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the  m agazine of wrongeous indignation

Lenny Bruce, Tim Leary and the Search for Alienation 
— or, Which Deodorant Does Lyndon Johnson Use?

by Paul Krassner
I don’t know where to begin.
The radio announced, “A sick comic 

came to a sick end last night. . . . ”
Just another news item.
But consider the audacity of a man 

who would stand on a night club stage— 
the Gate of Horn in Chicago, December 
1962, Lenny Bruce at the peak of his

career — request all lights off except 
one dim blue spot, ask his audience to 
have compassion for Adolf Eichmann, 
and then become him, continuing in a 
German accent:

“My name is Adolf Eichmann. And 
the Jews came every day to what they 
thought would be fun in the showers—  
People say I should have been hung. 
Ncin. Do you recognize the whore in

the middle of you — that you would 
have done the same if you were there 
yourselves? My defense: I was a sol
dier. I saw the end of a conscientious 
day’s effort. I watched through the 
portholes. I saw every Jew burned and 
turned into soap. Do you people think 
yourselves better because you burned 
your enemies at long distance with mis- 

(Continued on Page 23)

Speak No Evil Smell No Evil

The Murder of Malcolm X
by Eric Norden

Shortly after 3 p.m. on Sunday, February 21, 1965 
Malcolm X walked onto the stage of the Audubon Ball
room a t 166th Street and Broadway. The audience of 
some 400 Negroes and a half-dozen self-conscious 
whites stirred in anticipation.

At the podium Benjamin X, an officer of Malcolm’s 
Organization of Afro-Amcrican Unity, wrapped up his
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introductory speech. “And now, brothers and sisters, 
here is a man willing to lay down his life for you!” 

The applause was thunderous.
Malcolm walked slowly to the rostrum. His face 

was strained, tired, and his step lacked its usual spring. 
He held up his right hand. “A salaam a l a i k e m he 
said in a hoarse voice. “Peace be unto you.”

“Wa alaikem salaam,” some 400 voices responded in 
unison. “And unto you peace.”

The tense silence awaiting Malcolm’s opening words 
was suddenly shattered. “Nigger, get your hands out 
of my pocket!” a man’s voice shouted from the middle 

(Continued on Page 4)
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Editorial Giggles
Four Horsemen o f the Apocalypse

H Marshall McLuhan delivered a pronunciamento this 
month: “I often meditate on what would happen if there 
were no coverage of Vietnam. How much war could you 
have with no coverage? Not much.” He just might be 
absolutely wrong about that. What with plans for 
increasing coverage by televising the Vietnam contlict 
via communications satellite, it seems more likely that 
the war will finally come to an end as a direct result of 
low ratings.

f  It’s obvious that there are certain subjects which are 
really beyond partisan controversy. Pollution is one of 
these. And vet, and yet. . . .  At a forum Saturday Re
view editor Norman Cousins referred to the foul indus
trial air which blows in from New Jersey as part of 
New York’s pollution. "This invasion air contains up to 
24% of our problem,” he said. "When air crosses from 
one state to another, the federal government should 
step in.” Quick, go fetch my filibuster notes, this is a 
states rights issue if ever there was one!

* The New School for Social Research cancelled a 
course by Dr. Allen Krebs because he refused to sign 
their loyalty oath. To save face, they tried to get it 
from a previous employer, Adelphi College (loyalty be
ing a transferable quality), and discovered the latter 
never required one. The New School tattled on Adelphi, 
which consequently now requires an oath, but a t last 
count 90 faculty members are remaining loyal to them
selves by not signing it.

<1 Poet LeRoi Jones is alleged to have attacked editor 
Shep Sherbell for not keeping an alleged promise to
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to  take  all of hum anity and stom p it down a to ilet while 
on the o ther hand you needed to  get laid badly enough to 
k ill? ”

pay $100 for publishing a play in East Side Review. 
A year ago, Jones bounced a $100 check on Art D’Lugoff, 
owner of the Village Gate. This is to suggest that 
D’Lugoff endorse that check (which he’s given up on, 
but still has), hand it over to Sherbell, who in turn can 
endorse it over to Jones and, except for the alleged 
bruises, settle the whole matter out of court.

Ah Sordid Announcements
•  John Wilcock, international master of significant 
trivia, is leaving the East Village Other to s tart his 
own newsletter, Other Scenes (Box 8, Village Sta., New 
York 10014). There will be no single issues available, 
only one-year (20-issue) subscriptions for $5; the first 
issue will be ready in late January.
•  A Lenny Bruce Memorial Fund in the form of a 
savings account has been established. I t  will be turned 
over to his daughter Kitty in ten years, when she is 21. 
Send checks to Helen Elliott, Box 122, Village Sta., 
New York 10014.
•  Rey Anthony, author of The Housewife's Handbook
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on Selective Promiscuity, has published an autobio
graphical follow-up—also a manuscript edition, this one 
overpriced at $10—entitled Now!, on the varieties of 
sensualism. When ordering either book from us, please 
allow at least 6 weeks for delivery.
•  The book which had the greatest influence on me— 
Johnny Got His Gun by Dalton Trumbo—is now avail
able from the Realist in a paperback edition for 75c, 
including postage, etc. Mailer’s Fulfillment Company 
will be handling this for us, so we know the service will 
be excellent.
•  The radical Free School of New York (20 E. 14 St.; 
OR 5-7424) charges $24 for the first course, $8 for 
each additional one, welfare recipients free. Teachers 
don’t get paid. Courses begin in late January, meeting 
once a week for 9 weeks. Mine is listed in the catalog 
like so: “Paul Krassner Views the Press—a seminar on 
the satirical implications of current propaganda and 
reportage (assuming there’s a difference).”
•  Wanted: Swinging chick to assist me in personal re
search of underground swap scene.
•  I will be in the San Francisco area the last week in 
December, in the Los Angeles area the first week in 
January, and I will say silly things into a microphone 
in both places: on Monday night, December 26, 7:45

at The Committee in San Francisco (call for reserva
tions) ; and on Saturday night, January 7, 8:15 in Los 
Angeles (check with the L.A. Free Press or the Kazoo 
Bookstore for details). I’ll also be in Chicago, on Mon
day night, January 9, 10 p.m. at Second City (tickets 
available only at Barbara’s Bookstore). Admission will 
be $2 in all three cities, and proceeds will be used to 
continue paying rent for the Parents Aid Society’s 
free clinic.
® Birth control crusader Bill Baird, head of Parents 
Aid Society (issue #70), was found guilty in New 
Jersey of distributing contraceptives to the poor, went 
to jail rather than pay bail while the case is on appeal, 
had a heart attack in prison, changed his mind and 
borrowed money to pay bail, is now recuperating.
•  This is to invite writers and reporters to send in 
paragraphs—or just sentences, or even phrases—which 
editors have left out of articles and news stories (in
cluding old ones), for use in a possible new Realist 
feature to be called “Montage” (credits will be with
held if requested).
•  The Realist office (a loft with very high ceilings) 
now has a trampoline. The March issue will be out in 
the latter part of February, unless I jump to a con
clusion. Meanwhile beware, the paranoids are after you.

[ Soft-Core Pornography of the Month ]
- B U T  YOU ASKED FOR IT?
I’VE BEEN AN ORPHAN, LONQ / 
AS I CAN R’MEMBER? MV 
NAME'S ANNIE! HES SAN D V/ , 

WE MAKE O UT! )X

—-Photo by Rob Gregor

A House of Homosexual Auto-Eroticism

Bestiality in the Comic Section

3 « i

Lesbian Dry-Hump in the Times

LEARNING To V  YEH? My 
>  DANCE, J  g ir l,E L L A .

ALWAYS GOES 
V  TO DANCES

a n d

E anvc>ne0 E S  V N O / t h a t s
DANCE WITH j( tr
THAT DAME? BALLS/

Voyeurism, Male Fetishism and Female Promiscuity 
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-  - T H E  M U R D E R  OF  M A L C O L M  X

(Continued fro m  C over) 
of the auditorium. The words—the word—went through 
the audience like an electric shock.

Heads craned toward the middle of the ballroom to 
see what was going on. Malcolm’s bodyguards rushed 
from their rostrum posts toward the center of the dis
turbance.

Malcolm stepped out from behind the podium and 
walked to the front of the stage. “Now, now brothers, 
break it up,” he said in a weary voice.

In the back of the ballroom there was a soft crump! 
as a small incendiary device was triggered. Smoke 
spiralled into the air and a woman screamed. In the 
4th row on the left-hand side of the ballroom a man 
stood up with a sawed-off shotgun in his hand. There 
was a muffled roar as he fired point-blank into Mal- 
com’s chest.

Simultaneously, two men in the first row jumped up 
with pistols in their hands. “They just stood up in 
front of me, cooly took aim and shot, just like a firing 
squad,” a woman eyewitness in the 3rd row reported.

Malcolm stood erect for a few seconds under the hail 
of bullets and then crumpled to the floor.

“He just seemed to melt into the stage,” Mrs. Patricia 
Russell, a psychiatric social worker from New Rochelle 
later recounted. “It seemed to me to take minutes, like 
a slow motion film.”

As Malcolm lay on the stage the gunmen in the first 
row emptied their revolvers into his prone body.

In the audience, pandemonium broke loose. Women 
threw themselves on top of their children. Men fell to 
the floor or scrambled for cover under the literature 
tables. Malcolm’s wife, Betty, who had attended the 
meeting with their four children, ran toward the stage, 
screaming hysterically: “They’re killing my husband! 
They’re killing my husband!”

