Malcolm X himself had fire-bombed the home ‘‘to
get publicity.”’

Monday night, Malcolm X spoke to an audience in the fa-
miliar Audubon Ballroom. If he had possessed the steel nerves
not to become rattled in public before, now he was: “‘I've
reached the end of my rope!’’ he shouted to the audience of five
hundred. ‘I wouldn’t care for myself if they would not harm
my family!”” He declared flatly, ‘“My house was bombed by the
Muslims!”> And he hinted at revenge. ‘‘There are hunters; there
are also those who hunt the hunters!”’

Tuesday, February 16th, Malcolm X telephoned me. He spoke
very briefly, saying that the complications following the bomb-
ing of his home had thrown his plans so awry that he would be
unable to visit me upstate on the weekend as he had said he
would. He said he had also had to cancel his planned trip to
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Jackson, Mississippi, which he was going to try and make later.
He said he had to hurry to an appointment, and hung up. I would
read later where also on that day, he told a close associate, ‘I
have been marked for death in the next five days. I have the
names of five Black Muslims who have been chosen to kill me.
I will announce them at the meeting.”” And Malcolm X told a
friend that he was going to apply to the Police Department for
a permit to carry a pistol. ‘‘I don’t know whether they will let
me have one or not, as I served time in prison.”’

On Thursday he told a reporter, in an interview which did not
appear until after his death: ‘‘I’m man enough to tell you that I
can’t put my finger on exactly what my philosophy is now, but
I’m flexible.”

The blackboard in the OAAU office counseled members and
visitors that ‘‘Bro. Malcolm Speaks Thurs. Feb. 18, WINS Sta-
tion, 10:30 p.M.”’ Earlier Thursday, Malcolm X discussed lo-
cating another home with a real estate dealer. On Friday, he had
an appointment with Gordon Parks, the Life magazine
photographer-author whom he had long admired and respected.
‘‘He appeared calm and somewhat resplendent with his goatee
and astrakhan hat,’” Parks would report later in Life. ‘“Much of
the old hostility and bitterness seemed to have left him, but the
fire and confidence were still there.”” Malcolm X, speaking of
the old Mosque Number 7 days, said, ‘“That was a bad scene,
brother. The sickness and madness of those days—I'm glad to
be free of them. It’s a time for martyrs now. And if I'm to be
one, it will be in the cause of brotherhood. That’s the only thing
that can save this country. I’ve learned it the hard way—but I've
leamned it. . . .”’

Parks asked Malcolm X if it was really true that killers were
after him. “‘It’s as true as we are standing here,”” Malcolm X
said. ‘“They’ve tried it twice in the last two weeks.’’ Parks asked
him about police protection, and Malcolm X laughed, ‘‘Brother,
nobody can protect you from a Muslim but a Muslim—or some-
one trained in Muslim tactics. I know. I invented many of those
tactics.”’

Recalling the incident of the young white college girl who had
come to the Black Muslim restaurant and asked ‘‘What can I
do?’’ and he told her ‘‘Nothing,”’ and she left in tears, Mal-
colm X told Gordon Parks, ‘‘Well, I've lived to regret that in-
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cident. In many parts of the African continent I saw white
students helping black people. Something like this kills a lot of
argument. I did many things as a Muslim that I'm sorry for now.
I was a zombie then—like all Muslims—I was hypnotized,
pointed in a certain direction and told to march. Well, I guess a
man’s entitled to make a fool of himself if he’s ready to pay the
cost. It cost me twelve years.”’

Saturday morning, he drove Sister Betty to see a real estate
man. The house that the man then showed them that Malcolm X
particularly liked, in a predominantly Jewish neighborhood
also on Long Island, required a $3000 down payment. Sister
Betty indicated her approval, too, and Malcolm X told the real
estate man he thought they would take it. Driving Sister Betty
back to the friends” home where she was staying with the chil-
dren, they estimated that it would cost them about another $1000
to make the move. He stayed until mid-aftenoon with Sister
Betty at the friends’ home, talking. He told her that he realized
that she had been under protracted great strain, and that he was
sorry about it. When he got his hat to leave, to drive into Man-
hattan, standing in the hallway, he told Sister Betty, ‘“We’ll all
be together. I want my family with me. Families shouldn’t be
separated. I'll never make another long trip without you. We’ll
get somebody to keep the children. I'll never leave you so long
again.”’

I couldn’t help but just break out grinning,’’ Sister Betty
would later tell me.

She figured that he must have stopped at a nearby drugstore
to use the telephone booth when I later told her that Malcolm X
had telephoned me upstate at about 3:30 that afternoon.

For the first time in nearly two years, I did not recognize
immediately that the voice on the other end of the phone be-
longed to Malcolm X. He sounded as if he had a heavy, deep
cold. He told me that in the middle of the night he and some
friends had helped a moving company’s men take out of the
other house all of the family’s furniture and other belongings
salvageable after the fire-bombing—before a sheriff’s eviction
party would set the things out on the sidewalk. ‘‘Betty and I
have been looking at a house we want to buy’’—he tried a
chuckle—*‘you know nobody’s going to rent, not to me, these
days!”’ He said, ‘‘All I’ve got is about $150,’’ and that he needed
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a $3000 down-payment plus $1000 moving costs; he asked if I
thought the publisher would advance him $4000 against the pro-
jected profits from the book. I said that when our agent’s offices
opened on Monday moming, I would telephone and I knew that he
would query the publisher to see if it couldn’t be arranged, then
Monday night I would call him back and let him know.

He said that he and Sister Betty had decided that although
they were going to pay for the house, to avoid possible trouble
they had gotten the agreement of his sister Ella who lived in
Boston to let the house be bought in her name. He said that he
still owed $1500 to his sister Ella which she had loaned him to
make one trip abroad. Eventually they would change the house’s
title into Sister Betty’s name, he said, or maybe into the name
of their oldest daughter, Attallah.

He digressed on the dangers he faced. ‘‘But, you know, I’'m
going to tell you something, brother—the more I keep thinking
about this thing, the things that have been happening lately, I'm
not all that sure it’s the Muslims. I know what they can do, and
what they can’t, and they can’t do some of the stuff recently
going on. Now, I’'m going to tell you, the more I keep thinking
about what happened to me in France, I think I’m going to quit
saying it’s the Muslims.”’

Then—it seemed to me such an odd, abrupt change of subject:
““You know, I’m glad I’ve been the first to establish official ties
between Afro-Americans and our blood brothers in Africa.””
And saying good-bye, he hung up.

After that telephone call, Malcolm X drove on into Manhattan
and to the New York Hilton Hotel between 53rd and 54th Streets
at Rockefeller Center. He checked the blue Oldsmobile into the
hotel garage and then, in the lobby, he checked himself in and
was assigned a twelfth-floor room, to which a bellman accom-
panied him.

Soon some Negro men entered the giant hotel’s busy lobby.
They began asking various bellmen what room Malcolm X was
in. The bellmen, of course, never would answer that question
concerning any guest—and considering that it was Malcolm X
whom practically everyone who read New York City newspa-
pers knew was receiving constant death threats, the bellmen
quickly notified the hotel’s security chief. From then until Mal-
colm X checked out the next day, extra security vigilance was
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continuously maintained on the twelfth floor. During that time,
Malcolm X left the room only once, to have dinner in the hotel’s
lobby-level, dimly lit Bourbon Room.

Sunday morning at nine o’clock, Sister Betty in Long Island
was surprised when her husband telephoned her and asked if she
felt it would be too much trouble for her to get all of the four
children dressed and bring them to the two o’clock meeting that
afternoon at the Audubon Ballroom in Harlem. She said, ‘‘Of
course it won’t!”’ On Saturday he had told her that she couldn’t
come to the meeting. He said to her, ‘“You know what happened
an hour ago? Exactly at eight o’clock, the phone woke me up.
Some man said, ‘Wake up, brother’ and hung up.’’ Malcolm X
said good-bye to Sister Betty.

And four hours later, Malcolm X left his room and took an
elevator down to the lobby, where he checked out. He got his
car and in the clear, warm midday of Sunday, February 21, he
drove uptown to the Audubon Ballroom.

