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That summer of 1940, in Lansing, I caught the Greyhound bus
for Boston with my cardboard suitcase, and wearing my green
suit. If someone had hung a sign, “HICK,” around my neck, I
couldn’t have looked much more obvious. They didn't have the
turnpikes then; the bus stopped at what seemed every corner
and cowpatch. From my seat in—you guessed it—the back of the
bus, I gawked out of the window at white man’s America rolling
past for what seemed a month, but must have been only a day
and a half.

When we finally arrived, Elia met me at the terminal and took
me home. The house was on Waumbeck Street in the Sugar Hill
section of Roxbury, the Harlem of Boston. I met Ella’s second
husband, Frank, who was now a soldier; and her brother Earl,
the sinder who called himself Jimmy Carleton; and 'M_ary, who
was very different from her older sister. It’s funny how I seemed
‘to think of Mary as Ella’s sister, instead of her being, just as Ela-
is, my own half-sister. If's probably because Ella and I always
were much closer as basic types; we're dominant people, and
Ma.xy has always been mild and quiet, almost shy. :

:-Ella was busily involved in dozens of things. She belonged to
’I don’t know how many different clubs; she was a leading light
of local so-called “black society.” 1 saw and met a hundred black
ple there whose big-city talk and ways.left my mouth hang-
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I couldn’t have feigned indifference if 1 had tried to. Peopl
talked casually. about Chicago, Detroit, New York. I didn’t ]mw
town Roxbury at night, especially on Saturdays. Neon lightéf
nighiclubs, poolhalls, bars, the cars they drove! Restaurants
made the streets smell—rich, greasy, down-home black cooking!
Jukeboxes blared Erskine Hawkins, Duke Ellington, Cootie Wil-
liams, dozens of others. If somebody had told me then that some
day I'd know them all personally, I'd have found it hard to be-
lieve. The biggest bands, like these, played at the Roseland State
Ballmom on Boston’s Massachusetts Avenue—one night for Ne-
groes, the next night for whites. '

1 saw for the first time occasional black-white couples stroll-
ing around arm in arm. And on Sundays, when Ella, Mary, or
somebody took me to church, I 'saw churches for black people
such as I had never seen, They were many times finer than the
white church I had attended back in Mason, Michigan. There,
the white people just sat and worshiped with words; but the
Boston Negroes, like all other Negroes I had ever seen at church,
threw their souls and bodies wholly into worship.

‘Two or three times, I wrote letters to Wilfred intended for
everybody back in Lansing. I said I'd try to describe it when I
got back.

" But I found I couldn’t.

My restlessness with Mason—and for the first time in my life
a restlessness with being around white people—began as soon
as I got back home and entered eighth grade.

I continued to think constantly about all that I had seen in
Boston, and about the way I had felt there. I know now that it
was the sense of being a real part of a mass of my own kind, for
the first time.

The white people—classmates, the Swerlins, the people at the
restaurant where I worked—noticed the change. They said,
“You’re acting so strange. You don’t seem like yourself, Mal-
colm. What's the matter?” -

L-kept close to the top of the class, though. The topmost scho-
lastic standing, 1 remember, kept shifting between me, a girl
named Audrey Slaugh, and a boy named Jimmy Cotton.
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}j;hgtr.--way, as I became increasingly restless and
i;l_iro'ugh the first semester. And then one day, just

';w}:i:lch we would enter high school the next year,
ethis 1g happened which was to become the first major turn-
ing point-of my life. '

+-Somehow, I happened to be alone in the classroom with Mr.
Ostrowski, my English teacher. He was a tall, rather reddish
white-man and he had a thick mustache. I had gotten some of
my best marks under him, and he had always made me feel that
he liked me. He was, as I have mentioned, a natural-born “ad-
wvisor,” about what you ought to read, to do, or think—about any
and everything. We used to make unkind jokes about him: why
was he teaching in Mason instead of somewhere else, getting for
himself some of the “success in life” that he kept telling us how
to get? .