A woman who later identified herself as a registered 
nurse ran to the stage and threw herself across Mal
colm’s body. “I was willing to die for the man,” she told 
a New York Times reporter. “I would have taken the 
bullets myself.”

One of Malcolm’s aides rushed to a phone in the lobby 
and called Columbia Presbyterian Medical Center for 
an ambulance. The hospital was directly across the 
street from the ballroom, but 15 minutes later an am
bulance had still not arrived.

Several of Malcolm’s guards ran out on foot and 
brought a stretcher back to the stage. Surrounded by 
sobbing men and women, they carried Malcolm across 
the street to the hospital. His body was taken to the 
emergency operating rom where a team of doctors cut 
through his chest to massage his heart.

It was too late.
At 3:45 in the afternoon a hospital spokesman ad

dressed the knots of milling Negroes keeping vigil on 
the sidewalk. "The person you know as Malcolm X is 
dead.” he told them.

Most white Americans reacted predictably to Mal
colm’s assassination. It was generally assumed, before 
the actual assassins were even identified, that he had 
been murdered by the Black Muslims, Malcolm’s bitter 
enemies ever since his defection in early 1964.

There was a comforting corollary to this theory: 
Malcolm had preached “hate,” and hate, of the Black
4

Muslim variety, had in turn struck him down. The 
New York Herald Tribune expressed the mass media’s 
attitude in a smug editorial entitled, “Hate, Full 
Cycle” in its February 23, 1965 edition:

“The slaying of Malcolm X has shown again that 
hatred, whatever its apparent justification, however 
it may be rationalized, turns on itself in the end. . . .
Now the hatred and violence that he preached has 
overwhelmed him, and he has fallen at the hands of 
Negroes.”

Implicit in this view was an unspoken warning to 
militant Negroes: This is what happens when you go 
too far. The white press drew this reassuring moral 
for a few days and then lost interest in the case. But 
the reaction to Malcolm’s assassination in the Negro 
community was radically different.

Few American Negroes expressed the automatic as
sumption of Muslim guilt prevalent in the white press.
It was well-known that the Muslims feared and hated 
Malcolm, and would welcome his death, but they were 
not alone.

Powerful forces, including the U.S. State Depart
ment and the CIA, had been deeply alarmed by Mal- 
com's growing impact, particularly his efforts to inter
nationalize the American racial question by bringing it 
before the United Nations under the Human Rights 
provision of the UN charter.

It was not the Muslims who tapped Malcolm’s phone, 
kept him under 24-hour surveillance in the U.S. and 
followed him closely throughout his trips to Europe, 
Africa, and the Middle East.

If the Muslims had their reasons for wanting Mal
colm dead, so did Washington—and American Negroes 
knew it. Certain aspects of the assassination itself, and 
the events immediately preceding it, heightened doubts 
among Negroes that it had been a Muslim operation.

The N.Y. Times reported (12/6/65) that “most of 
Malcolm’s admirers appear to believe that he was 
murdered on orders from the United States Govern
ment.” An unidentified Harlem woman interviewed by 
New York Post reporter Thomas Skinner the day after 
the assassination summed up the suspicions of many 
Negroes: “I don’t care if he was shot by Negroes. This 
was planned, directed and carried out on orders from 
the white power structure.”

Even such a pillar of the civil rights establishment 
as CORE National Director James Farmer expressed 
his doubts of the “official version” of the assassination.
On February 24, 1965 the New York Times reported 
Farmer’s belief that “the killing of Malcolm X was a 
political act, with international implications and not 
necessarily connected with black nationalism.”

In a more recent interview with this author, Farmer 
added that “the week prior to his death Malcolm X 
tried to get in touch with the State Department to de
mand protection. Now, Malcolm was no fool. If this was 
a simple thing with the Muslims, he would not wire 
the State Department.”

Farmer revealed that after the assassination, “I 
spoke to the White House and to officials in the Depart
ment of Justice and requested a federal inquiry into 
the murder. I’ve heard nothing from them on it.”

Farmer was echoing the widespread suspicions of 
the Negro press and community—suspicions that, al
most two years later, have still not been dispelled.

The Realist
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If the Muslims really did kill Malcolm (and three 
men, two of them quite probably innocent, have been 
sentenced to life imprisonment on just that assump
tion) then certain questions have to be answered.

Why, one week after the fire-bombing of his house 
in Queens, were there no police at the meeting where 
Malcolm was murdered?

Who were the men who followed Malcolm to the 
New York Hilton the night before the assassination 
and tried to gain access to his room?

Who was the “tight-lipped, olive-skinned man with 
the ferret eyes” whom Malcolm identified as having 
followed him from London to New York and who fits 
the description of one of the assassins?

Was Malcolm barred from entering France a week 
before the assassination, as one North African diplo
mat claims, because the Deuxieme Bureau* knew the 
CIA planned his murder and didn’t want him assassin
ated on French soil?

Why was Malcolm poisoned in Cairo the day before 
he was to deliver a scathing denunciation of the Amer
ican Government to the Summit Conference of African 
prime ministers?

Why was Leon Ameer, Malcolm’s New England rep
resentative, found strangled to death in his Boston 
hotel room hours after he had told a public meeting he 
had evidence that “the white power structure killed 
Malcolm” ?

Who was the “mystery man” arrested outside the 
ballroom after the shooting as he was being beaten by 
a mob shouting “He shot Malcolm!”

Why did he disappear from sight immediately after 
being taken into custody, and why has he not been 
identified or heard from since?

Who were the two men wounded during the assassin
ation, and why, after initial press reports, have they 
too dropped out of sight?

Why, on the night of the fire-bombing of Malcolm’s 
home, did a “man in a police uniform” plant a gallon of

♦French D epartm ent of Alien and Counter-Espionage.

not light-skinned enough 1” 
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gasoline on a dresser in the house, substantiating Mus
lim claims that Malcolm had burned down his own home 
“as a publicity stunt”?.

Why did one of the defendants at the murder trial 
admit his guilt, absolve his two co-defendants, and 
then claim he and three other men had been paid for 
the murder by a third party “who was not a Muslim” ?

Why, under cross-examination, did the District At
torney not follow up this defendant’s admission that in 
earlier defense questioning the identity of the pay
master had been touched on?

Why did the New York Police Department intimi
date witnesses and suppress evidence to fit their own 
version of the murder?

Why have several of Malcolm’s bodyguards, in pos
session of important information on the murder, fled 
the country?

Why has. Reuben Francis, Malcolm’s secretary, been 
arrested by the FBI and held incommunicado?

Why does Malcolm’s widow, Mrs. Betty Shabazz, 
claim that her husband “knew it was the American 
power structure that was after his life” ?

Why did Malcolm himself tell Alex Haley the day 
before the assassination that he no longer believed it 
was the Muslims who were planning his death, but 
“something bigger” ?

And why does Malcolm’s sister, Mrs. Ella Collins, 
declare flatly that “the CIA murdered my brother” ?

All these questions and more lay at the root of the 
problem of who really killed Malcolm. Their solution 
will shed new light on an affair which, as Ebony Maga
zine quotes one of Malcolm’s followers, “Makes James 
Bond look like a nursery rhyme.” It is in Malcolm’s 
brief, brilliant and anguished life that the answers to 
his death will be found.

Malcolm Little was born in Omaha, Nebraska on 
May 19, 1925, the son of the Rev. Earl Little, an itin
erant Baptist minister who preached the Back-to-Africa 
gospel of Marcus Garvey. Malcolm was weaned from 
birth on the bitter milk of the oppressed and disin
herited.

His mother, a West Indian, was born as the result of 
her mother's rape by a white planter, and Malcolm was 
taught early to hate the “devil’s blood” that gave him 
his light complexion and rusty hair.

At the age of 4, after his family moved to Lansing, 
Michigan, their house was burned to the ground by a 
mob of Ku Klux Klansmen.

When Malcolm was six his father’s battered body 
was found under the rails of a streetcar. Malcolm al
ways believed his father had been killed by the Klan 
and dumped on the tracks.

(Recounting his father’s death in his Autobiography, 
Malcolm wrote that “It has always been my belief that 
I, too, will die by violence. I have done all that I can to 
be prepared.” )

At 15 Malcolm dropped out of school and traveled by 
bus to Boston to live with his older sister, Ella.

First in Boston and later in New York he gravitated 
to the cool, zoot-suited world of the Negro hipster. He 
drank heavily, took up drugs and made the ghetto scene 
with the ultimate status symbol: a white mistress.

By the time he reached his late teens his cocaine 
habit was costing him $20 a day, and to support it he 
pushed marijuana, sold numbers, and packed a pistol 
for emergencies. His height and coloring won him the
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sobriquet of “Big Red” and in the wartime jungle of 
Harlem he was a hustler's hustler.

Nightly he commuted “downtown,” picking up 
wealthy white men and women and steering them to 
Negro prostitutes. No perversion of the white world 
was a stranger to him; Kraft-Ebbing was his Baed- 
ecker, guiding him through the twisted environs of the 
Caucasian mind.

When Malcolm could no longer support his habit by 
pimping he traveled to Boston with his white girlfriend 
and organized a burglary ring. After a few profitable 
months he was arrested and in 1946 he was sentenced 
to ten years imprisonment for armed robbery.

“Big Red” celebrated his 21st birthday in the state 
prison at Charlestown.