The Audubon Ballroom, between Broadway and St. Nicholas
Avenue, on the south side of West 166th Street, is a two-story
building frequently rented for dances, organization functions,
and other affairs. A dark, slender, pretty young lady, occupa-
tionally a receptionist and avocationally a hardworking OAAU
assistant to Malcolm X, has since told me that she arrived early,
about 1:30 p.M., having some preliminary work to do. Entering,
she saw that the usual 400 wooden chairs had been set up, with
aisles on either side, but no center aisle; the young lady (she
wishes to be nameless) noticed that several people were already
seated in the front rows, but she gave it no thought since some
always came early, liking to get seats up close to the stage, to
savor to the fullest the dramatic orator Malcolm X. On the stage,
behind the speaker’s stand, were eight straight brown chairs
arranged in a row and behind it was the stage’s painted back-
drop, a mural of a restful country scene. The young lady’s re-
sponsibilities for this day had included making arrangements
and subsequent confirmations with the scheduled co-speaker,
the Reverend Milton Galamison, the militant Brooklyn Presby-
terian who in 1964 had led the two one-day Negro boycotts in
New York City public schools, protesting ‘‘racial imbalance.”’
She had similarly made arrangements with some other promi-
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nent Negroes who were due to appeal to the audience for their
maximum possible contributions to aid the work of Malcolm X
and his organization.

The people who entered the ballroom were not searched at
the door. In recent weeks, Malcolm X had become irritable
about this, saying ‘It makes people uncomfortable’’ and that it
reminded him of Elijah Muhammad. “‘If I can’t be safe among
my own kind, where can I be?”’ he had once said testily. For
this day, also, he had ordered the press—as such—barred, white
or black. He was angry at what he interpreted as ‘‘slanted’’ press
treatment recently; he felt especially that the newspapers had
not taken seriously his statements of the personal danger he was
in. United Press International reporter Stanley Scott, a Negro,
had been admitted, he later said, when a Malcolm lieutenant
decided, ‘‘As a Negro, you will be allowed to enter as a citizen
if you like, but you must remove your press badge.”’ The same
criterion had applied to WMCA newsman Hugh Simpson. Both
he and Scott came early enough so that they obtained seats up
near the stage.

Malcolm X entered the ballroom at shortly before two o’clock,
trudging heavily instead of with his usual lithe strides, his young
lady assistant has told me. By this time several other of his
assistants were filtering in and out of the small anteroom along-
side the stage. He sat down sideways on a chair, his long legs
folded around its bottom, and he leaned one elbow on a kind of
counter before a rather rickety make-up mirror that entertainers
used when dances were held in the ballroom. He wore a dark
suit, white shirt and narrow dark tie. He said to a little group of
his assistants that he wasn’t going to talk about his personal
troubles, ‘‘I don’t want that to be the reason for anyone to come
to hear me.”” He stood up and paced about the little room. He
said he was going to state that he had been hasty to accuse the
Black Muslims of bombing his home. ‘“Things have happened
since that are bigger than what they can do. I know what they
can do. Things have gone beyond that.’’

Those in the anteroom could hear the sounds of the enlarging
audience outside taking seats. ‘“The way I feel, I ought not to
go out there at all today,”” Malcolm X said. “‘In fact, I’m going
to ease some of this tension by telling the black man not to fight
himself—that’s all a part of the white man’s big maneuver, to
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keep us fighting among ourselves, against each other. I'm not
fighting anyone, that’s not what we’re here for.”’ He kept glanc-
ing at his wrist watch, anticipating the arrival of Reverend Gal-
amison. ‘‘Whenever you make any appointment with a
minister,”” he said to his young lady assistant, ‘“you have to call
them two or three hours before time, because they will change
their mind. This is typical of ministers.””

I felt bad, I felt that it was my fault,”’ the young lady told
me. “‘It was time for the meeting to start, too.”’ She turned to
Malcolm X’s stalwart assistant Benjamin X, known as a highly
able speaker himself. ‘‘Brother, will you speak?’’ she asked—
then, turning to Malcolm X, ‘‘Is it all right if he speaks? And
maybe he could introduce you.”’ Malcolm X abruptly whirled
on her, and barked, ‘“You know you shouldn’t ask me right in
front of him!”’ Then, collecting himself quickly, he said
‘‘Okay.’’ Brother Benjamin X asked how long he should speak.
Malcolm X said, glancing again at his wrist watch, ‘‘Make it
half an hour.”” And Brother Benjamin X went through the door
leading onto the stage. They heard him expertly exhorting the
audience about what is needed today by ‘‘the black man here in
these United States.”’

The Reverend Galamison and other notables due hadn’t ar-
rived by three o’clock. ‘‘Brother Malcolm looked so disap-
pointed,’’ the young lady says. ‘‘He said to me ‘I don’t think
any of them are coming, either.’ I felt so terrible for him. It did
seem as if no one cared. I told him ‘Oh, don’t worry, they’re
just late, they’ll be here.” >’ (It was also reported by another
source that Galamison, unable to come to the meeting, did tele-
phone earlier, and that Malcolm X was told of this before he
went out to speak.)

Then Brother Benjamin X’s half-hour was up, and the young
lady and Malcolm X, alone back there in the anteroom, could
hear him entering the introduction: ‘‘And now, without further
remarks, I present to you one who is willing to put himself on
the line for you, a man who would give his life for you—I want
you to hear, listen, to understand—one who is a trgjan for the
black man!”’

Applause rose from the audience; at the anteroom door, Mal-
colm X turned and looked back at his young lady assistant.
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“You’ll have to forgive me for raising my voice to you—I’m
just about at my wit’s end.”’

““Oh, don’t mention it!”’ she said quickly, ‘‘I understand.”’

His voice sounded far away, ‘‘I wonder if anybody really
understands—"’ And he walked out onto the stage, into the ap-
plause, smiling and nodding at Brother Benjamin X who passed
him en route to the anteroom.

The young lady had picked up some paperwork she had to do
when Benjamin X came in, perspiring. She patted his hand,
saying, ‘‘That was good!”’ Through the anteroom door, just
ajar, she and Benjamin X heard the applause diminishing, then
the familiar ringing greeting, ‘‘Asalaikum, brothers and sis-
ters!”’

““Asalaikum salaam!’’ some in the audience responded.

About eight rows of seats from the front, then, a disturbance
occurred. In a sudden scuffling, a man’s voice was raised an-
grily, ‘‘Take your hand out of my pocket!’’ The entire audience
was swiveling to look. ‘‘Hold it! Hold it! Don’t get excited,”’
Malcolm X said crisply, ‘‘Let’s cool it, brothers—"’

With his own attention distracted, it is possible that he never
saw the gunmen. One woman who was seated near the front
says, ‘‘The commotion back there diverted me just for an in-
stant, then I turned back to look at Malcolm X just in time to
see at least three men in the front row stand and take aim and
start firing simultaneously. It looked like a firing squad.’’ Nu-
merous persons later said they saw two men rushing toward the
stage, one with a shotgun, the other with two revolvers. Said
U.P.I. reporter Stanley Scott: ‘‘Shots rang out. Men, women
and children ran for cover. They stretched out on the floor and
ducked under tables.’” Radio Station WMCA reporter Hugh
Simpson said, ‘“Then I heard this muffled sound, I saw Malcolm
hit with his hands still raised, then he fell back over the chairs
behind him. Everybody was shouting. I saw one man firing a
gun from under his coat behind me as I hit it [the floor], too. He
was firing like he was in some Western, running backward to-
ward the door and firing at the same time."’

The young lady who was in the backstage anteroom told me,
‘It sounded like an army had taken over. Somehow, I knew. I
wouldn’t go and look. I wanted to remember him as he was.’’

Malcolm X’s hand flew to his chest as the first of sixteen
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shotgun pellets or revolver slugs hit him. Then the other hand
flew up. The middle finger of the left hand was bullet-shattered,
and blood gushed from his goatee. He clutched his chest. His
big body suddenly fell back stiffly, knocking over two chairs;
his head struck the stage floor with a thud.

In the bedlam of shouting, screaming, running people, some
ran toward the stage. Among them Sister Betty scrambled up
from where she had thrown her body over her children, who
were shrieking; she ran crying hysterically, ‘“‘My husband!
They’re killing my husband!”’ An unidentified photographer
snapped shots of Malcolm X prone on the stage floor with peo-
ple bent over him snatching apart his bloody shirt, loosening his
tie, trying to give him mouth-to-mouth artificial respiration, first
a woman, then a man. Said the woman, who identified herself
only as a registered nurse, ‘‘I don’t know how I got up on the
stage, but I threw myself down on who I thought was Malcolm—
but it wasn’t. I was willing to die for the man, I would have
taken the bullets myself; then I saw Malcolm, and the firing had
stopped, and I tried to give him artificial respiration.”” Then
Sister Betty came through the people, herself a nurse, and people
recognizing her moved back; she fell on her knees looking down
on his bare, bullet-pocked chest, sobbing, ‘‘They killed him!”’