1 know that he probably meant well in what he happened to
advise me that day. I doubt that he meant any harm. It was just
in his nature as an American white man. I was one of his top
students, one of the school’s top students—but all he could see
for me was the kind of future “in your place” that almost all
white people see for black people.

He told me, “Malcolm, you ought to be thinking about a ca-
reer. Have you been giving it thought?”

The truth is, I hadn’t. I never have figured out why I told him,
“Well, yes, sir, I've been thinking I'd like to be a lawyer.” Lan-
sing certainly had no Negro lawyers—or doctors either—in those
days, to hold up an image I might have aspired to. All I really
knew for certain was that a lawyer didn’t wash dishes, as I was
doing.

Mr. Ostrowski looked surprised, I remember, and leaned back
in his chair and clasped his hands behind his head. He kind of
half-smiled and said, “Malcolm, one of life’s first needs is for us
to be realistic. Don’t misunderstand me, now. We all here like
you, you know that. But you've got to be realistic about being a
nigger. A lawyer—that's no realistic goal for a nigger. You need
to think about something you can be. You're good with your
hands—making things. Everybody admires your carpentry shop
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work. Why don’t you plan on carpentry? People like-you as a
person—you’d get all kinds of work.”

The more I thought afterwards about what he said, the more
uneasy it made me. It just kept treading around in my mind. .

What made it really begin to disturb me was Mr. Ostrowski’s
advice to others in my class—all of them white. Most of them
had told him they were planning to become farmers. But those
who wanted to strike out on their own, to iry something new,
he had encouraged. Some, mostly girls, wanted to be teachers.
A few wanted other professions, such as one boy who wanted to
become a county agent; another, a velerinarian; and one girl
wanted to be a nurse. They all reported that Mr. Ostrowski had
encouraged what they had wanted. Yet nearly none of them had
earned marks equal to mine.

It was a surprising thing that I had never t.hought of it that
way before, but I realized that whatever I wasn’t, I was smarter
than nearly all of those white kids. But apparently I was still
not intelligent enough, in their eyes, to become whatever I
wanted to be. ' :

It was then that I began to change—inside.

I drew away from white people. I came to class, and I an-
swered when called upon. It became a physical strain simply to
sit in Mr. Ostrowski’s class.

Where “nigger” had slipped off my back before, wherever I
heard it now, I stopped and looked at whoever said if. And they
looked surprised that I did.

I quit hearing so much “nigger” and “What's wrong?”—which
was the way 1 wanted it. Nobody, including the teachers, could
decide what had come over me. 1 knew I was being discussed.

In a few more weeks, it was that way, too, at the resiaurant
where I worked washing dishes, and at the Swerlins’.
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One day in 1948, after I had been transferred to Concord Prison,
my brother Philbert joining something, wrote

me this time that he had discovered the 'natural religion for the
black man.” He belonged now, he said, to sometmgg_mﬂed.mthe” .....
Natwn of Islam " He said I should ‘ij to_Allah_for deliver- ..
ance . I wrote. Ph.tlbert a let.ter,.whwh -although in_improved. ..
Enghsh was worse than my earlier reply to his news that 1 was
being prayed for by his “holiness” church.

When a letter from Reginald arrived, I never dreamed of as-
sociating the two letters, although I knew that Reginald had been
spending a lot of time with Wilfred, Hilda, and Philbert in De-
troit. Reginald’s letter was newsy, and also it contained this in;
struction: “Malcolm, don’t eat any more pork, and don’t smoke )
any more clgarettes I’ll show you how to get out of prison,

R R

\\\\\
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My automatic response was to think he had come upon some
way I could work a hype on the penal authorities. I went to
sleep—and woke up—trying to figure what kind of a hype it could
be. Something psychological, such as my act with the New York
draft board? Could I, after going without pork and smoking no
cigarettes for a while, claim some phymcal trouble that could
bring about my release?