Only Malcolm's body was caged in the human zoo at 
Charlestown. Bored and restless, he began to read 
ravenously in the prison libary. He read the dictionary 
through, starting with “aardvark.” copying the words 
down on scraps of paper and studying them through the 
long prison nights.

When relatives told him of a strange new religion 
preached by a black prophet in Chicago he wrote for 
information and was personally answered by the Hon. 
Elijah Muhammad, Messenger of Allah and Shepherd 
of the Lost-Found Nation of Islam in the Wilderness 
of the United States.

His correspondence with Elijah Muhammad opened 
up a new world to Malcolm; a world where black men 
walked in dignity, proud of their skin, their hair, their 
heritage, eschewing the physical and mental poisons 
of the white blue-eved devils.

Conversion followed revelation, and when he left 
prison in 1952 he was a fanatic Muslim.

“Big Red” had died in Charlestown.
Malcolm X was born.
Elijah Muhammad was quick to recognize the native 

intelligence and leadership ability of his new disciple, 
and appointed Malcolm Minister of Muslim Mosque 
#7 in Harlem.

Membership and zeal skyrocketed under his direction. 
Elijah sent Malcolm across the country, reviving mori
bund mosques and founding new ones. His oratorical 
genius won thousands of new converts for the Mus
lims. By the late 1950’s Malcolm had become the Paul 
to Elijah Muhammad's Jesus.

In 1959 the Muslims burst into public attention as a 
result of Mike Wallace's TV documentary, The llate 
That Hate Produced.

Overnight, the mass media, which till then had ig
nored the group, scrambled madly for “Muslim mate
rial.” As the most articulate spokesman for the move
ment (Elijah was a clumsy, ineffectual speaker) Mal
colm appeared on countless TV and radio shows and 
was quoted regularly in the press.

Millions of white Americans listened to his bitter 
denunciations of white society and writhed in guilt- 
tinged masochism as each new stroke of his verbal whip 
descended on their collective back.

Malcolm knew that to most whites he was just a 
freak, the perfect outrd filler for a two-minute time 
slot on the evening news, but he welcomed access to 
the mass media as a means of reaching millions of 
hitherto unreceptive Negroes.

By the early 1900’s Malcolm X was a household word
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in America: a bogeyman for complacent whites and 
many bourgeois Negroes, but a symbol of freedom and 
independence to the ghetto Negroes. Malcolm said what 
they had thought for years, and even those unready to 
accept the puritanical discipline of the Muslims thrilled 
vicariously at hearing Whitey get it.

But Malcolm’s very success held the seeds of his 
downfall in the Movement. Many Muslim officials, in
cluding those members of Elijah’s family in the line of 
succession, feared Malcolm’s growing power and tried 
to put a brake on it. Even the Messenger of Allah 
seems to have grown worried that Malcolm’s public 
image would eventually eclipse his own.

And by 1963 Malcolm himself was beginning to have 
doubts about the Movement.

He was still a loyal follower of Elijah, but his ap
pearances at colleges throughout the country had 
brought him into closer contact with the Civil Rights 
Movement, and he was disturbed about the Muslim 
policy of standing aloof from it.

“I thought privately that we should have amended, 
or relaxed, our general non-engagement policy. Malcolm 
later wrote in his Autobiography. “It could be heard 
increasingly in the Negro communities: ‘Those Muslims 
talk tough, but they never do anything, unless some
body bothers Muslims.’ ”

Malcolm was also disillusioned by facts he discovered 
about Elijah Muhammad’s personal life. He learned 
from paternity suits brought by two of Elijah’s former 
secretaries and the testimony of disenchanted Muslims 
from Chicago Mosque #2 that the Messenger of Allah 
had a harem of 7 .wives, by whom he had fathered 10 
children.

Malcolm’s whole existence since leaving prison had 
been based on his unflagging belief in the divinity of 
Elijah Muhammad. Now the rock of his faith was 
crumbling before his eyes.

In desperation, he flew to Elijah’s winter home in 
Phoenix, Arizona and told him everything he had 
heard. The Messenger denied nothing. But. he explained 
to Malcolm, he was only following his religious destiny.

“You have always had such a good understanding of 
prophecy, and of spiritual things,” he told Malcolm as 
they walked beside his swimming pool. “You recognize 
that’s what all of this is—prophecy. I’m David. 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.”

Elijah’s explanation did little to assuage Malcolm’s 
doubts, and the Messenger of Alaah realized that his 
young disciple was no longer totally loyal. By the time 
Malcolm arrived back in New York, the word had 
quietly gone out from Phoenix to Muslim Mosques 
across the country: “Watch Malcolm. He can’t be trust
ed.”

Malcolm was frozen out of the Muslim newspaper, 
Muhammad Speaks, and no longer privy to the inner 
councils of the Muslim leadership. But Elijah bided 
his time, waiting for the propitious moment to formally 
excommunicate him. He finally seized on some remarks 
Malcolm had made right after the assassination of 
President Kennedy.

Malcolm had likened the assassination to the murder 
of Medgar Evers and Patrice Lumumba and pointed out
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that "hate in white men had not stopped with the kill
ing of defenseless black people; hate, allowed to spread 
unchecked, finally had struck down this country’s chief 
of state." It was, Malcolm claimed, a case of "the 
chickens coming home to roost.”

Malcolm’s little homily was no stronger than what 
thousands of Americans were saying, including Chief 
Justice Earl Warren in his eulogy at Kennedy’s funer
al, but Elijah used it as a pretext to “suspend" Malcolm 
for 90 days as Minister of the Harlem Mosque. He was 
also prohibited from making any public statements. A 
few weeks later, the suspension was extended “indefin
itely."

Malcolm, now totally disillusioned, realized there was 
no place left for him in the Muslim movement; 38 years 
old, with no money of his own, a wife and three children 
to support, his home and car the possession of the Mus
lims, Malcolm nevertheless was determined to fight on.

On March 12, 1964 he called a press conference and 
announced the formation of a new movement, the Mus
lim Mosque, Inc. (Three months later he organized 
another, broader group, the Organization of Afro- 
American Unity, a secular, politically-oriented outfit 
open to the participation of religious and non-religious 
Negroes alike.)

In announcing the Muslim Mosque, Malcolm re
flected how radically his ideas had altered since his 
break with the Muslims. “I am prepared* to cooperate 
in local civil-rights action in the South and elsewhere," 
he said, “because every campaign for specific objectives 
can only heighten the political consciousness of the 
Negroes. . .

Malcolm had broken the chains of Muslim separatism 
and was headed on a course of political activism. After 
ten years as Elijah Muhammad’s mouthpiece, he was 
at last his own man.

In April, 1964 Malcolm made a pilgrimage to Mecca.
To his surprise, he was greeted in the Holy City 

as a major world figure, entertained by King Feisal 
and introduced to leading Islamic religious authorities 
and Saudi government officials.

His experience in Mecca was one Malcolm would 
never forget. His contact with other Moslem pilgrims 
completely changed his views on racism and the possi
bility of black-white brotherhood. In a long, passionate

“This one was owned by an elderly Negro 
who drove it under the speed limit 
for fear of some cop ticketing him.”
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letter to his aides at the Muslim Mosque he expressed 
his new viewpoint:

“Throughout my travels in the Muslim world. I have 
met, talked to. and even eaten with people who in 
America would have been considered ‘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, irre
spective of their color. . . . Each hour here in the Holy 
land enables me to have greater spiritual insights in
to 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 400 years 
of the conscious racism of the American whites. But 
as racism leads America up the suicide path, I do 
believe, from the experiences 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 spiritual 
path of truth—the only way left to America to ward 
off the disaster that racism must inevitably lead to. . . .” 

Malcolm appeared apprehensive that his followers 
might not understand his new attitude to whites.

“You may be shocked by these words coming from 
me," he concluded. “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 always been a man who tries to face facts, and 
to accept the reality of life as new experiences 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 intelligent search for truth.” 

The letter was signed “El-Hajj Malik El-Shabazz" 
(his Arabic name prefixed by the honorary “Hajj” 
awarded all pilgrims to Mecca). It was significant that 
the two major changes of thought and attitude in 
Malcolm’s life were accompanied by a change of name.

Malcolm Little, converted to Islam behind the bars 
of Charlestown state prison, emerged Malcolm X: a 
revelation just as deep occurred in the sacred streets 
of Mecca, and brought forth El-Hajj Malik El-Shabazz.

“In the Holy World," Malcolm later wrote in his 
Autobiography, “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 motives related to, 
and affect Negroes. In my 39 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.”

Malcolm didn’t soften in his opposition to white 
racism. But from that moment on he never failed to 
draw a distinction between the evil committed by 
whites and the inherent evil of all whites. Shortly be
fore his death he wrote:

“In the past, yes, I have made sweeping indict
ments 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 in
dictment of all white people is as wrong as when 
whites make blanket indictments against blacks. . . .
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It isn’t the American white man who is a racist, but 
it’s the American political, economic and social atmos
phere that automatically nourishes a racist psychology 
in the white man.”

Malcolm’s new attitude was not only more humane, 
it was infinitely more sophisticated. Apart from the 
moral and religious aspects of the problem, Malcolm 
had come to recognize that racism was an inherent 
component of the American system. Instead of scatter
ing his shot at all whites, Malcolm began to train his 
sights squarely on the political and economic admin
istration of the U.S. Almost subliminally, his position 
was being radicalized, and he was swinging left.

At the end of April, 1964 Malcolm left Mecca and 
flew on to a tour of several African countries. Once 
again, he was astonished at the warmth of his recep
tion. He was greeted as the roving ambassador of an 
American black nation, praised in the press, feted by 
diplomats and prime ministers.