Patrolman Thomas Hoy, 22, was stationed outside the Au-
dubon Ballroom entrance. ‘I heard the shooting and the place
exploded.’” He rushed inside, he saw Malcolm X lying on the
stage, and then some people chasing a man. Patrolman Hoy
‘‘grabbed the suspect.’’

Louis Michaux, the owner of the Nationalist Memorial Book-
store at 125th Street and Seventh Avenue in Harlem, said, ‘I
was arriving late at the meeting where Malcolm X had invited
me, I met a large number of people rushing out.”’

Sergeant Alvin Aronoff and Patrolman Louis Angelos hap-
pened to be cruising by in their radio car when they heard shots.
‘“When we got there,’’ said Aronoff, ‘‘the crowds were pushing
out and screaming ‘Malcolm’s been shot!’ and ‘Get ’im, get
’im, don’t let him go!” >’ The two policemen grabbed by the
arms a Negro who was being kicked as he tried to escape. Firing
a warning shot into the air, the policemen pushed the man into
their police car, not wanting the angry crowd to close in, and
drove him quickly to the police station.
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Someone had run up to the Columbia-Presbyterian Hospital’s
Vanderbilt Clinic emergency entrance at 167th Street and
grabbed a poles-and-canvas stretcher and brought it back to the
Audubon Ballroom stage. Malcolm X was put on the stretcher
and an unidentified photographer got a macabre picture of him,
with his mouth open and his teeth bared, as men rushed him up
to the hospital clinic emergency entrance. A hospital spokesman
said later that it was about 3:15 p.M. when Malcolm X reached
a third-floor operating room. He was ‘either dead, or in a death-
appearing state,’” said the spokesman.

A team of surgeons cut through his chest to attempt to mas-
sage the heart. The effort was abandoned at 3:30 p.M.

Reporters who had descended upon the hospital office fired
questions at the spokesman, who kept saying brusquely, ‘I don’t
know.’’ Then he took the elevator upstairs to the emergency
operating room. A small crowd of friends and Sister Betty had
also pushed into the hospital office when the hospital spokesman
returned. Collecting himself, he made an announcement: ‘‘The
gentleman you know as Malcolm X is dead. He died from gun-
shot wounds. He was apparently dead before he got here. He
was shot in the chest several times, and once in the cheek.”’

The group filed out of the hospital office. The Negro men
were visibly fighting their emotions; one kept smashing his fist
into the other cupped palm. Among the women, many were
openly crying.

Moments after the news flashed throughout Harlem (and
throughout the entire world), a crowd began to gather outside
the Hotel Theresa where Malcolm X’s OAAU had its head-
quarters. They learned over transistor radios that the man whom
the two policemen had taken from the murder scene initially
identified himself as Thomas Hagan, 22 (he was later identified
as Talmadge Hayer), in whose right trousers pocket the police-
men had found a .45 caliber cartridge clip containing four un-
used cartridges, and then at Jewish Memorial Hospital doctors
had reported that Hayer had been shot in the left thigh, his fore-
head was bruised and his body was beaten. ‘If we hadn’t gotten
him away, they would have kicked him to death,”’ Sergeant
Aronoff had said, and Hayer had been taken to the Bellevue
Hospital Prison Ward.

By five p.M., the crowd in front of the Theresa Hotel had been
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quietly, carefully dispersed, and the Black Muslim Mosque
Number 7 and its restaurant around the corner, at 116th Street
and Lenox Avenue, had been ordered closed as a precautionary
measure, on the orders of the local 28th Precinct’s Captain Lloyd
Sealy, New York City’s first Negro to command a precinct.
When reporters telephoned the Black Muslim restaurant, a man’s
voice stated, ‘‘No one is available to make any statement.’’
When the OAAU office in the Theresa Hotel was tried, the
telephone kept ringing, unanswered. Precinct Captain Sealy soon
appeared, walking by himself along 125th Street, swinging his
nightstick and conversing with people he met.

At the 28th Precinct station house on West 123rd Street, the
forty policemen who were to have gone off duty at four p.M. had
been told they must remain on duty, and two full busloads of
the highly trained New York City Police Tactical Patrol Force
had arrived at the precinct. Various high police officials made
press statements. A Tactical Patrol Force Captain, Harry Kaiser,
said no unusual occurrences had been noted, and he anticipated
no trouble. Deputy Police Commissioner Walter Arm said that
‘“‘hundreds’’ of extra policemen would be put into the Harlem
area, including some members of the Bureau of Special Ser-
vices. An Assistant Chief Inspector, Harry Taylor, speculated
that the assassins had not rushed from the ballroom among the
crowd, but had kept running past the stage and escaped on 165th
Street. In the early evening, the police department’s Chief of
Detectives Philip J. Walsh quit a vacation he was on to join the
hunt for the killers, and he said he looked forward to ‘‘a long-
drawn-out investigation.’’ Police and reporters at the shooting
scene had pictures taken of the stage, with white chalk marks
now circling five bullet holes in the speaker’s stand; there were
other holes in the stage’s mural backdrop, indicating slugs or
shotgun pellets which had either missed Malcolm X or passed
through him. Police declined to discuss a rumor sweeping Har-
lem that they had some motion pictures which had been taken
in the Audubon Ballroom as the murder took place. Another
rumor that gained swift momentum was that when Sister Betty
had leaned over her husband’s body, she had removed from his
coat pocket a paper on which he had written the names of those
he had supposedly learned were assigned to execute him.

Deputy Police Commissioner Walter Arm stressed that the
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department had made efforts to protect Malcolm X. Twenty
different times the department had offered protection to Mal-
colm X or to some of his assistants, and the protection was
refused, said Commissioner Arm, and seventeen times uni-
formed police guards had been offered for the OAAU meetings
at the Audubon Ballroom, the most recent time being *‘last Sun-
day.”” Asked about the pistol permit that Malcolm X had said
publicly he planned to request, Commissioner Arm said that as
far as he knew, Malcolm X had never actually filed a request.

A number of questions have been raised. The ‘suspect’’ ar-
rested by Patrolman Hoy as he was being chased from the meet-
ing has, at present writing, not been identified publicly. Deputy
Police Commissioner Walter Arm’s statement that Malcolm X
refused police protection conflicts directly with the statements
of many of his associates that during the week preceding his
assassination Malcolm X complained repeatedly that the police
would not take his requests for protection seriously. Finally,
although police sources said that a special detail of twenty men
had been assigned to the meeting and that it had even been
attended by agents of the Bureau of Special Services, these men
were nowhere in evidence during or after the assassination, and
Talmadge Hayer, rescued from the crowd and arrested as a sus-
pect immediately after the assassination, was picked up by two
patrolmen in a squad car cruising by.

On long-distance telephones, reporters reached the Chicago
mansion headquarters of Elijah Muhammad. He would not come
to the telephone, but a spokesman of his said that Muhammad
‘‘has no comment today, but he might have something to say
tomorrow.”’ No statement could be obtained either from Mal-
colm X’s oldest brother, Wilfred X, the Black Muslim minister
of Mosque Number 1 in Detroit. At his home, a woman told
reporters that Minister Wilfred X was not there, that he had not
gone to New York, and she didn’t believe he had any plans to
do so. (Minister Wilfred X, reached later, said that he antici-
pated attending the Black Muslim convention in Chicago on the
following Sunday, and regarding his brother, ‘‘My brother is
dead and there is nothing we can do to bring him back.”’)

As dark fell, many Negro men and women assembled before
Louis Michaux’s bookstore, where most of Harlem’s Black Na-
tionalist public activity centered. A small group of OAAU mem-
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bers opened their Hotel Theresa headquarters and sat in the room
and would not make any statements to reporters.

The New York Daily News came onto the newsstands with
its cover page devoted to ‘‘Malcolm X Murdered’’ over the
photograph of him being borne away on the stretcher, and a sub-
caption, ‘‘Gunned Down at Rally.’’ In Long Island, where she
had been taken just after her father’s murder, six-year-old At-
tallah carefully wrote a letter to him, ‘‘Dear Daddy, I love you
s0. O dear, O dear, I wish you wasn’t dead.”’