“Get out of prison.” The words hung in the air around me, 1
wanted out so badly. _

I wanted, in the worst way, to consult with Bimbi about it.
But something big, instinct said, you spilled to nobody.

Quitting cigarettes wasn’t going to be too difficult. I had been
conditioned by days in solitary without cigarettes. Whatever this
chance was, I wasn’t going to fluff it. After I read that letter, I
finished the pack I then had open. I Saven‘t smoked another
cigarette to this day, since 1948.

It was about three or four days later when pork was served
for the noon meal.

I wasn't even thinking about pork when I took my seat at the
long table. Sit-grab-gobble-stand-file out; that was the Emily Post
in prison eating. When the meatl platter was passed to me, I
didn’t even know what the meat was; usually, you couldn’t tell,
anyway—but it was suddenly as though don’t eat any more pork
flashed on a screen before me.

I hesitated, with the platter in mid-air; then I passed it along
to the inmate waiting next to me. He began serving himself;
abruptly, he stopped. I remember him turning, looking sur-
prised at me.

I said to him, “I don’t eatpork o

The platter then kept on down the table.

It was the funniest thing, the reaction, and the way that it
spread. In prison, where so little breaks the monotonous rou-
tine, the smallest thing causes a commotion of talk. It was being
mentioned all over the cellblock by night that Satan didn’t eat
pork. - '

It made me very proud, in some odd way. One of the universal
- images of the Negro, in prison and out, was that he couldn’t do
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without pork. It made me feel good to see that my not eating it
had especially startled the white convicts.

Later I would learn, when I had read and studied Islam a good
deWﬁ”ﬁmt pre-Islamic mxbmissmn ha.d

g,j;szo steps450!9@5::1::[‘(4wyez;l~ e

My brothers and sisters in Detroit and Chicago had all become

converﬁmigm Was the “natural re-

’ﬁglon for the black man” of which Philbert hiad written-to-me.-
They all prayed for me to" become converted while I was in
prison. But after Philbert reported my vicious reply, they dis-
cussed what was the best thing to do. They had decided that
Reginald, the latest convert, the one to whom I felt closest, would
best know how to approach me, since he knew me so well in
the street life. ’

Independently of all this, my sister Ella had been steadily
working to get me transferred to the Norfolk, Massachusetts,
Prison Colony, which was an experimental rehabilitation jail. In
other prisons, convicts often said that if you had the right
money, or connections, you could get transferred to this Colony
whose penal policies sounded almost too good to be true. Some-
how, Ella's efforts in my behalf were successful in late 1948, and
I was transferred to Norfolk.

The Colony was, comparatively, a heaven, in many respects.
It had flushing toilets; there were no bars, only walls—and
within the walls, you had far more freedom. There was plenty
of fresh air to breathe; it was not in a city.

There were twenty-four “house” units, fifty men living in each
unit, if memory serves me correctly. This would mean that the
Colony had a total of around twelve hundred inmates. Each
“house” had three floors and, greatest blessing of all, each in-
mate had his own room.

About fifteen percent of the inmates were Negroes, distrib-
uted about five to nine Negroes in each house.

Norfolk Prison Colony represented the most enlightened form
of prison that 1 have ever heard of. In place of the atmosphere
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of malicious gossip, perversion, grafting, hateful guards, there

was more relative “culture,” as “culture” is interpreted in pris-

ons. A high percentage of the Norfolk Prison Colony inmates
went in for “intellectual” things, 'gmup discussions, debates, and
such. Instructors for the educational rehabilitation programs
came from Harvard, Boston University, and other educational
institutions in the area. The visiting rules, far more lenient than
other prisons’, permitied visitors almost, every day, and allowed
them to stay two hours. You had your choice of sitting alongside
your visitor, or facing each other. o

Norfolk Prison Colony’s library was one of its outstanding
features. A millionaire named Parkhurst had willed his library
there; he had probably been interested in the rehabilitation pro-
gram. History and religions were his special interests. Thou-
sands of his books were on the shelves, and in the back were
boxes and crates full, for which there wasn’t space on the
shelves. At Norfolk, we could actually go into the library, with
permission—walk up and down the shelves, pick books. There
were hundreds of old volumes, some of them probably quite
rare. I read aimlessly, until I learned to read selectively, with a
purpose. .