In Nigeria, Cabinet ministers vied for his attention. 
In Ghana, he was received by then-President Nkrumah, 
who arranged for him to address a joint session of the 
Ghanaian Parliament—the first American to be so 
honored. While in Accra he established friendly con
tact with the Chinese and Cuban Ambassadors, who 
both held state dinners in his honor. From Ghana he 
flew on to Morocco and Algeria, returning to the U.S. 
on May 21, 1964.

If Mecca had a blinding impact on Malcolm’s racial 
attitudes, his African tour was equally important to 
his political development. He had always stressed the 
necessity for Negroes to identify culturally and his
torically with their original homeland, but his discus
sion with African leaders had opened up the possibility 
of tangible cooperation between American Negroes and 
the more radical African states.

An idea began to evolve in Malcolm’s mind—the idea 
of bringing the American racial problem before the 
U.N. under the Human Rights provision of the Char
ter. If South Africa could be arraigned before the world 
body, why not the U.S.?

Malcolm knew the plan could not succeed without 
the support of the independent African states, and in 
the summer of 1964 he made another, more extended 
trip to Africa, spending 18 weeks touring the continent 
and conferring with African leaders.

On his tour Malcolm visited Egypt, Kuwait, Lebanon, 
Sudan, Uganda, Ethiopia, Kenya, Tanzania, Zanzibar, 
Nigeria, Ghana, Liberia, Guinea, and Algeria. He held 
successful audiences with President Nasser of Egypt, 
President Toure of Guinea, President Ezikiwe of Ni
geria, President Nyerere of Tanzania, Prime Minister 
Jomo Kenyatta of Kenya, Prime Minister Milton Obote 
of Uganda and President Nkrumah of Ghana.

(Ghana was Malcolm’s most fervent ally, and Nkru
mah entrusted him with a letter of commission to 
arrange upon his return for the purchase and instal
lation of a nuclear reactor in Accra.)

No other non-African had ever been so honored 
and trusted by the African states. According to Rev. 
Laurence Henry, who knew Malcolm well, “Malcolm 
became the one black American with whom many high 
state officials from black Africa could communicate. 
. . . Thirty-two African nations promised to support 
Malcolm’s resolution to the United Nations concerning 
human rights for black Americans.”
8

John Lewis and Donald Harris of SNCC, who were 
on a tour of Africa at the same time as Malcolm, attest 
to the deep impression he made throughout his travels: 
“Malcolm’s impact was just fantastic. In every coun
try he was known, and served as the main criteria, for 
categorizing other Afro-Americans and their political 
views.”

Washington was deeply alarmed by Malcolm’s Afri
can activities. His biting denunciation of U.S. Gov
ernment inactivity on civil rights, coupled to his grow
ing attacks on “American imperialism,” were stirring 
up anti-U.S. sentiment throughout Africa.

As long as Malcolm had been a Muslim he was no 
threat to the power structure; the Muslims had de
veloped a rhetoric of violence, but they did nothing.
In fact, federal intelligence agencies privately approved 
of the Muslims because they recruited thousands of 
the most militant Negroes and diverted their anger into 
harmless channels.

The Muslims under Elijah Muhammad constituted 
as much a challenge to the status quo as Father Divine, 
and had as much influence on foreign policy as Oral 
Roberts.

But it was quite another thing for Malcolm X to 
travel across Africa galvanizing public sentiment 
against Washington, and maneuvering to bring the 
American racial question before the U.N., a move 
which, if successful, could prove Washington’s most hu
miliating propaganda reversal of the Cold War. The 
Government began keeping close tabs on Malcolm and 
his associates.

Alex Haley, who collaborated with Malcolm on his 
Autobiography, reports that:

“In Washington, D.C. and New York City, powerful 
civic, private, and governmental agencies and individ
uals were keenly interested in what Malcolm X was 
saying abroad, and were speculating upon what he 
would say, and possibly do, when he returned to Amer
ica. 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 fa 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, particularly how 
his extensive traveling since his Black Muslim ouster 
had been paid for.”

On August 13, 1961, while Malcolm was in Cairo to 
request the aid of the Summit Conference of African 
Prime Ministers for his U.N. move, M. S. Handler re
ported from Washington to the New York Times that:

“The State Department and the Justice Department 
have begun to take an interest in Malcolm’s campaign 
to convince African states to raise the question of 
persecution of American Negroes at the United Na
tions. . . .

“Malcolm’s 8-page memorandum to the heads of state 
at the Cairo conference requesting their support be
came available here only recently. After studying it, 
officials said that if Malcolm succeeded in convincing 
just one African government to bring up the charge
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at the United Nations, the United States government 
would be faced with a touchy problem.

“The United States, officials here believe, would find 
itself in the same category as South Africa, Hungary 
and other countries whose domestic policies have be
come debating issues at the United Nations. The issue, 
officials say, would be of service to critics of the United 
States, Communist and non-Communist, and contribute 
to the undermining of the position the United States 
has asserted for itself as the leader of the West in 
the advocacy of human rights.

“In a letter from Cairo to a friend, Malcolm wrote: 
‘I have gotten several promises of support in bringing 
our plight before the UN this year.' . . .

“Officials here today conceded the possibility that 
Malcolm might have succeeded. . . .

“Although the State Department's interest in Mal
colm’s activities in Africa is obvious, that of the Jus
tice Department is shrouded in discretion. Malcolm is 
regarded as an implacable leader with deep roots in the 
Negro submerged classes. . . . [Malcolm X] has con
fided in friends that he has been under constant sur
veillance in New York by the Federal Bureau of Inves
tigation and by the intelligence section of the New 
York Police Department. . . .”

Throughout Africa Malcolm was followed closely by 
the CIA. He even got on speaking terms with one of 
his tails. Malcolm reports in his Autobiography that: 

“Throughout my trip, I was of course aware that I 
wa$ under constant surveillance. [One] agent was a 
particularly obvious and obnoxious one. . . . This one 
finally got under my skin when I found I couldn't seem 
to eat a meal in the hotel without seeing him some
where around watching me. You would have thought I 
was John Dillinger 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.

“I was, to hear him tell it, anti-American, un- 
American,’ seditious, subversive, and probably Com-

“Dcar, we forgot to invite the necessary white liberal.”
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munist. I told him that what he said only proved how 
little he understood about me. I told him that the only 
thing the FBI, the CIA, 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.”

Malcolm was initially surprised to find that he was 
followed not only in America but in Africa as well, but 
he soon got used to his shadows. “ It’s like staying in a 
room full of spider webs,” he told his wife Betty upon 
returning home. “If a man is aware of the web, it’s 
visible in that one room—if you go to another country 
you suppose at first that it’s not there, but if you look 
closely it’s still being spun around you.”

But there is evidence that the CIA did not limit its 
activities to surveillance.

In July, 1964, Malcolm was in Cairo to address the 
.African Summit Conference. In his memorandum to the 
Conference he violently attacked Washington’s domes
tic and foreign policy. He termed the U.S. Govern
ment's espousal of civil rights legislation “nothing but 
tricks of the century’s leading neo-colonialist power” 
and urged the assembled delegates to bring the U.S. 
before the bar of world public opinion at the U.N.

The American Embassy in Cairo engaged in delicate 
behind-the-scenes negotiations to have Malcolm barred 
from addressing the Conference, but its efforts were 
coldly snubbed by both the Egyptian Government and 
the Conference organizers.

Washington's efforts to silence Malcolm then appear 
to have passed from the diplomatic to the intelligence 
apparatus. Their efforts came closer to success. Mal
colm almost did not live to deliver his speech.

When Malcolm first arrived in Cairo he was given 
accommodations aboard the Isis, a resplendent pleasure 
yacht moored on the Nile. The Isis harbored “freedom 
fighters” from all the non-liberated areas of Africa— 
Angola, Mozambique, South Africa, Rhodesia. When 
the yacht became overcrowded, Malcolm moved out 
and took a room at the Nile Hilton, which he shared 
with Milton Henry, a lawyer and civil rights activist 
from Detroit.

On July 23, 1964, the day before he was to deliver 
his speech to the Summit Conference, Malcolm dined 
in the Hilton’s main restaurant. Shortly after dinner, 
Malcolm collapsed in his hotel room, suffering from 
severe abdominal pains. He was rushed to a hospital.

In an interview with the author, Milton Henry re
ported that “He would have died if he hadn’t  been able 
to get to the hospital in a hurry. His stomach was 
pumped out, cleaned out thoroughly, and that saved 
him. But as Malcolm said afterwards, he would have 
died if he had not got immediate treatment.”

Analysis of the stomach pumping disclosed a “toxic 
substance.” Its nature was undisclosed, but food poison
ing was ruled out. Malcolm was hospitalized for a day- 
and-a-half, but against his doctor’s advice he managed 
to appear at the Summit Conference and give his 
speech. He was shaky for several days afterward. Ac
cording to Henry, Malcolm believed “someone had de
liberately poisoned me.” Malcolm tried to find the 
waiter Who had served him, but he had disappeared.

In discussing the incident with Henry, Malcolm 
stressed “the fact that CIA men were all around him
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in Cairo.” He later told Henry that “Washington had 
a lot to do with it.”

In an interview with this author, Mrs. Ella Collins, 
Malcolm’s sister, reported that Malcolm told her of 
the poisoning incident on his return from Africa. “He 
told me that he felt that the CIA was definitely respons
ible for it. After that he was very careful. In fact, on 
another occasion there was an affair given in his honor 
in Addis Abbaba, and in observing the waiter he got a 
leery feeling and refused the food. He never had any 
proof, of course, but he always felt sure somehow that 
he had by-passed another poisoning.”