The body—still listed as ‘‘John Doe’’ because it had not yet
been formally identified—had been moved late Sunday to the
New York City Medical Examiner’s office at 520 First Avenue.
The autopsy confirmed that shotgun pellet wounds in the heart
had killed Malcolm X. Chief Medical Examiner Dr. Milton
Helpern said that death followed the first sawed-off shotgun blast
which caused thirteen wounds in the heart and chest, and he said
that .38 and .45 caliber bullet wounds in the thighs and legs
evidenced that Malcolm X had been shot at after he had fallen.

Monday moming the official identification was made at the
Medical Examiner’s office by Sister Betty, who was accompa-
nied by Percy Sutton, Malcolm X’s Boston half-sister Mrs. Ella
Collins, and Joseph E. Hall, General Manager of the large Unity
Funeral Home in Harlem. Leaving the Medical Examiner’s of-
fice at about noon to go and complete funeral arrangements,
Sister Betty told reporters, ‘‘No one believed what he said. They
never took him seriously, even after the bombing of our home
they said he did it himself!”’

At the Unity Funeral Home on the east side of Eighth Avenue
between 126th and 127th Streets, Sister Betty chose a six-foot-
nine-inch bronze casket lined with egg-shell velvet. At her
request, the funeral would be delayed until the following Sat-
urday, five days away. The funeral home’s manager Hall an-
nounced to the press that the body would be dressed in a business
suit, and it would be put on view under a glass shield from
Tuesday through Friday, then the Saturday services would be at
a Harlem church.

Soon posted on the funeral home’s directory was ‘‘El-Hajj
Malik El-Shabazz.’’ In Brooklyn, orthodox Moslem Sheik Al-
Hajh Daoud Ahmed Faisal of the Islamic Mission of America
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said that the delayed funeral services violated a Moslem practice
that the sun should not set twice on a believer’s body, that the
Koran prescribed burial inside twenty-four hours if possible, and
Moslems believed that when a body grows cold the soul leaves
it and when the body is put into the earth it comes alive again.

In Chicago, where policemen were watching all bus depots,
railways, terminals, O’Hare Airport and highway entrances, Eli-
jah Muhammad, under heavy guard in his three-story mansion,
said, ‘‘Malcolm died according to his preaching. He seems
to have taken weapons as his god. Therefore, we couldn’t tol-
erate a man like that. He preached war. We preach peace. We
are permitted to fight if we are attacked—that’s the Scripture,
the Koran, and the Bible, too. But we will never be the aggres-
sor. I don’t have the right to be frightened, because I was chosen
by Allah. If Allah gives me up to the hands of the wicked, I am
satisfied. My life is in the hands of Allah.’’ The grounds outside
the mansion were patrolled by both Chicago police and Fruit of
Islam bodyguards. More of both patrolled before the University
of Islam high school, and the offices of the newspaper Muham-
mad Speaks.

Malcolm X’s lawyer, Assemblyman Percy Sutton, said that
the police now had the names of those whom Malcolm X had
said planned to kill him. All over Harlem, reporters were inter-
viewing people. and microphones were being put before the
mouths of the man-in-the-street. At police precinct station
houses, people being questioned were leaving by side entrances.
Said Assistant Chief Inspector Joseph Coyle, in charge of Man-
hattan North detectives, ‘‘. . . . a well-planned conspiracy.
We’re doing a screening process of the four hundred people who
were in the hall at the time.”’ Fifty detectives were on the case,
he said, and he had been in touch with police in other cities.

Harlem was mostly asleep when around the Black Muslim
Mosque Number 7, on the top floor of a four-story building at
116th Street and Lenox Avenue, an explosive sound at 2:15 A.M.
ripped the night. Firemen were instantly summoned by the four
policemen who had been guarding the sidewalk entrance to
the mosque. Within a few minutes flames burst through the
building’s roof and leaped thirty feet into the air. For the next
seven hours firemen would pour water into the building. On an
adjacent roof they found an empty five-gallon gasoline can, a
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brown, gasoline-stained shopping bag, and oily rags. South-
bound IRT subway service was re-routed for a while, also three
bus lines. At the spectacular five-alarm fire’s height, a wall of
the building collapsed; it smashed two fire engines at the curb
and injured five firemen, one seriously, and also a pedestrian
who had been across the street buying a newspaper. By day-
break, when the fire was declared ‘‘under control,’’ the Black
Muslim mosque and the Gethsemane Church of God in Christ
on the floor beneath it were gutted, and seven street-level stores,
including the Black Muslim restaurant, were ‘‘total losses.’’
Fire Department sources said that replacing the ruined equip-
ment would cost ‘‘around $50,000.”" Joseph X of the Black
Muslims, who once had been the immediate assistant of Mal-
colm X, said that Elijah Muhammad’s followers had two alter-
native mosques to meet in, one in Brooklyn and the other in
Queens, Long Island. Both these mosques were under continu-
ous police guard.

Across the nation in San Francisco on Tuesday afternoon two
policemen discovered a fire beginning in the San Francisco Black
Muslim Mosque, and quickly extinguished it. Kerosene had been
splashed on the sidewalk and door and set afire.

The body of El-Hajj Malik El-Shabazz originally had been
scheduled to go on public view at 2:30 p.M. Tuesday. Crowds
stood in line behind police barricades waiting to be admitted and
the policemen wherever one looked included numerous patrol
cars and even sharpshooters on the roofs around the Unity Fu-
neral Home. But the telephoned bomb-threats which had begun
shortly after noon made necessary two evacuations of the funeral
home for bomb-squad searches, which proved futile. A search
was conducted even in the 43rd Street offices of the New York
Times after a man telephoned complaining of an editorial about
Malcolm X and said, ‘“Your plant will be destroyed at four
o’clock.””

At the funeral home in Harlem, policemen inspected all pack-
ages and floral pieces being delivered, as well as the large hand-
bags of women mourners. It was 6:15 p.M. when a cordon of
policemen arrived flanking Sister Betty and four close relatives
and friends who entered the funeral home in a glare of flash-
bulbs. *“‘She’s a black Jacqueline Kennedy,’” observed a white
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reporter. ‘‘She has class, she knows what to do and when, she
handles herself beautifully.”’

It was 7:10 p.M. when the family party emerged and left.
After ten minutes, the first of the waiting public was admitted.
Between then and an hour before midnight, two thousand peo-
ple, including scores of whites, had filed past the open coffin in
which the body lay dressed in a dark business suit, a white shirt
and dark tie, with a small, oblong brass plate above it inscribed,
“‘El-Hajj Malik El-Shabazz—May 19, 1925—Feb. 21, 1965."’

Malcolm X followers had been canvassing with growing anx-
iety for a Harlem church that would accept the Saturday funeral.
Officials of several churches had refused, including a spokesman
for the community’s largest church, Abyssinian Baptist, of which
Congressman-Reverend Adam Clayton Powell is the pastor;
others which turned down requests, according to the Amsterdam
News, included the Williams C.M.E. Church and The Refuge
Temple of The Church of Our Lord Jesus Christ. Then the fu-
neral was accepted by Bishop Alvin A. Childs for the Faith
Temple, Church of God in Christ located at 147th Street and
Amsterdam Avenue. The Faith Temple, a former movie theater
which had been converted fifteen years previously, could seat a
thousand in its auditorium and another seven hundred in its base-
ment. Bishop Childs, who in 1964 had been elected as Harlem’s
*‘locality mayor,’” told the press that it was ‘‘as a humanitarian
gesture’’ that he made his church available, and of Malcolm X,
he said, ‘. . . a militant and vocal person. I did not agree with
all of his philosophy, but this did not affect our friendship.”’
Shortly after the news became known, Bishop Childs and his
wife began to receive the first of a succession of bomb threats
telephoned both to the church and to their home.

Prominent Negro figures were being quoted by the various
press media. The famed psychologist Dr. Kenneth B. Clark told
Jet magazine, ‘‘I had a deep respect for this man. I believe that
he was sincerely groping to find a place in the fight for Civil
Rights, on a level where he would be respected and understood
fully. I'looked forward to his growth along those lines. It doesn’t
matter so much about his past. It is tragic that he was cut down
at the point when he seemed on the verge of achieving the po-
sition of respectability he sought.”” A New York Times corre-
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spondent in a London press conference quoted the author and
dramatist James Baldwin, who thought the death of Malcolm X
was ‘‘a major setback for the Negro movement.’’ Pointing at
white reporters, Baldwin accused, ““You did it . . . whoever did
it was formed in the crucible of the Western world, of the Amer-
ican Republic!’” European ‘‘rape’’ of Africa began racial prob-
lems and was therefore the beginning of the end for Malcolm X,
Baldwin said.