1 hadn’t heard from Reginald in a good while after I got to
Norfolk Prison Colony. But 1 had come in there not smoking
cigarettes, or eating pork when if was served. That.caused a bit
of eyebrow-raising. Then a letter from Reginald telling me when
he was coming to see me. By the time he came, I was really
keyed up to hear the hype he was going to explain.

Reginald knew how my street-hustler mind operated. That’s
why his approach was so effective.

He had always dressed well, and now, when he came to visit,
was carefully groomed. 1 was aching with wanting the “no pork
and cigarettes” riddle answered. But he talked about the family,
what was happening in Detroit, Harlem the last time he was
there. I have never pushed anyone to tell me anything before
he is ready. The offhand way Reginald talked and acted made
me know that something big was coming,

He said, finally, as though it had just happened to come into
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his mind, “Malcolm, if a man knew every imaginable thing that
there is to know, who would he be?”

Back in Harlem, he had often liked to get at something
through this kind of indirection. It had often irritated me, be-
cause my way had always been direct. I looked at him. “Well,
he would have to be some kind of a god—"

Reginald said, “There’s a man who knows everything.”

I asked, “Who is that?”

“Gocl is.a.man. Beginald said, “His.rea s A

Allah. That word came ba,ck to me ﬁ-om Phﬂbert’s !etterv 1t
wasﬁ‘?i'fst fiint of any connection. But Reginald went on. He
said that God had 360 degrees of knowledge. He said that 360
degrees represented “the sum total of knowledge.”

To say 1 was confused is an understatement. 1 don't have to
remind you of the background against which I sat hearing my
brother Reginald talk like this. I just listened, knowing he was
taking his time in putting me onto something. And if somebody
is trying to put you onto something, you need to listen.

“The devil has only thirty-three degrees of knowledge—known
as Masonry,” Reginald said. I can so specifically remember the
exact phrases since, later, 1 was going to teach them so many
times to others. *The devil uses his Masonry to rule other peo-
ple .

He told me that this God had come to America, and that he
had made himself known to a man named Elijah—"a black man,
Jjust like us.” This God had let Elijah know, Reginald said, that
the devil’s “time was up.”

I didn’t know what to think. I just listened.

“The devil is also a man,” Reginald said.

“What do you mean?”

With a slight movement of his head, Reginald indicated some
white inmates and their visifors talking, as we were, across the
TOOm.

“Them,” he said. “The white man is the devil.”

He told me that all whites knew they were devils—"especially
Masons.”

I never will forget: my mind was involuntarily flashing across
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the entire spectrum of white people I had ever known; and for
some reason it stopped upon Hymie, the Jew, who had been so
good to me.

Reginald, a couple of times, had gone out with me to that Long
Island bootlegging operation to buy and bottle up the bootleg
liquor for Hymie.

I said, “Without any exception?”

“Without any exception.”

“What about Hymie?”
“What is it if I let you make five hundred dollars to let me
make ten thousand?”

After Reginald left, 1 thought. I thought. Thought.

I couldn’t make of it head, or tail, or middle.

The white people I had known marched before my mind’s
eye. From the start of my life. The state white people always in
our house after the other whites I didn’t know had killed my
father . . . the white people who kept calling my mother “crazy”
to her face and before me and my brothers and sisters, until she
finally was taken off by white people to the Kalamazoo asylum

.. the white judge and others who had split up the children ...
the Swerlins, the other whites around Mason ... white young-
sters [ was in school there with, and the teachers—the one who
told me in the eighth grade to “be a carpenter” because thinking
of being a lawyer was foolish for a Negro. .