Malcolm’s poisoning in Cairo was a failure in more 
ways than one. His speech won tumultuous applause, 
and shortly afterwards the delegates adopted a resolu
tion condemning U.S. racial policies. No formal stand 
was taken on bringing the question before the United 
Nations, but Malcolm received private pledges of sup
port for the plan from several nations.

Upon his return to the U.S. Malcolm stepped up his 
efforts to hail the U.S. before the UN, but he found 
little support for the move among the established civil 
rights groups. It was too “radical,” too “anti-Ameri
can” for their taste. Malcolm was also hampered in 
building a strong organization of his own by his repu
tation as a “racist.” He writes in his Autobiography: 

"One of the major troubles that 1 was having in build
ing the organization that I wanted—an all-black or
ganization whose ultimate objective was to help create 
a society in which there could exist honest white-black 
brotherhood—was that my earlier public image, my old 
so-called ‘Black Muslim’ image, kept blocking me.

"I was trying to gradually reshape that image. I 
was trying to turn a corner, into a new regard by the 
public, especially 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 vision.” 

Malcolm was not discouraged by the rebuffs he en
countered. His travels in Africa had widened his 
political horizons, and he was moving rapidly to the 
left, even to the point of establishing working con
tacts with the Trotskyite Socialist Workers Party.

In his public statements he increasingly gave expres
sion to the view that domestic exploitation of American 
Negroes was part and parcel of “American imperial
ism’s” world-wide drive to control the poorer, pre
dominantly non-white nations.

"This system is not only ruling us in America, it is 
ruling the world,” he said in an interview with the 
Young Socialist magazine shortly before his death. At 
a public meeting in Detroit he declared that:

"This society is controlled primarily by the racists 
and segregationists who are in Washington, D.C., in 
positions of power. And from Washington, D.C. they 
exercise the same forms of brutal oppression against 
dark-skinned people in South and North Vietnam, or 
in the Congo, or in Cuba or any other place on this 
earth where they are trying to exploit and oppress. 
That is a society whose government doesn’t hesitate to 
inflict the most brutal form of punishment and oppres
sion upon dark-skinned people all over the world.” 

Malcolm became an uncompromising opponent of the 
war in Vietnam long before Martin Luther King opened 
his mouth on the subject.
10

“What America is doing in South Vietnam is crim
inal,” he told a meeting of the Militant Labor Forum 
in 1964. "But the oppressed people of South Vietnam 
. . . have been successful in fighting off the agents of 
imperialism. . . . Little rice farmers, peasants, with a 
rifle, up against all the highly-mechanized weapons of 
warfare—jets, napalm, battleships, everything else.
And America can’t put those rice farmers back where 
they want them. Somebody’s waking up.”

Malcolm adopted an increasingly pro-Chinese posi
tion on international questions. In a telephone inter
view between Malcolm in London and Afro-American 
students in Paris on February 9, 1965 he was asked 
about the recent explosion of China’s first atom bomb. 
Malcolm replied:

“I think it’s one of the greatest things that has ever 
happened. Because up until now the nuclear devices 
have been in the hands of the Europeans—they have 
exercised a monopoly over the nuclear weapons or over 
the ability to produce nuclear weapons. But, now the 
Chinese have evened i t  . . .

"So, as far as I am concerned, it was a very good 
things and I do hope they will be able to build bigger 
ones and better ones every day—because the only lan
guage that America understands is the language of 
power and a dark nation has to be in a position to talk 
or speak the language that these Imperialists under
stand.”

After his African trips Malcolm leaned more and 
more to socialism as an alternative to the American 
economic system, which he believed fostered and in
stitutionalized racism. During his travels he discussed 
socialism with Marxists in Zanzibar, Guinea, Ghana 
and Algeria, and on more than one occasion had a fruit
ful ideological discussion with Ernesto Ch6 Guevara 
of Cuba.

(During his U.N. mission in December, 1964 Ch6 
sent a warm message of greeting and support to Mal
colm on behalf of Fidel Castro.)

In May, 1964, when asked what political system he 
desired for America, Malcolm said:

“I don’t know. But I’m flexible. As was stated earlier, 
all of the countries that are emerging today from under 
the shackles of colonialism are turning towards social
ism. I don’t think it's an accident.

“Most of the countries that were colonial powers 
were capitalist countries, and the last bulwark of capi
talism today is America, and it’s impossible for a white 
person today to believe in capitalism without racism.

“And if you find a person without racism and you hap
pen to get that person into conversation and they have 
a philosophy that makes you sure they don’t have ra
cism in their outlook, usually they’re socialists or their 
political philosophy is socialism.”

Just a few weeks before his death Malcolm expressed 
his opposition to capitalism in the strongest terms he 
had yet employed. In an interview with a socialist mag
azine he declared that:

“It is impossible for capitalism to survive, primarily 
because the system of capitalism needs some blood to 
suck. Capitalism used to be like an eagle, but now it’s 
more like a vulture. It used to be strong enough to go 
and suck anybody’s blood whether they were strong or 
not. But now it has become more cowardly, like the 
vulture, and it can only suck the blood of the helpless.
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As the nations of the world free themselves, then cap
italism has less victims, less blood to suck, and it be
comes weaker and weaker. It's only a matter of time 
in my opinion before it will collapse completely.” 

Malcolm X was leading American Negroes on a road 
followed by millions of their brothers in Asia, Africa 
and Latin America. But it was a road that the U.S. 
Government had long ago market! Closed. It would lead 
to Malcolm’s death.

By the fall of 1964 Malcolm’s plan to indict America 
in the U.N. was in high gear. He had established close 
working relationships with the U.N. delegations of 
several African nations, and was a familiar figure in 
the Delegates’ Lounge.

Tn November, 1964, when the U.S. intervened in the 
Congolese civil war by dropping paratroops on Stanley
ville, Malcolm took the lead in whipping up opposition 
to the U.S. He lobbyed relentlessly with his U.N. con
tacts, urging them to strongly condemn the move, “un
less you want to be next.”

Malcolm was one of the driving forces behind the 
unprecedented hail of abuse rained on Washington 
during the General Assembly Congo debate in Decem
ber, 1904.

M. S. Handler reported in the New York Times of 
January 2, 1965 that Malcolm had urged the African 
delegates not only to attack U.S. intervention in the 
Congo but to employ “the racial situation in the United 
States as an instrument of attack in discussing inter
national problems” because “such a strategy would 
give the African states more leverage in dealing with 
the United States and would in turn give American 
Negroes more leverage in American society.” Handler 
added:”

“The spokesmen of some African states acted pre
cisely within the framework of these recommendations 
last month in the Congo debate at the United Nations. 
They accused the United States of being indifferent 
to the fate of blacks and cited as evidence the attitude 
of the United States government toward the civil-rights 
struggle in Mississippi.

“The African move profoundly disturbed the Amer
ican authorities, who gave the impression that they had 
been caught off guard.”

Malcolm had become, within a period of 9 months, 
Washington’s black Public Enemy Number One. George

“Darling, my schwarlza is threatening to quit!” 
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Breitman, editor of Malcolm X  Speaks, writes that:
“The State Department credited him, or rather 

blamed him, for a good part of the strong stand 
against (thej U.S. taken by African nations in the 
U.N. at the time of the latest atrocities in the Congo. 
As he knew, the CIA and similar agencies take an 
interest in what the State Department doesn’t like” 
(Malcolm X. The Man and His Ideas).

In a domestic context, Washington saw Malcolm as a 
long-range threat: he was widely popular with the black 
masses, but plagued with organizational and recruiting 
problems that reduced his political effectiveness.

But in foreign affairs. Malcolm was an imminent and 
serious danger; more than any other single factor he 
was responsible for the growing suspicion and fear 
with which many African states viewed Washington’s 
intentions.

At the very time that the U.S. was making an all-out 
efTort to penetrate Africa, it found its efforts frus
trated by one man. an ex-convict and dope-addict whose 
record would have made him unemployable as a State 
Department chauffeur.

It must have been galling that such a man, by gal
vanizing the African U.N. delegations against Amer
ica’s Congo intervention, had been responsible for 
America’s most stunning setback in the U.N. since the 
Bay of Pigs fiasco. But Washington did not accept its 
humiliation with equanimity.

Malcolm was a marked man.
As his anti-U.S. activities grew more widespread and 

effective, a few of Malcolm’s associates and relatives 
began to warn him of the dangers of government retal
iation. He had been under surveillance since he broke 
with the Muslims, but now there were as many as three 
different agents shadowing him at one time.

His phones were tapped—“On my home telephone, 
if I said ‘I’m going to bomb the Empire State Building,’
I guarantee you in five minutes it would be surrounded” 
—and the homes of such associates as Alex Haley were 
bugged.

Malcolm tried to take the situation in stride and even 
joked about it. (He began to introduce his meetings 
with the words: “Honored guests, brothers,"and sisters, 
friends and enemies; also ABC and CBS and FBI and 
CIA.”)

But he knew that powerful forces were after him. 
His widow Betty told this author, “He believed that 
the power structure in Washington wanted him dead. 
He once said, ‘If anybody kills me it’ll be the police 
surrounding this house.’ He was followed wherever he 
went; it was a constant thing.”