The bookstore owner in Harlem, Louis Michaux, a major
voice in the community, told the Amsterdam News, ‘‘It’s things
like the murder of Malcolm X that drive the masses closer to-
gether. He died in the same manner that Patrice Lumumba met
his death in the Congo. . . . We must unite, not fight.”’

‘“Malcolm X caused many young Negroes to take a new vi-
sion of themselves,”’ said Bayard Rustin, a main figure in or-
ganizing the March on Washington in 1963. A “‘third party’’
was suspected of killing Malcolm X by CORE’s National Di-
rector James Farmer, who said, ‘‘Malcolm’s murder was cal-
culated to produce more violence and murder and vengeance
killings.”” A few days later, asked for his opinion of a rumor
circulating about that a ‘‘Red Chinese’’ plot brought about the
murder, Farmer said, ‘‘I would not say it is impossible.”’

“‘For the Negroes in America, the death of Malcolm X is the
most portentous event since the deportation of Marcus Garvey
in the 1920’s,”’ said Dr. C. Eric Lincoln, author of The Black
Muslims in America, who talked to the press at Brown Univer-
sity in Providence, R.1., where he was a visiting professor and
research fellow. ‘I doubt there are ‘international implications’
in the slaying. The answer is closer to home. The answer is in
the local struggle among contending rivals for leadership of the
black masses, which are potentially the most volatile sub-group
in America.’’ Said Roy Wilkins, Executive Secretary of the Na-
tional Association for the Advancement of Colored People,
‘‘Master spell-binder that he was, Malcolm X in death cast a
spell more far-flung and more disturbing than any he cast in
life.”

The New York City police investigators who were pursuing
the case were unhappy that Malcolm’s followers had *‘not come
forward™’ to aid the investigation. At police request, the press
printed a telephone number, SW 5-8117, for “‘strictly confiden-
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tial”’ information that anyone might offer conceming the slay-
ing. The police had picked up and were holding Reuben Francis,
described as a Malcolm X ‘‘bodyguard,’” who was believed to
be the person who had shot the suspected assassin Talmadge
Hayer during the melee the previous Sunday at the Audubon
Ballroom. Hayer remained in the Bellevue Prison Ward, await-
ing surgery.

As thousands continued viewing the body of the slain Mal-
colm X amid intermittent new bomb-threats telephoned to the
funeral home, and to the Faith Temple where his funeral was
scheduled for Saturday, a new organization, the Federation of
Independent Political Action, threatened to picket all Harlem
business establishments which would not close from Thursday
afternoon until Monday morning ‘‘in tribute to Malcolm X.”’
The FIPA’s spokesman was Jesse Gray, the well-known rent-
strike leader; Harlem pedestrians began to be handed printed
sheets reading, in part, ‘‘If the stores refuse to close, they iden-
tify with our enemy—therefore we must close them—pass them
by. Those that shop along 125th Street during the hours that the
stores are to be closed identify with the murderous stooge that
allowed the power structure to use his hands to kill Brother
Malcolm.”” At a late evening FIPA rally before Louis Mi-
chaux’s bookstore, Jesse Gray declared that in 1965 a Negro
should run for Mayor of New York ‘‘in the name of Malcolm,”’
and speculated that such a candidate should receive 100,000
votes. Shortly after the FIPA rally, merchants and other mem-
bers of the Uptown Chamber of Commerce met and swiftly
passed a resolution urging all Harlem stores to remain open and
‘‘continue to serve their customers,’’ and recommendation was
made that full pay be given to any store employees who might
wish to attend Malcolm X’s funeral on Saturday morning. Then
one after another, Harlem leaders sharply criticized the FIPA
proposal as ‘‘irresponsible.”’ Finally, nearly all of the Harlem
stores kept their doors open for business. The FIPA got together
about twenty pickets who patrolled for a while before Harlem’s
largest store, Blumstein’s; leading the pickets were two white
men carrying signs reading ‘‘All Stores Should Close. Honor
Malcolm X.”’

The weather had turned very cold. Icicles hung from the col-
lapsed roof of the fire-ruined building that had housed Black
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Muslim Mosque Number 7. The Amsterdam News, its offices
barely a block down Eighth Avenue from the funeral home where
Malcolm X’s body lay, editorialized, ‘‘Steady, Eddie!’’ saying
that orderly tributes to Malcolm X would ‘‘confound his critics,
who would like nothmg better than to see black people rioting
over his remains.’

The fear of serious mass rioting set off by some unpredictable
spark hung steadily in the air. An increasing number of Harlem
leaders declared that the principal reason for this was the down-
town white press media, sensationalizing what was going on in
a calm, dignified community. Finally the Harlem Ministers’ In-
terfaith Association would issue a formal accusation: ‘‘The
screaming headlines of many of our newspapers make it seem
as if all of Harlem was an armed camp, ready to explode at any
moment. The vast majority of the citizens of the Harlem com-
munity is not involved in the unfortunate acts of violence that
have been grossly overplayed by the press. Many times the
slanting of the news is able to bring about an atmosphere through
which a few depraved and reckless individuals can take advan-
tage.”

““Malcolm X Died Broke’’—that headline in Harlem’s Am-
sterdam News came as a shock to many in the community. Few
had reflected that Malcolm X, upon becoming a Black Muslim
minister, had signed an oath of poverty, so that for twelve years
he never acquired anything in his own name. (Somewhere I have
read that Malcolm X in his Black Muslim days received about
$175 weekly to cover his living and other expenses exclusive of
travel.) ‘‘He left his four daughters and pregnant wife with no
insurance of any kind, no savings, and no income,’’ the Am-
sterdam News story said (and it might have added that he never
drew up a will; he had made a February 26th appointment with
his lawyer—five days after his death). Within the week, two
groups had organized and were asking Harlemites for contri-
butions to help Sister Betty raise and educate the children (since
organized as the Malcolm X Daughters’ Fund at Harlem’s Free-
dom National Bank, 275 West 125th Street).

In Boston, Malcolm X’s half-sister, Mrs. Ella Mae Collins,
told a news conference that she would choose the leaders of
the OAAU to succeed Malcolm X. Mrs. Collins operated the
Sarah A. Little School of Preparatory Arts where, she said, chil-
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dren were taught Arabic, Swahili, French, and Spanish. In 1959,
she, too, had broken away from Elijah Muhammad’s Black
Muslims, to which she had originally been converted by Mal-
colm X.

Far from Harlem, in lands where Malcolm X had traveled,
the press had given the murder a coverage that had highly irri-
tated the Director of the United States Information Agency,
Carl T. Rowan, himself a Negro. In Washington, addressing
the American Foreign Service Association, Rowan said that
when he first heard of the murder, he knew it would be grossly
misconstrued in some countries where people were unaware what
Malcolm X represented, and he said the USIA had worked hard
to inform the African press of the facts about Malcolm X and
his preachments, but still there had been ‘‘a host of African
reaction based on misinformation and misrepresentation.’’

Said USIA Director Rowan, ‘‘Mind you, here was a Negro
who preached segregation and race hatred, killed by another
Negro, presumably from another organization that preaches seg-
regation and race hatred, and neither of them representative of
more than a tiny minority of the Negro population of America—’’
Rowan held up some foreign newspapers. ‘‘All this about an
ex-convict, ex-dope peddler who became a racial fanatic,’’ con-
tinued Rowan. ‘‘I can only conclude that we Americans know
less about what goes on in the minds of other peoples than we
thought, or the need to inform is even greater than we in USIA
thought it to be.”’