My head swam with the parading faces of white peopie The
ones in Boston, in the white-only dances at the Roseland Ball-
room where I shined their shoes . .. at the Parker House where
I took their dirty plates back to the kifchen ... the railroad
crewmen and passengers . .. Sophia. . .. '

The whites in New York City—the cops, the white criminals
I'd dealt with ... the whites who piled into the Negro speak-
easies for a taste of Negro sowul . . . the white women who wanted
Negro men ... the men I'd steered to the black “specialty sex”
they wnnted

The fence back in Boston, and his ex-con representative ...
Boston cops ... Sophia’s husband’s friend, and her husband,
whom I’d never seen, but knew so much about . . . Sophia’s sis-
ter ... the Jew jeweler who'd helped trap me . . . the social work-
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. the Middlesex County Court people ... the judge who
gave me ten years ... the prisoners I'd known, the guards and
the officials. . ..

A celebrity among the Norfolk Prison Colony inmates was a
rich, older fellow, a paralytic, called John. He had killed his
baby, one of those “mercy” killings. He was a proud, big-shot
type, always reminding everyone that he was a 33rd-degree Ma-
son, and what powers Masons had—that only Masons ever had
been U.S. Presidents, that Masons in distress could secretly sig-
nal to judges and other Masons in powerful positions.

I kept thinking about what Reginald had said. I wanted to test
it with John. He worked in a soft job in the prison’s school. 1
went over there. _

“John,” I said, “how many degrees in a circle?”

He said, “Three hundred and sixty.” .

I drew a square. “How many degrees in that?” He said three
hundred and sixty.

I asked him was three hundred and sixty degrees, then, the
maximum of degrees in any'thing?

He said “Yes.”
1 said, “Well, Why is it that Masons go only to thirty-three
degrees?”

He had no satisfactory answer. But for me, the answer was
that Masonry, actually, is only thirty-three degrees of the reli-
gion of Islam, which is the full projection, forever denied to Ma-
sons, although they know it exists. :

Reginald, when he came to visit me again in a few days, could
gauge from my attitude the effect that his talking had had upon
me. He seemed very pleased. Then, very seriously, he talked for
two solid hours abcrut “the devil white man” and “the brain-
washed black man.’

When Reginald left, he left me rocking with some of the first
serious thoughts I had ever had in my life: that the white man
was fast losing his power to oppress and exploit the dark world;
that the dark world was starting to rise to rule the world again,
as it had before; that the white man’s world was on the way
down, it was on the way out.

“You don’t even know who you are,” Reginald had said. “You
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don’t even know, the white devil has hidden it from you, that
you are a race of people of ancient eivilizations, and riches in
gold and kings. You don't even know your true family name,
you wouldn’t recognize your true language if you heard it. You
have been cut off by the devil white man from all true knowl-
edge of your own kind. You have been a victim of the evil of
the devil white man ever since he murdered and raped and
stole you from your native land in the seeds of your forefa-
thers....” :

I began to receive at least two letters every day from my
brothers and sisters in Detroit. My oldest brother, Wilfred, wrote,
and his first wife, Bertha, the mother of his two children (since
her death, Wilfred has met and married his present wife, Ruth).
Philbert wrote, and my sister Hilda. And Reginald visited, stay-
ing in Boston awhile before he went back to Detroit, where he
had been the most recent of them to be converted. They ‘were
all Muslims, followers of a man they described to me as “The
iHonorable Elijah Muhammad,” a small, gentle man, whom they
sometimes referred to as “The Messenger of Allah.” He was, they
said, “a black man, like us.” He had been born in America on a
farm in Georgia. He had moved with his family to Detroit, and
there had met a Mr. Wallace D. Fard who he claimed was “God
in person.” Mr. Wallace D. Fard had given io Elijah Mubhammad
Allah’s message for the black people who were “the Lost-Found
Nation of Islam here in this wilderness of North America.”

- All of them urged me to “accept the teachings of The Honor-
able Elijah Muhammad.” Reginald explained that pork was not
eaten by those who worshiped in the religion of Islam, and not
smoking cigarettes was a rule of the followers of The Honorable
Elijah Muhammad, because they did not take injurious things
such as narcotics, tobacco, or liquor into their bodies. Over and
over, I read, and heard, “The key to a Muslim is submission, the
attunement of one toward Allah.”