As Malcolm’s UN move grew to fruition, his sister 
Ella asked him if he knew to what lengths Washington 
might go to stop him. “I asked him if he really recog
nized the importance of his attempt to go to the United 
Nations,” Mrs. Collins told this author.

“He said to me, ‘You know, Ella, maybe I haven’t 
fully realized how vital this thing is to the govern
ment.’

“I told him that to take a step of this kind he needed 
protection, real protection, that he felt secure with. 
But he couldn’t even trust his own bodyguards. I’ve 
been informed by reliable sources that there were 
CIA agents right in the Organization, and I’ve been 
given their names. Malcolm knew the dangers, but he 
said he had to go ahead.”
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Mrs. Collins urged her brother to leave the country 
until he was ready to return directly to the U.N., but 
he felt that such a move would be cowardly. (After the 
fire-bombing of his home, Malcolm finally acceded to 
his sister’s wishes; plane tickets had been purchased 
and Malcolm planned to leave for Africa on Tuesday, 
February 23rd. He was assassinated on the 21st.)

In early February, 1965, Malcolm flew to London to 
deliver the closing address at the first congress of the 
Council of African Organizations. From London he 
was scheduled to fly to Paris to speak before the Con
gress of African Students.

When his plane landed a t Orly on February 9th, 
Malcolm was told he could not disembark. The French 
Government had branded him “an undesirable person” 
and he was ordered to leave the country immediately.

Malcolm had visited France just three months before 
without experiencing any difficulty, and he was baffled 
by the expulsion order. In a transcript of a tape-re
corded telephone call between Malcolm in London and 
the Paris student group, recently made available to this 
author, Malcolm said th a t:

“I was surprised when I arrived in Paris and was 
prohibited from landing. I thought that if there were 
any country in Europe that was liberal in its approach 
to the problem, it was France. This is why I was 
shocked when they told me I couldn’t land. They didn’t 
give me any excuse for it. I believe the State Depart
ment is responsible.”

In view of the State Department’s unrelenting hos
tility to Malcolm, his assumption of its culpability is 
understandable. But President De Gaulle’s government 
is hardly noted for its receptivity to State Department 
dicta. Furthermore, information that has subsequently 
come to light points a finger in quite another direction.

George Breitman, one of the few perceptive white 
analysts of Malcolm’s career, writes that “After the 
assassination Malcolm’s associates expressed the belief 
that the reason for his being excluded was that the 
French Government thought he might be assassinated 
on French soil, and did not want to bear the onus for 
such a scandal.”

This assumption is more than idle speculation. In 
April, 1965 my interest in Malcolm’s death was first 
aroused by a highly-placed North African diplomat. 
This official, who insists on anonymity, said that his 
country’s intelligence apparatus had been quietly in
formed by the French Department of Alien Documen
tation and Counter-Espionage that the CIA planned 
Malcolm’s murder, and France feared he might be liqui
dated on its soil.

The diplomat’s country, which enjoyed close relations 
with France, was so informed because Malcolm had 
visited it on prior occasions, and possibly might have 
flown there after his expulsion from France.

“Your CIA is beginning to murder its own citizens 
now,” he commented in elegantly modulated French.

On Saturday, February 12, 1965. Malcolm arrived 
at Kennedy International Airport from London. Ten 
hours later, at 2:45 A.M. Sunday morning, as he and 
his family slept in their modest home in East Elmhurst, 
Queens, four fire bombs were hurled through the win
dows. The bombs were carefully distributed so as to 
seal ofT any escape exit. But the fourth bomb glanced 
off a window pane and exploded harmlessly on the 
front lawn. The house was destroyed, but Malcolm, his
12

wife Betty and their four children narrowly escaped.
Malcolm had always been willing to risk his own 

life for his beliefs, but the near-murder of his family 
rocked him. “I’m a marked man,” he said in a strained 
voice at a press conference after the bombing. “It 
doesn’t frighten me for myself as long as I felt they 
would not hurt my family. . .

A bizzare sequel to the bombing was the thinly- 
veiled attempt of the New York Police Dept, to show 
that Malcolm had bombed his own home, “as a publicity 
stunt.” For some reason the police did not want the 
public to take the threat to Malcolm’s life seriously, 
and police officials insinuated to reporters—“off the 
record”—that it was all a hoax staged by Malcolm him
self.

To back up their allegations, policemen on the scene 
of the fire apparently went so far as to plant a tin of 
gasoline on the dresser in his youngest child's room.

“When they planted the gasoline I knew it was no 
longer the Muslims,” Malcolm's sister Ella told me. 
“Only the police could have planted it, because as the 
fire died down neighbors went into the house to get 
some clothes for the children from their rooms, what 
hadn’t been burned. And none of them saw this jug of 
gasoline when they took things from the baby’s dresser.
And then the police bomb squad arrived and took over 
the house, and then they produced the gasoline.”

Malcolm’s widow Betty corroborates her sister-in- 
law’s version of events. “Only someone in the uniform 
of a fireman or policeman could have planted the bottle 
of gasoline on my baby’s dresser,” she told the author.
“It was to make it appear as if we had bombed our 
own home.”

At a press conference on Wednesday, February 17th 
at the Hotel Theresa, Malcolm said that an official of 
the Fire Department had privately admitted to him 
that someone had placed the gasoline on his child’s 
dresser. “Fire Marshall [naming him] met me at the 
[Rochester] airport later and said that yes, it had been 
planted there.” Malcolm told the press that:

“We are demanding an immediate investigation by 
the FBI of the bombing. We feel a conspiracy has been 
entered into at the local level, with some local police, 
firemen and press. Neither I, nor my wife and child, 
have insurance, and we stand in no way to gain from 
the bombing. . . . My attorney has instructed me and 
my wife to submit to a lie detector test and will ask 
that the same test be given to police and firemen at the 
scene.”

Malcolm charged in his concluding remarks at the 
press conference that “the police in this country know 
what is going on—this conspiracy leads to my death.”

No metropolitan newspaper reported Malcolm’s press 
conference and his allegations of police culpability.

“The press gives the impression that I’m jiving about 
this thing,” he bitterly told a New York Times reporter 
three days before his murder. “They ignore the evi
dence and the actual attempts.”

The press handled the story of the bombing in such a 
way that the public either really believed Malcolm 
bombed his own home to gain a few headlines or auto
matically assumed that his old enemies, the Muslims, 
had committed the act.

As far as the possibility of Muslim involvement goes, 
it was not in character for even the Muslims to fire-bomb
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a home full of children; they might have tried to attack 
Malcolm alone, but their modus operandum would not 
include wiping out his family in the process.

And if, as also might be assumed, the Muslims 
were merely trying to terrorize Malcolm without kill
ing any one, it was unlikely they would have picked 
that particular house as their target. The building 
belonged to the Muslims, and just two weeks before, 
Malcolm had been ordered to vacate it; the day after 
the bombing Malcolm’s appeal for a stay of eviction was 
rejected by Civil Court Justice Maurice Weil and title 
returned to the Muslims.

However deep their thirst for revenge, the Muslims 
arc first and foremost good businessmen; they do not 
bomb their own property.

Malcolm spent the last days of his life desperately 
trying to convince the press and pubic that whoever 
was out to get him (and he no longer believed it was 
the Muslims) really meant business. But no one would 
listen to him.

Malcolm applied at the 28th precinct for a pistol per
mit to protect himself and his family but he was 
turned down.

A week later, as Malcolm’s widow Betty left Bellevue 
Morgue after identifying her husband’s body, she told 
newsmen in a bitter, tear-choked voice:

“The police and press were unfair. No one believed 
what he said. They never took him seriously. Even 
after the bombing of our house they said he did it 
himself.” Her voice broke. “Now what are they going 
to do—say that he shot himself?”

The fire-bombing convinced Malcolm that Washing
ton was out to liquidate him. “It was no accident that I 
was barred from France, and ten hours after I arrived 
back home my home was bombed.” he declared at his 
February 17th press conference. Malcolm revealed that 
he had sent a telegram to Secretary of State Rusk 
lodging an official protest, charging that the govern
ment “had no intention to help me or protect my life.” 

A few days before his assassination he met with Alex 
Haley for the last time. Haley reports in the Epilogue 
to Malcolm's Autobiography that Malcolm no longer 
thought it was the Muslims who were trying to kill 
him. “Things have happened . . . that are bigger than 
what they can do,” he told Haley. “Things have gone 
beyond that.”

His sister, Ella Collins, told me that “On the day 
before his death, which was a Saturday, we spent the 
day together. He discussed the fact that the way his 
house was bombed, and his being barred from France, 
led him to believe that the plotters of his death were 
much bigger than the Muslims. In discussing the fire
bombing we both agreed that, with our experience of 
black people’s methods of revenge on each other, this 
was not the work of black people.”

She again warned her brother to leave the country 
while he could and reports that Malcolm reluctantly 
agreed, primarily in order to safeguard his family.

“I said to him then, and I believe now,” Mrs. Collins 
said, “that his move to take the race issue to the UN 
would cause his death. . . .  To take the American black 
problem into the United Nations, after gaining respect 
from the Afro-Asian and European world, this would 
have brought about a day of reckoning for the United 
States Government. And this was why he was killed. 
Had not he mentioned going into the United Nations
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they would have allowed him to live, maybe later find
ing some way to incriminate him and send him to jail 
to get him out of the way.”

One day before his death Malcolm phoned Alex Haley. 
It was their last contact.

"His voice was hoarse and seemed agitated,” Haley 
writes. “It was obvious that he was under a great strain. 
He wanted to tell me something.. He said that there 
were other groups and interests beside the Muslims 
who were seeking his death.”