The Daily Times of Lagos, in Nigeria, had said: ‘‘Like all
mortals, Malcolm X was not without his faults . . . but that he
was a dedicated and consistent disciple of the movement for the
emancipation of his brethren, no one can doubt . . . Malcolm X
has fought and died for what he believed to be right. He will
have a place in the palace of martyrs.”” The Ghanaian Times,
Accra, called Malcolm X ‘‘the militant and most popular of
Afro-American anti-segregationist leaders’’ and it added his
name to ‘‘a host of Africans and Americans’’ ranging from John
Brown to Patrice Lumumba ‘‘who were martyred in freedom’s
cause.”’ Also in Accra, the Daily Graphic: ‘‘The assassination
of Malcolm X will go down in history as the greatest blow the
American integrationist movement has suffered since the shock-
ing assassinations of Medgar Evers and John F. Kennedy.”’
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The Pakistan Hurriyet of Karachi said: ‘A great Negro
leader’’; the Pakistan Times said, ‘‘His death is a definite set-
back to the Negro movement for emancipation.”’ The Peking,
China People’s Daily said the killing happened *‘because Mal-
colm X . .. fought for the emancipation of the 23,000,000
American Negroes.’’ According to correspondents’ reports, the
first Algerian headline said ‘‘the Ku Klux Klan’’ assassinated
Malcolm X; the pro-Communist Alger Republican’s editorial on
the slaying accused ‘‘American Fascism,’’ and the Times’ Al-
gerian correspondent said Algerians showed ‘‘signs’’ of raising
Malcolm X to martyrdom. The U.S. Consulate in Georgetown,
British Guiana, was marched on by pickets accusing ‘‘American
imperialists.”” Another Peking, China paper, Jenmin Jihpao,
said that the death showed that ‘‘in dealing with imperialist op-
pressors, violence must be met with violence.’’ Pravda in Mos-
cow carried only brief stories and no editorial comment, the New
York Times Moscow correspondent said, and another in Poland
said there was no noticeable reaction of any kind, and that *‘few
Poles had heard of Malcolm or were interested in the racial
issue.’’ Reportedly, the murder was only routinely reported with
little special interest by the press in Cairo, Beirut, New Delhi,
and Saigon. In Paris and Westem Europe, the story was ‘‘es-
sentially a one-day sensation,”’ with the West German press
handling it ‘‘as if it were in the Chicago gangster tradition.”’
The New York Times said: ‘‘The London newspapers have prob-
ably played the story harder and longer than most, giving con-
tinuing emphasis to the police work on the murder. The London
Times and the London Daily Telegraph both carried editorial
comments, but neither treated Malcolm X as a major figure.”’
Also reported by the New York Times London correspondent
was that ‘‘a London group calling itself the Council of African
Organizations had violently attacked the United States over the
murder. This group is made up of students and other unofficial
African representatives here. A press release described Malcolm
as a ‘leader in the struggle against American imperialism,
oppression and racialism.’ It said, ‘the butchers of Patrice
Lumumba are the very same monsters who have murdered Mal-
colm X in cold blood.’ *’

Friday moming New York City press headlines concerning
Malcolm X’s slaying were devoted to the police department’s
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apprehension of a second slaying suspect. He was a stocky,
round-faced, twenty-six-year-old karate expert named Norman
3X Butler, allegedly a Black Muslim, and a week later, this was
followed by the arrest of Thomas 15X Johnson, also allegedly
a Black Muslim. Both men had been earlier indicted in the Jan-
uary, 1965, shooting of Benjamin Brown, a New York City
Correction Officer and a Black Muslim defector. Both men were
indicted, along with Hayer, for the murder of Malcolm X on
March 10.

With the news announcement of Butler’s arrest, and his at
least tentative identification as a member of Elijah Muhammad’s
organization, tension reached a new high among all who had
any role in the feud. The Black Muslim National Convention
was scheduled to begin that Friday in Chicago, to last for three
days. Early Friday moming in New York at the Kennedy Airport
dozens of policemen spent forty minutes searching a plane be-
longing to Capital Airlines, which back in December 1964 had
accepted a Mosque Number 7 charter flight to Chicago and re-
turn, at a fee of $5,175.54 which the mosque had subsequently
paid in increments.

Altogether, about three thousand Black Muslims from their
mosques in most sizable cities were in Chicago for their annual
‘‘Saviour’s Day’’ convention, regarded by them as similar to
the holiday of Christmas. In the order of arrival, each group
from the different mosques and cities assembled outside the big
sports coliseum south of Chicago’s business district, the broth-
ers of all ages dressed in neat, dark suits and white shirts and
the sisters garbed in flowing silk gowns and headdresses—and
every individual was filtered through an intense security check
that Chicago police sources said was unprecedented in Chicago
except for a visiting President.

Searched even more closely were the relatively few non-
Muslim Negroes who came to be spectators, and the press rep-
resentatives both white and black. ‘“Take off your hat, show
some respect!’’ snapped a Black Muslim guard at a white re-
porter. As each person was ‘‘cleared’’ a Fruit of Islam man
ushered him or her to a specific seat in the drafty interior of the
7500-seat coliseum. (Later, Muslim sources would blame the
half-full house upon ‘‘the white man’s dividing of Negroes,”’
but observers who recalled the packed coliseum in 1964 said
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that bombing fears kept away many non-Muslim Negroes.) The
audience sat lightly murmuring under the two huge hanging ban-
ners proclaiming ‘‘Welcome Elijah Muhammad—We Are Glad
To Have You With Us’’ and ‘“We Must Have Some Of This
Land”’ (referring to Elijah Muhammad’s demand that ‘‘one or
more states”’ be turned over to the ‘23 million so-called Ne-
groes’’ in America as partial reparation for ‘‘over a century of
our free blood and sweat as slaves which helped to develop this
wealthy nation where still today you show us you do not wish
or intend to accept us as equals’’). In front of the wide, raised
speaker’s platform were two nearly life-sized photographic
blowups of Elijah Muhammad. Standing between the stage and
the audience were Fruit of Islam guards. Others were prowling
the aisles, scanning rows of faces, with intermittent peremptory
demands for identification, ‘“What mosque, brother?” Still more
Fruit of Islam men were inspecting the coliseum’s vacant bal-
cony, backstage, downstairs, and rafters and roof.

The ghost of Malcolm X was in the coliseum. First, in a high
drama for the Muslims, Elijah Muhammad’s son, Wallace De-
laney Muhammad, who once had sided with Malcolm X, faced
the audience and begged forgiveness for his defection. Next,
two brothers of Malcolm X, Wilfred and Philbert, both of them
Black Muslim ministers, urged unity with Elijah Muhammad.
Said Minister Wilfred X of the Detroit mosque, ‘“We would be
ignorant to get confused and go to arguing and fighting ameng
ourselves and forget who the real enemy is.”’ Said Minister Phil-
bert X, of the Lansing mosque, ‘‘Malcolm was my own blood
brother, next to me. . . . I was shocked. No man wants to see
his own brother destroyed. But I knew that he was traveling on
a very reckless and dangerous road. I made attempts to change
his course. When he was living, I tried to keep him living; now
that he is dead, there is nothing I can do.’’ Indicating the seated
Elijah Muhammad, Minister Philbert X declared, ‘‘Where he
leads me, I will follow’’—and then he introduced the Black
Muslim leader to make his address.

Only the head of Elijjah Muhammad was visible above the
grim-faced Fruit of Islam men in a living wall, Cassius Clay
among them. Crescents, stars, moons and suns were in gold-
thread embroidery on the small fez that Elijah Muhammad wore.
He said in his speech: ‘‘For a long time, Malcolm stood here
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where I stand. In those days, Malcolm was safe, Malcolm was
loved. God, Himself, protected Malcolm. . . . For more than a
year, Malcolm was given his freedom. He went everywhere—
Asia, Europe, Africa, even to Mecca, trying to make enemies
for me. He came back preaching that we should not hate the
enemy. . . . He came here a few weeks ago to blast away his
hate and mud-slinging; everything he could think of to disgrace
me. . . . We didn’t want to kill Malcolm and didn’t try to kill
him. They know I didn’t harm Malcolm. They know I loved
him. His foolish teaching brought him to his ownend. . . . ”’

Both physically and emotionally worked up, often Elijah Mu-
hammad would begin coughing. ‘‘Take it easy! Take your
time!”” his audience pleaded with him. ‘‘He had no right to reject
me!”’ Elijah Muhammad declared. ‘‘He was a star, who went
astray! . . . They knew I didn’t harm Malcolm, but he tried to
make war against me.’’ He said that Malcolm X would have
been given *‘the most glorious of burials’’ if he had stayed with
the Black Muslims and had died a natural death; ‘‘instead, we
stand beside the grave of a hypocrite! . . . Malcolm! Who was
he leading? Who was he teaching? He has no truth! We didn’t
want to kill Malcolm! His foolish teaching would bring him to
his own end! I am not going to let the crackpots destroy the good
things Allah sent to you and me!”’