And what they termed “the true knowledge of the black man”
that was possessed by the followers of The Honorable Elijah Mu-
hammad was given shape for me in their lengthy letters, some-
times containing printed literature.
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“The true knowledge,” reconstructed much more briefly than I
received it, was that history had been “whitened” in the white
man’s history books, and that the black man had been “brain-
washed for hundreds of years.” Original Man was black, in the
continent called Africa where the human race had emerged on
the planet Earth.
+The black man, original man, built great empires and civili-
zations and cultures while the white man was still living on all
- fours in caves. “The devil white man,” down through history,
out of his devilish nature, had pillaged, murdered, raped, and
exploited every raee of man not white.

Human history’s greatest crime was the traffic in black flesh
when the devil white man went into Africa and murdered and
kidnapped to bring to the West in chains, in slave ships, mil-
lions of black men, women, and children, who were worked and
beaten and tortured as slaves. .

The devil white man cut these black people off from all knowl-
edge of their own kind, and cut them off from any knowledge
of their own language, religion, and past culture, until the black
man in America was the earth's only race of people who had
absolutely. no knowledge of his true identity.

In one generation, the black slave women in America had
been raped by the slavemaster white man until there had begun
to emerge a homemade, handmade, brainwashed race that was
no longer even of its true color, that no longer even knew its true
family names. The slavemaster forced his family name upon this
rape-mixed race, which the slavemaster began to call “the Negro.”

This “Negro™ was taught of his native Africa that it was peo-
pled by heathen, black savages, swinging like monkeys from
trees. This “Negro” accepted this along with every other teach-
ing of the slavemaster that was designed to make him accept
and obey and worship the white man.

And where the religion of every other people on earth taught
its believers of a God with whom they could identify, a God who
at least looked like one of their own kind, the slavemaster in-
jected his Christian religion into this “Negro.” This “Negro” was
taught to worship an alien God having the same blond hair, pale
skin, and blue eyes as the slavemaster.
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This religion taught the “Negro” that black was a curse. It
taught him to hate everything black, including himself. It taught
him that everything white was good, to be admired, respected,
and loved. It brainwashed this “Negro” to think he was superior
if his complexion showed more of the white pollution of the
slavemaster. This white man’s Christian religion further de-
ceived and brainwashed this “Negro” to always turn the other
cheek, and grin, and scrape, and bow, and be humble, and to
sing, and to pray, and to take whatever was dished out by the
devilish white man; and to look for his pie in the sky, and for
his heaven in the hereafter, while right here on earth the slave-
master white man enjoyed his heaven.

Many a time, 1 have looked back, trying to assess, just for
myself, my first reactions to all this. Every instinct of the ghetto
Jjungle streets, every hustling fox and criminal wolf instinct in
me, which would have scoffed at and rejected anything else, was
struck numb. It was as though all of that life merely was back
there, without any remaining effect, or influence. I remember
how, some time later, reading the Bible in the Norfolk Prison
Colony library, I came upon, then I read, over and over, how
Paul on the road to Damascus, upon hearing the voice of Christ,
was so smitten that he was knocked off his horse, in a daze. I
do not now, and 1 did not then, liken myself to Paul. But I do
understand his experience.

I have since learned—helping me to understand what then
began to happen within me—that the truth can be quickly re-
ceived, or received at all, only by the sinner who knows and
admits that he is guilty of having sinned much. Stated another
way: only guilt admitted accepts truth. The Bible again: the one
people whom Jesus could not help were the Pharisees; they
didn’t feel they needed any help.