Malcolm said to Haley that “I know what they (the 
Muslims] can do and what they can’t, and they can’t 
do some of the stuff recently going on.”

Haley adds that, “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.’ ” To 
Haley, who was not privy to Malcolm’s political plans, 
it was an “odd, abrupt change of subject”—in fact, 
Malcolm was telling his friend the reason he was going 
to die.

The night before his assassination Malcolm stayed 
at the New York Hilton Hotel. (After the bombing of 
their house, his family had been put up by friends in 
Queens.) Alex Haley recounts in his Epilogue to Mal
colm’s Autobiography that, after he checked in and 
was given a room on the 12th floor:

•“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, would never 
answer that question concerning any guest . . . the 
bellmen quickly notifid the hotel’s security chief. From 
then until Malcolm X checked out the next day, extra 
security vigilance was continuously maintained on the 
12th floor. During that time, Malcolm X left the room 
only once.”

The two men may just have been part of Malcolm’s 
routine surveillance pattern—or they could have rep
resented something more sinister. (Malcolm was tailed 
by whites and blacks alike—the CIA makes a point of 
recruiting black agents at colleges and universities, 
both for use in Africa and to keep tabs on troublesome 
Negroes at home.)

Malcolm himself seems to have felt the noose tight
ening around his neck. His widow Betty told me that 
“My husband sensed something the night before he 
was murdered. He called me and said there were ‘loads 
of police around the Hilton’ and said he would tell me 
more when he saw me. I never saw him again.”

The next morning Malcolm was awakened in his hotel 
room by the ringing of the telephone. He picked up 
the receiver. “Wake up, brother,” a man’s voice said 
softly. There was a click and the phone went dead. Be
fore he left the hotel he phoned his wife and sister and 
mentioned the call.

Malcolm prided himself on his ability to distinguish 
Negro and ‘Caucasian’ voices. “That was a white man’s 
voice,” he told his wife.

To his sister, Ella, his last words were: “You pray 
for me, Ella, because I firmly believe now I need it 
more than I’ve ever needed it before. So you ask Allah 
to guide me, because I feel they may have me doomed 
for this day.”

“Not this day,” his sister told him. “Yes, this day,” 
Malcolm said quietly.

Four hours later he was dead.
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One basic fact emerges ineluctably from the tangled 
skein of events surrounding Malcolm’s murder: he 
could not have been killed without the assistance—de
liberate or otherwise—of the New York Police Dept.

At all his previous meetings at the Audubon Ball
room the building had swarmed with police, assigned 
both to protect Malcolm and stave off any clashes be
tween his followers and Black Muslims. But at the 
meeting on Sunday, February 21st, one week after his 
house had been fire-bombed, the usual police detail was 
nowhere in evidence.

Mrs. Patricia M. Russell, a psychiatric social worker, 
wrote an eye-witness account of the assassination for 
the February 27th Baltimore Afro-American. Discuss
ing her arrival at the ballroom ten or fifteen minutes 
before Malcolm was gunned down, she reports: “The 
area in front of the ballroom was clear of policemen. 
There was not one officer in sight.”

Another eyewitness, journalist Herman Porter, told 
me: “I arrived at 2:15, and it struck me as strange 
that there was such an absence of police. I had attend
ed every one of Malcolm’s Harlem rallies in the year 
since he broke with the Muslims, and at all of them 
there were at least half a dozen policemen standing 
outside of the downstairs entrence, or just inside the 
door. On this occasion I didn’t see anyone.”

But there teas one uniformed policeman inside the 
building. During the trial of Malcolm’s alleged assas
sins one of the witnesses was Patrolman Gilbert Henry. 
Some significant facts emerged in his testimony.

Henry testified that he had been assigned to the 
Audubon Ballroom on the day of the assassination. 
But instead of being stationed at the entrance or in 
the lobby, as at all previous meetings. Henry was told 
to conceal himself in the Ballroom’s Rose Room, some 
distance from the main auditorium where Malcolm 
was to speak.

Patrolman Henry testified that he had been told to 
stay where he could not be seen and communicate by 
walkie-talkie with a police detail concealed across the 
street in the Columbia Presbyterian Medical Center, 
the hospital complex where Malcolm’s body was taken 
after the shooting.

Henry was told to notify the police in the hospital 
“if anything happened”—such as shots or other sounds 
of trouble. Before Henry could go any further, or be 
asked why the police expected trouble on that particu
lar day, the Assistant District Attorney choked off the 
line of questioning and hustled Henry off the stand. 
The moribund defense attorneys never recalled him.

Immediately after the assassination police officials 
piously assured the public that they had tried to give 
Malcolm protection, but were rebuffed. One day after 
the murder Ted Poston of the A7eta York Post reported 
an interview with Mrs. Betty Shabazz, Malcolm’s wid
ow, in the course of which they stopped to listen to 
television coverage of the assassination.

“It was an ABC-TV round-up last night on the 
assassination,” Poston wrote in the February 23rd 
Post, “and the attractive, round-faced young woman 
looked on impassively as Deputy Police Commissioner 
Walter Arm was saying ‘Of course we offered Malcolm 
X police protection many times—as late as the day his 
house was bombed—but he always refused it.’ Not a
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flicker of expression crossed her face as she murmured 
softly: ‘That’s a lie.’ ”

And Alex Haley commented, “Deputy Police Com
missioner Arm’s statement that Malcolm X refused 
police protection conflicts directly with the statements 
of many of his associates that during the week pre
ceding the assassination Malcolm X complained re
peatedly that the police would not take his requests for 
protection seriously.”

The point, of course, is that it is the police’s duty 
to protect a man in Malcolm’s position whether or not 
he sends them a formal invitation. When a man’s house 
is bombed and he and his family almost incinerated, 
police protection is automatic and unsolicited. Except, 
of course, when the man is Malcolm X.

(When George Lincoln Rockwell, who prides himself 
on never requesting police protection, arrived in New 
York City for a public meeting on February 10, 1066, 
the S7cw York Times reported that “a small army of 
police and plainclothesmen, including 18 mounted po
licemen, turned out to keep order . . . Rockwell was 
closely guarded. . . .”)

Malcolm himself had previously been given heavy 
police protection without asking for it. Alex Haley re
ports one instance where Malcolm went to court to 
contest the order to vacate his house in Queens and 
was guarded by “twenty uniformed policemen and 
twelve plainclothes detectives.”

If there were no uniformed policemen to protect 
Malcolm, there seems to have been a contingent of 
plainclothesmen in the audience. Their role in events 
deserves closer scrutiny. Under the headline, “Members 
of City’s Secret Police Unit Saw Malcolm Shot,” the 
Herald Tribune’s Milton Lewis reported on February 
23rd that:

“ ‘Several’ undercover plainclothesmen were in the 
uptown meeting hall at the time Malcolm was shot dead 
there. . . . According to a high police official, ‘several’ 
members of its outstanding unit, the highly secretive 
Bureau of Special Services (BOSS) were in the Audu
bon Ballroom. . . .

"It is no secret that BOSS police—who never wear 
uniforms—have credentials to cover almost any situa
tion. so that if they were required to have a card or 
emblem of the Black Nationalist sect it is a safe bet 
they had them.”

A police official told Lewis, “It is sufficient to say that 
we had him covered.”

If BOSS agents were in the ballroom—either as 
members of the audience or infiltrators in Malcolm’s 
organization—they did not lift a finger to protect him 
or to apprehend his killers.

In defending themselves against charges of negli
gence or complicity, the police claim the assassination 
took them by surprise. (This, despite the fire-bombing 
attempt on Malcolm’s life one week before.) In fact, 
the N.Y. Police Department was informed that an at
tempt was to be made on Malcolm’s life well in advance 
of the assassination.

The day after Malcolm’s murder the Chicago police 
force revealed that when Malcolm had visited Chicago 
in December, 1965 the Los Angeles police intelligence 
unit relayed a warning that plans were afoot to have 
Malcolm “killed publicly.” At the press conference in
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Chicago police headquarters Captain William Duffy, 
head of the city’s police intelligence division, and Sgt. 
Edward McClellan of the Division's subversion unit, 
revealed that they had warned New York of a possible 
murder attempt on Malcolm.

According to the N.Y. Times of Feb. 22, “Sgt. Mc
Clellan said today at the police headquarters news 
conference that Malcolm said December 31 that he 
feared he was being stalked for death here, and the 
New York Police were alerted” (emphasis added). The 
Journal-American reported on February 22nd that 
“According to the police spokesmen, the department 
knew in mid-January that an attempt was to be made 
on Malcolm’s life.”

There is only one explanation that fits all aspects of 
the New York police department’s behavior, including 
its attempt to blame Malcolm for the bombing of his 
own home: Certain high echelons of the department, 
most likely including officials of BOSS, knew of the 
assassination attempt and wanted to insure its success.

Thus, when the first murder try failed, and Malcolm 
survived the fire-bombing of his house, it was essential 
for the police to play down the seriousness of the attack. 
If the public really believed an assassination attempt 
had been made against Malcolm, pressure would have 
been brought to bear on the police to protect him; and 
with a second assassination effort already under way, 
the conspirators could not afford this.

So it was claimed, and a good many people believed, 
that the whole thing had been a publicity stunt rigged 
by Malcolm himself; when he argued otherwise and de
manded protection, he was coolly ignored by the press.