Elijah Muhammad drove his frail energy to speak for about
an hour and a half. He challenged any would-be assassins: “‘If
you seek to snuff out the life of Elijah Muhammad, you are
inviting your own doom! The Holy Quran tells us not to pick a
fight but to defend ourselves. We will fight!”’ It was mid-
aftenoon when Elijah Muhammad turned back to his seat with
some three thousand Black Muslim men, women, and children
shouting *‘Yes, sir! . . . So sweet! . . . All praise to Muham-
mad!”’

In the Unity Funeral Home in the Harlem community of New
York City in the mid-afternoon, the public’s viewing of the body
of Malcolm X was interrupted by the arrival of a party of about
a dozen people whose central figure was a white-turbaned, dark-
robed elderly man whose white beard fell to his chest and who
carried a forked stick. When reporters rushed to attempt inter-
views, another man in the party waved them away, saying, ‘A
silent tongue does not betray its owner.”” The man was Sheik
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Ahmed Hassoun, a Sudanese, a member of the Sunni Moslems,
who had taught in Mecca for 35 years when he had met Malcolm
X there, and then had soon come to the United States to serve
as Malcolm X’s spiritual advisor and to teach at the Muslim
Mosque, Inc.

Sheik Hassoun prepared the body for burial in accordance
with Moslem ritual. Removing the Westemn clothing in which
the body had been on display, Sheik Hassoun washed the body
with special holy oil. Then he draped the body in the traditional
seven white linen shrouds, called the kafan. Only the face with
its reddish moustache and goatee was left exposed. The moumers
who had come with Sheik Hassoun filed to the bier and he read
passages from the Koran. Then he tumed to a funeral home
representative: ‘‘Now the body is ready for burial.”’ Soon, the
sheik and his retinue left, and the viewing by the public re-
sumed. When the word spread, numbers of persons who had
come before returned for another wait in the long, slowly mov-
ing line, wanting to see the Moslem burial dress.

It was late during this Friday afternoon that I got into the
quietly moving line, thinking about the Malcolm X with whom
I had worked closely for about two years. Blue-uniformed po-
licemen stood at intervals watching us shuffle along within the
wooden gray-painted police barricades. Just across the street
several men were looking at the line from behind a large side
window of the ‘‘Lone Star Barber Shop, Eddie Johns, Prop.,
William Ashe, Mgr.”” Among the policemen were a few press
representatives talking to each other to pass the time. Then we
were inside the softly lit, hushed, cool, large chapel. Standing
at either end of the long, handsome bronze coffin were two big,
dark policemen, mostly looking straight ahead, but moving their
lips when some viewer tarried. Within minutes I had reached
the coffin. Under the glass lid, I glimpsed the delicate white
shrouding over the chest and up like a hood about the face on
which I tried to concentrate for as long as I could. All that I
could think was that it was he, all right—Malcolm X. ‘‘Move
on’’—the policeman’s voice was soft. Malcolm looked to me—
just waxy and dead. The policeman’s hand was gesturing at his
waist level. I thought, ‘‘Well—good-bye.’’ 1 moved on.

Twenty-two thousand people had viewed the body when the
line was stopped that night for good, at eleven p.M. Quietly,
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between midnight and dawn, a dozen police cars flanked a hearse
that went the twenty-odd blocks farther uptown to the Faith
Temple. The bronze coffin was wheeled inside and placed upon
a platform draped in thick dark red velvet, in front of the altar,
and the coffin’s lid was reopened. As the hearse pulled away,
policemen stood at posts of vigil both inside and outside Faith
Temple. It was crispy cold outside.

About six A.M., people began forming a line on the =ast side
of Amsterdam Avenue. By nine A.M., an estimated six thousand
persons thronged the nearby blocks, behind police barriers, and
faces were in every window of the apartment buildings across
the street; some stood shivering on fire escapes. From 145th
Street to 149th Street, policemen had blocked off all automobile
traffic except for their own cars, the newspapers’ cars, and the
equipment trucks for radio and television on-the-spot coverage.
There were hundreds of policemen, some on the rooftops in the
immediate area. Combing the crowd’s edges were reporters with
microphones and notebooks. ‘‘He was fascinating, a remarkably
fascinating man, that’s why I’m here,’’ a white girl in her mid-
twenties told a New York Times man; and a Negro woman, ‘‘I’'m
paying my respects to the greatest black man in this century.
He’s a black man. Don’t say colored.’’ Another woman, notic-
ing steel helmets inside a television network car, laughed to the
driver, ‘‘You getting ready for next summer?”’

When the Faith Temple doors were opened at 9:20, a corps
of OAAU members entered. Within the next quarter-hour,
twenty of the men had ushered in six hundred seat-holders. Fifty
press reporters, photographers and television cameramen clus-
tered beneath religious murals to the rear of the altar, and some
stood on chairs to see better. A Negro engineer monitored re-
cording equipment between the altar and the coffin which was
guarded by eight uniformed Negro policemen and two uni-
formed Negro policewomen. One Negro plain-clothes policeman
sat on either side of heavily veiled Sister Betty in the second
row. The raised lid of the coffin hid the Faith Temple’s brass
tithe box and candelabra; the head of the Islamic Mission of
America, in Brooklyn, Sheik Al-Haj Daoud Ahmed Faisal, had
counseled that any hint of Christianity in the services would
make the deceased a kafir, an unbeliever. (The sheik had also
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dissented with the days of public exhibition of the body: ‘‘Death
is a private matter between Allah and the deceased.’’)

Before the services began, OAAU ushers brought in one floral
wreath—a two-by-five arrangement of the Islamic Star and Cres-
cent in white carnations against a background of red camations.

First, the actor Ossie Davis and his wife, actress Ruby Dee,
read the notes, telegrams and cables of condolence. They came
from every major civil-rights organization; from individual fig-
ures such as Dr. Martin Luther King; from organizations and
governments abroad, such as The Africa-Pakistan-West-Indian
Society of the London School of Economics, the Pan-African
Congress of Southern Africa, the Nigerian Ambassador from
Lagos, the President of the Republic of Ghana, Dr. Kwame
Nkrumah: ‘“The death of Malcolm X shall not have been in
vain.”’

Next, Omar Osman stood, a representative of the Islam Cen-
ter of Switzerland and the United States: ‘“We knew Brother
Malcolm as a blood brother, particularly after his pilgrimage to
Mecca last year. The highest thing that a Moslem can aspire to
is to die on the battlefield and not die at his bedside—"’ He
paused briefly to wait out the applause from among the mourn-
ers. ‘“Those who die on the battlefield are not dead, but are
alive!”” The applause was louder, and cries rose, ‘‘Right!
Right!”’ Omar Osman then critically commented upon the re-
marks which USIA Director Carl Rowan had made in Washing-
ton, D.C., about the foreign press reaction to the death of the
deceased. From the audience then hisses rose.

Again, the actor Ossie Davis stood. His deep voice delivered
the eulogy to Malcolm X which was going to cause Davis sub-
sequently to be hailed more than ever among Negroes in Har-
lem:

‘‘Here—at this final hour, in this quiet place, Harlem has
come to bid farewell to one of its brightest hopes—extinguished
now, and gone from us forever. . . .

‘‘Many will ask what Harlem finds to honor in this stormy,
controversial and bold young captain—and we will smile. . . .
They will say that he is of hate—a fanatic, a racist—who can
only bring evil to the cause for which you struggle!

““And we will answer and say unto them: Did you ever talk
to Brother Malcolm? Did you ever touch him, or have him smile
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at you? Did you ever really listen to him? Did he ever do a mean
thing? Was he ever himself associated with violence or any pub-
lic disturbance? For if you did you would know him. And if you
knew him you would know why we must honor him: Malcolm
was our manhood, our living, black manhood! This was his
meaning to his people. And, in honoring him, we honor the best
in ourselves. . . . And we will know him then for what he was
and is—a Prince—our own black shining Prince!—who didn’t
hesitate to die, because he loved us so.”’

Brief speeches were made by others. Then, the family, the
OAAU members and other Muslims present stood and filed by
the coffin to view the body for the last time. Finally, the two
plain-clothes policemen ushered Sister Betty to have her last
sight of her husband. She leaned over, kissing the glass over
him; she broke into tears. Until then almost no crying had been
heard in the services, but now Sister Betty’s sobs were taken up
by other women.