The very enormity of my previous life’s guilt prepared me to
accept the truth. '

Not for weeks yet would I deal with the direct, personal ap-
plication to myself, as a black man, of the truth. It still was like
a blinding light. k=

Reginald left Boston and went back to Detroit. I would sit in
my room and stare. At the dining-room table, I would hardly
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eat, only drink the water. I nearly starved. Fellow inmates, con-
cerned, and guards, apprehensive, asked whal was wrong with
me. It was suggested that I visit the doctor, and I didn't. The
doctor, advised, visited me. I don’t know what his diagnosis was,
probably that I was working on some act.

I was going through the hardest thing, also the greatest thing,
for any human being to do; to accept that which is already within
you, and around you.

I learned later that my brothers and sisters in Detmlt put
together the money for my sister Hilda to come and visit me.
She told me that when The Honorable Elijah Muhammad was in
Detroit, he would stay as a guest at my brother Wilfred's home,
which was on McKay Street. Hilda kept urging me to write to
Mr. Muhammad. He understood what it was to be in the white
man'’s prison, she said, because he, himself, had not long before
gottén out of the federal prison at Milan, Michigan, where he
had served five years for evading the draft.

Hilda said that The Honorable Elijjah Muharmmad came to De-
troit to reorganize his Temple Number One, which had become
disorganized during his prison time; but he lived in Chicago,
where he was organizing and building his Temple Number Two.

It was Hilda who said to me, “Would you like to hear how the
whife man came to this planet Earth?”

And she told me that key lesson of Mr. Elijah Muhammaﬁl’s
teachings, which I later learned was the demonology that every
religion has, called “Yacub’s History.” Elijah Muhammad teaches
his followers that, first, the moon separated from the earth.
Then, the first humans, Original Man, were a black people. They
founded the Holy City Mecca.

Among this black race were twenty-four wise scientists. One
of the scientists, at odds with the rest, created the especially
strong black tribe of Shabazz, from which America’s Negroes,
so-called, descend.

About sixty-six hundred years ago, when seventy percent of
the people were satisfied, and thirty per cent were dissatisfied,
among the dissatisfied was born a “Mr. Yacub.” He was born to
create trouble, to break the peace, and to kill. His head was un-
usually large. When he was four years old, he began school. At
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the age of eighteen, Yacub had finished all of his nation’s col-
leges and universities. He was known as “the big-head scientist.”
Among many other things, he had learned how to breed races
scientifically.

This big-head scientist, Mr. Yacub, began preaching in the
streets of Mecca, making such hosts of converts that the author-
ities, increasingly concerned, finally exiled him with 59,999 fol-
lowers to the island of Patmos—described in the Bible as the
island where John received the message contained in Revela-
tions in the New Testament.

Though he was a black man, Mr. Yacub, embitteped toward
Allah now, decided, as revenge, to create upon the earth a devil
race—a bleached-out, white race of people.

From his studies, the big-head scientist knew that black men
contained two germs, black and brown. He knew that the brown
germ stayed dormant as, being the lighter of the two germs, it
was the weaker. Mr. Yacub, to upset the law of nature, conceived
the idea of employing what we today know as the recessive genes
structure, to separate from each other the two germs, black and
brown, and then grafting the brown germ to progressively
lighter, weaker stages. The humans resulting, he knew, would
be, as they became lighter, and weaker, progressively also more

‘susceptible to wickedness and evil. And in this way finally he
wotld-achieve the intended bleached-out white race of devils.
-He knew that it would take him several total color-change
stages to get from black to white. Mr. Yacub began his work by
setting up a eugenics law on the island of-Patmos. ;

Among Mr. Yacub’s 59,999 all-black followers, every third or
so child that was born would show some trace of brown. As
these became adult, only brown and brown, or black and brown,
were permitted to marry. As their children were born, Mr. Ya-
cub’s law dictated that, if a black child, the attending nurse, or
midwife, should stick a needle into its brain and give the body
to cremators. The mothers were told it had been an “angel baby,”
which had gone to heaven, to prepare a place for her.