The services had lasted a little over an hour when the three
minutes of prayers said for every Muslim who is dead were
recited by Alhajj Heshaam Jaaber, of Elizabeth, New Jersey. At
the phrase ‘‘Allahu Akbar’’—‘‘God is most great’’—all Mus-
lims in the audience placed their opened hands at the sides of
their faces.

An official cortege, with the hearse, of three family cars, eigh-
teen mourners’ cars, twelve police cars and six press cars—
followed by about fifty other cars—briskly drove the eighteen
miles out of Manhattan and along the New York Thruway, then
off its Exit 7 to reach the Ferncliff Cemetery in Ardsley, N.Y.
All along the route, Negroes placed their hats or hands over
their hearts, paying their final respects. At each bridge crossing
in Manhattan County, police cars stood watch; the Westchester
County police had stationed individual patrolmen at intervals en
route to the cemetery.

Over the coffin, final Moslem prayers were said by Sheik
Alhajj Heshaam Jaaber. The coffin was lowered into the grave,
the head facing the east, in keeping with Islamic tradition.
Among the mourmners, the Moslems knelt beside the grave to
pray with their foreheads pressed to the earth, in the Eastern
manner. When the family left the gravesite, followers of Mal-
colm X would not let the coffin be covered by the white grave-
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diggers who had stood a little distance away, waiting. Instead,
seven OAAU men began dropping bare handfuls of earth down
on the coffin; then they were given shovels and they carried dirt
to fill the grave, and then mound it.

The night fell over the earthly remains of El-Hajj Malik El-
Shabazz, who had been called Malcolm X; who had been called
Malcolm Little; who had been called ‘‘Big Red’’ and ‘‘Satan’’
and ‘“‘Homeboy’’ and other names—who had been buried as a
Moslem. ‘‘According to the Koran,’’ the New York Times re-
ported, “‘the bodies of the dead remain in their graves until the
Last Day, the Day of Judgment. On this day of cataclysm the
heavens are rent and the mountains ground to dust, the graves
open and men are called to account by Allah.

““The blessed—the godfearing, the humble, the charitable,
those who have suffered and been persecuted for Allah’s sake
or fought in religious wars for Islam—are summoned to the Gar-
den of Paradise.

““There, according to the teaching of Mohammed, the
Prophet, they live forever by flowing streams, reclining on silken
cushions, and enjoying the company of dark-eyed maidens and
wives of perfect purity.

‘“The damned—the covetous, the evildoer, the follower of
gods other than Allah—are sent to Eternal Fire, where they are
fed boiling water and molten brass. ‘The death from which ye
flee will truly overtake you,’ the Koran says. “Then will ye be
sent back to the Knower of things secret and open, and He will
tell you the truth of the things that ye did.” *’

After signing the contract for this book, Malcolm X looked
at me hard. ‘‘A writer is what [ want, not an interpreter.’’ I tried
to be a dispassionate chronicler. But he was the most electric
personality I have ever met, and I still can’t quite conceive him
dead. It still feels to me as if he has just gone into some next
chapter, to be written by historians.

New York, 1965



OSSIE DAVIS
ON MALCOIM X

Mr. Davis wrote the following in response to a magazine edi-
tor’s question: Why did you eulogize Malcolm X?

You are not the only person curious to know why I would eu-
logize a man like Malcolm X. Many who know and respect me
have written letters. Of these letters I am proudest of those from
a sixth-grade class of young white boys and girls who asked me
to explain. I appreciate your giving me this chance to do so.

You may anticipate my defense somewhat by considering the
following fact: no Negro has yet asked me that question. (My
pastor in Grace Baptist Church where I teach Sunday School
preached a sermon about Malcolm in which he called him a
‘“‘giant in a sick world.”’) Every one of the many letters I got
from my own people lauded Malcolm as a man, and commended
me for having spoken at his funeral.

At the same time—and this is important—most of them took
special pains to disagree with much or all of what Malcolm said
and what he stood for. That is, with one singing exception, they
all, every last, black, glory-hugging one of them, knew that Mal-
colm—whatever else he was or was not—Malcolm was a man!

White folks do not need anybody to remind them that they are
men. We do! This was his one incontrovertible benefit to his people.

Protocol and common sense require that Negroes stand back
and let the white man speak up for us, defend us, and lead us
from behind the scene in our fight. This is the essence of Negro
politics. But Malcolm said to hell with that! Get up off your
knees and fight your own battles. That’s the way to win back
your self-respect. That’s the way to make the white man respect
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you. And if he won’t let you live like a man, he certainly can’t
keep you from dying like one!

Malcolm, as you can see, was refreshing excitement; he scared
hell out of the rest of us, bred as we are to caution, to hypocrisy
in the presence of white folks, to the smile that never fades.
Malcolm knew that every white man in America profits directly
or indirectly from his position vis-a-vis Negroes, profits from
racism even though he does not practice it or believe in it.

He also knew that every Negro who did not challenge on the
spot every instance of racism, overt or covert, committed against
him and his people, who chose instead to swallow his spit and
go on smiling, was an Uncle Tom and a traitor, without balls or
guts, or any other commonly accepted aspects of manhood!

Now, we knew all these things as well as Malcolm did, but
we also knew what happened to people who stick their necks
out and say them. And if all the lies we tell ourselves by way of
extenuation were put into print, it would constitute one of the
great chapters in the history of man’s justifiable cowardice in
the face of other men.

But Malcolm kept snatching our lies away. He kept shouting
the painful truth we whites and blacks did not want to hear from
all the housetops. And he wouldn’t stop for love nor money.

You can imagine what a howling, shocking nuisance this man
was to both Negroes and whites. Once Malcolm fastened on you,
you could not escape. He was one of the most fascinating and
charming men I have ever met, and never hesitated to take his
attractiveness and beat you to death with it. Yet his irritation,
though painful to us, was most salutary. He would make you angry
as hell, but he would also make you proud. It was impossible to
remain defensive and apologetic about being a Negro in his pres-
ence. He wouldn’t let you. And you always left his presence with
the sneaky suspicion that maybe, after all, you were a man!

But in explaining Malcolm, let me take care not to explain
him away. He had been a criminal, an addict, a pimp, and a
prisoner; a racist, and a hater, he had really believed the white
man was a devil. But all this had changed. Two days before his
death, in commenting to Gordon Parks about his past life he
said: “‘That was a mad scene. The sickness and madness of
those days! I'm glad to be free of them.”’

And Malcolm was free. No one who knew him before and
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after his trip to Mecca could doubt that he had completely aban-
doned racism, separatism, and hatrcd. But he had not abandoned
his shock-effect statements, his bristling agitation for immediate
freedom in this country not only for blacks, but for everybody.

And most of all, in the area of race relations, he still delighted
in twisting the white man’s tail, and in making Uncle Toms, com-
promisers, and accommodationists—I deliberately include my-
self—thoroughly ashamed of the urbane and smiling hypocrisy we
practice merely to exist in a world whose values we both envy and
despise.

But even had Malcolm not changed, he would still have been
a relevant figure on the American scene, standing in relation as
he does, to the ‘‘responsible’’ civil rights leaders, just about
where John Brown stood in relation to the ‘‘responsible’” abo-
litionists in the fight against slavery. Almost all disagreed with
Brown’s mad and fanatical tactics which led him foolishly to
attack a Federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry, to lose two sons there,
and later to be hanged for treason.

Yet, today the world, and especially the Negro people, pro-
claim Brown not a traitor, but a hero and a martyr in a noble
cause. So in future, I will not be surprised if men come to see
that Malcolm X was, within his own limitations, and in his own
inimitable style, also a martyr in that cause.

But there is.much controversy still about this most controversial
American, and I am content to wait for history to make the final
decision.

But in personal judgment, there is no appeal from instinct. I knew
the man personally, and however much I disagreed with him, I
never doubted that Malcolm X, even when he was wrong, was
always that rarest thing in the world among us Negroes: a true man.

And if, to protect my relations with the many good white folks
who make it possible for me to earn a fairly good living in the
entertainment industry, I was too chicken, too cautious, to admit
that tact when he was alive, I thought at least that now, when
all the white folks are safe from him at last, I could be honest
with myself enough to lift my hat for one final salute to that’
brave, black, ironic gallantry, which was his style and hallmark,
that shocking zing of fire-and-be-damned-to-you, so absolutely
absent in cvery other Negro man I know, which brought him,
too soon, to his death.
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