But a brown child's mother was told to take very good care of
it. ; : y :
Others, assistants, were trained by Mr. Yacub to continue his
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objective. Mr. Yacub, when he died on the island at the age of
‘one hundred and fifty-two, had left laws, and rules, for them to
follow. According to the teachings of Mr. Elijah Muhammad, Mr.
Yacub, except in his mind, never saw the bleached-out devil race
that his procedures and laws and rules created.

A two-hundred-year span was needed to eliminate on the is-
land of Patmos all of the black people—until only brown people
remained.

The next two hundred years were needed to create from the
brown race the red race—with no more browns left on the is-
land. :

In another two hundred years, from the red race was created
the yellow race.

Two hundred years later—the white race had at last been cre-
ated.

On the island of Patmos was nothing but these blond, pale-
skinned, cold-blue-eyed devils—savages, nude and shameless:
hairy, like animals, they walked on all fours and they lived in
trees.

Six hundred more years passed before this race of people re-
turned to the mainland, among the natural black people.

Mr. Elijah Muhaimmmad teaches his followers that within six
months’ time, through telling lies that set the black men fight-
ing among each other, this devil race had turned what had been
a peaceful heaven on earth into a hell torn by quarreling and
fighting.

But finally the original black people recognized that their sud-
den troubles stemmed from this devil white race that Mr. Yacub
had made. They rounded them up, put them in chains. With
little aprons to cover their nakedness, this devil race was
marched off across the Arabian desert to the caves of Europe.

The lambskin and the cable-tow used in Masonry today are
symbolic of how the nakedness of the white man was covered
when he was chained and driven across the hot sand.

Mr. Elijah Muhammad further teaches that the white devil
race in Europe’s caves was savage. The animals tried to kill him.
He climbed trees outside his cave, made clubs, trying to protect
his family from the wild beasts outside trying to det in.
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When this devil race had spent two thousand years in the
caves, Allah raised up Moses to civilize them, and bring theiﬁ@
out of the caves. It was written that this devil white race would
rule the world for six thousand years.

The Books of Moses are ronissing. That’s why it is not known
that he was in the caves.

When Moses arrived, the first of these devils to accept his
teachings, the first he led out, were those we call today the Jews.

According to the teachings of this “Yacub’s History,” when
the Bible says “Moses lifted up the serpent in the wilderness,”
that serpent is symbolic of the devil white race Moses lifted up
out of the caves of Europe, teaching them civilization.

It was written that after Yacub's bleached white race had ruled
the world for six thousand years—down to our time—the black
original race would give birth to one whose wisdom, knowledge,
and power would be infinite.

It was written that some of the original black people should

be brought as slaves to North America—to learn to better under-
stand, at first hand, the white devil’s true nature, in modern
times, :
Elijah Muhammad teaches that the greatest and mightiest God
who appeared on the earth was Master W. D. Fard. He came from
the East to the West, appearing in North Ameriea at a time when
the history and the prophecy that is written was coming to re-
alization, as the non-white people all over the world began to
rise, and as the devil white civilization, condemned by Allah,
was, through its devilish nature, destroying itself.

Master W. D. Fard was half black and half white. He was made
in this way to enable him to be accepted by the black people in
America, and fo lead them, while at the same time he was en-
abled to move undiscovered among the white people, so that he
could understand and judge the enemy of the blacks.

Master W, D, Fard, in 1931, posing as a seller of silks, met, in
Detroit, Michigan, Elijah Muhammad. Master W. D. Fard gave to
Elijah Muhammad Allah’s message, and Allah’s divine guidance,
to save the Lost-Found Nation of Islam, the so-called Negroes,
here in “this wilderness of North America.”

When my sister, Hilda, had finished telling me this “Yacub's
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History,” she left. I don’t know if I was able to open my mouth
and say good-bye.

I was to learn later that Elijah Muhammad’s tales, like this
one of “Yacub,” infuriated the Muslims of the East. While at
Mecca, I reminded them that it was their fault, since they them-
selves hadn’'t done enough to make real Islam known in the
West. Their silence left a vacaum into which any religious faker
could step and mislead our people.
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