The police role in the murder itself was apparently 
a passive one—they just stayed away and left an clear 
field for the assassins. (It is unlikely that the murder
ers would have gunned Malcolm down in broad daylight 
before 400 people unless someone in a position of 
authority had assured them they would not have to 
worry about police interference.)

Thus the unsuspecting Patrolman Henry was secreted 
in the Rose Room of the Audubon Ballroom and told to 
report back to his superiors w’hen he heard shots.

On the basis of all the available evidence, elements of 
the New York Police Department were willing accom
plices in the assassination of Malcolm X.

Despite police cooperation, the assassination was not 
an unqualified success. One of the assassins, Talmadge 
Hayer, 22, of Patterson, New Jersey, was shot in the 
leg as he fled the ballroom, allegedly by Malcolm X’s 
secretary, Reuben Francis. Hayer was trapped by a 
mob and almost torn apart before he was arrested by 
two policemen whose squad car had been cruising in 
the neighborhood.

(They evidently had not been tipped off to stay clear 
of the ballroom.)

Hayer had a clip of .45 bullets in his pocket which 
matched one of the murder guns found on the scene, 
and his thumprint was later found on the remains of 
the smoke-bomb exploded as a diversion in the rear 
of the ballroom. There is no doubt of his guilt.

The capture of Hayer must have been a severe blow 
to the organizers of the assassination. Would he talk? 
If the mob had beaten him to death, or if the “right” 
cops had taken him into custody, there would have been 
no problem. But now, with the splotlight of publicity 
on him, Hayer would have to stand trial.
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And there were no Jack Rubys around to silence him. 
The police may have tried a more subtle method; 

police surgeons were instructed to leave the bullet in 
Hayer’s leg for several weeks, although there was no 
medical reason why he could not have been operated on 
immediately. Was someone hoping that complications 
would set in and Hayer would die “naturally” ? When 
he only grew stronger, the bullet was finally removed.

There is some evidence that another of the murderers 
was caught by the mob, but this time police authorities 
got to him in time, covered up his traces and spirited 
him to safety. The first (City) edition of the New York 
Times reported the murder on Monday morning, Feb
ruary 22nd, with the subhead: “Police Hold Two For 
Questioning.” The Times revealed that, in addition to 
Hayer, a second man had been apprehended:

“Patrolman Thomas Hoy, 22, said he had been sta
tion outside the 166th Street entrance when ‘I heard the 
shooting and the place exploded.’ He rushed in, saw 
Malcolm lying on the stage and ‘grabbed a suspect’ who 
he said some people were chasing. ‘As I brought him 
to the front of the ballroom, the crowd began beating 
me and the suspect,’ Patrolman Hoy said. He said he 
put this man—not otherwise identified later for news
men—into a police car to be taken to the Wadsworth 
Avenue station.”

Here, clearly, is a man whom both Patrolman Hoy 
and the crowd had good reason to believe was involved 
in the assassination. And yet, from that moment on, no 
more is heard of him.

Someone had sent out word that the subject was to 
be dropped, and the press apparently obeyed. For in 
the Late City edition of the New York Times, which is 
printed only 3 or 4 hours later, the earlier subhead, 
“Police Hold Two For Questioning,” has been changed 
to “One Is Held in Killing.”

A similar feat of legerdemain occurred in the New 
York Herald Tribune. In the first (City) edition of the 
Tribune, put to press early Sunday evening, the sub
head under the lead article by Jimmy Breslin on the 
assassination is “Police Rescue Two Suspects.”

Breslin reports in his story that the first suspect, 
Hayer, had been taken to Bellevue Prison ward while 
“the other suspect was taken to the Wadsworth Avenue 
precinct, where the city’s top policemen immediately 
converged and began one of the heaviest homicide in
vestigations this city has ever seen.

But in the next (Late City) edition of the Tribune, 
the subhead has been changed to “Police Rescue One 
Suspect” and all mention of the second suspect has been 
edited out of Breslin’s story.

What makes the case of this “mystery suspect” even 
more intriguing is the evidence that he was not a 
Negro, but appeared to be Puerto Rican or Cuban. In 
an article on Malcolm's death in the October, 1965 
issue of Ebony Magazine, Allan Morrison asks, “What 
happened to the ‘thin-lipped, olive-skinned Latin-look- 
ing man’ who emptied a pistol in the direction of the 
stage and was rescued by the police from a near lynch
ing at the hands of Malcolm’s followers?”

Morrison’s description of the “mystery suspect,” cor
roborated by eyewitnesses at the murder scene, tables 
almost word for word with Malcolm’s description of a 
man who had tailed him through London and was on the 
plane that returned him to New York one week before
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his death. “He was a tight-lipped, olive-skinned type 
with ferret eyes,” Malcolm reported.

He knew that the CIA employs many Cuban exiles 
in its overseas activities, and often denounced the CIA- 
supplied Cuban exile pilots who flew for Tshombe’s 
mercenary air force against the Congolese rebels.)

Malcolm’s sister Ella told me that “members of his 
group who had this man in their hands have passed 
things on to me. When they were about to attack him 
further, a policeman pulled a gun and told them that if 
they attacked this man he would shoot.

“Then the police rushed him to a police car and, 
according to one member, told him to get down be
tween the seats. Then they raced away.

“It was told me by several people that this man 
looked like a Cuban or Puerto Rican, he looked like a 
foreigner. I got good descriptions from two people in 
particular. They said he was wearing a turtle-neck 
sweater and was very thin-lipped.”

Why has this man disappeared from sight? Why have 
the police never identified him, or attempted to explain 
the reasons for his arrest? I have repeatedly tried to 
contact the arresting officer, Patrolman Hoy, at Wads
worth Avenue and neighboring precincts, but he too 
seems to have become a non-person. There are two ex
planations for the mystery ‘suspect’ that make sense. 
One is that, as seems likely, the police were cooperating 
with the assassins, and did everything possible to pro
tect them. The other is that the man was one of the 
ubiquitous BOSS agents sprinkled throughout the 
audience, and once he was identified at the Wadsworth 
Ave. precinct, the police acted to protect his “cover.”

But in that case, why did the mob believe he had shot 
Malcolm?

Another question about the assassination that needs 
answering deals with the two members of the audience 
who were wounded. The New York Times reported on 
February 23, 1965 that: “The spectators who were 
wounded—William Harris of 614 Oak Tree Place, the 
Bronx and William Parker of 23-05 30th Avenue, As
toria, Queens—were reported in satisfactory condition 
last night at Columbia Presbyterian Medical Center.”

After a few brief subsequent references, the press 
seemed to lose interest in Harris and Parker, and they 
dropped out of sight as completely as the “mystery sus
pect.” But it seems important to know more about any
one who was wounded during the shooting; the one 
assassin captured as the scene, Talmadge Hayer, was 
shot by one of Malcolm’s followers, and other of the 
assassins may have been similarly wounded.

The first of the two men, William Parker, can be 
safely ruled out as a murder suspect, not only because 
he was a follower of Malcolm (the CIA and New York 
Police had infiltrated Malcolm’s organization) but be
cause he brought his 4-year-old son with him to the 
meeting. Parker was apparently wounded in the foot by 
a shotgun pellet as he tried to protect his son during 
the shooting.

The case of William Harris is more intriguing. Har
ris was shot in the right side as he was running from 
the ballroom, and was hospitalized in serious condition. 
(The bullet that wounded him, Harris told me in a 
guarded interview, came from a .32, the same calibre 
bullet as hit Talmadge Hayer.)

The New York Times reported on February 24th that
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Assistant Chief Inspector Joseph L. Coyle, In charge 
of Manhattan North detectives, “said that William 
Harris, who was in the hospital with a bullet wound in 
the abdomen, refused to say anything except that he 
would take care of his own problems.”

The brief Times report was the last mention in the 
press of William Harris. One would have assumed that 
the case of a man seriously wounded during Malcolm’s 
murder would be, if nothing else, good human interest 
fcopy—but not in this case.

As the police “investigation” of Malcolm’s murder 
got underway, there was a weird sequel to the assassin
ation.

Leon Ameer, Malcolm’s New England representa
tive, traveled from Boston to New York immediately 
after the assassination to confer with Malcolm’s aides.
He charged that Malcolm had been killed by “the power 
structure” and urged that a mediator confer with 
Elijah Muhammad and members of Malcolm’s OOAU 
to bring the two organizations closer together. There 
were some indications that Ameer might be Malcolm’s 
successor in the OOAU.

(A week before his death Malcolm had warned, “If 
my life is worth three cents, then Leon’s is worth two 
cents.”)

On March 13, 1965 Ameer delivered a scathing speech 
before the Boston Miliant Labor Forum, a branch of 
the Socialist Workers Party. “I have facts in my pos
session as to who really killed Malcolm,” he told the 
meeting. “The killers aren’t from Chicago [Muslim 
headquarters]. They're from Washington.”

He promised to hold a press conference in the near 
future to reveal evidence proving the “power struc
ture’s” responsibility, including documents and tape- 
recordings he had been given by Malcolm before his 
assassination.

“I know my life is worth nothing,” Ameer told the 
audience. The next morning his dead body was dis
covered by a chambermaid in his room at Boston’s 
Sherry Biltmore Hotel.

He had died of strangulation.
The police immediately announced that the cause of 

death was an epileptic fit. But Ameer’s wife revealed 
her husband had a complete medical checkup just one 
month before—“and there was no hint of epilepsy.”
She also disclosed that when her husband’s body was 
discovered, his blackened tongue protruded between his 
lips; in an epileptic seizure severe enough to cause 
death, the tongue is generally swallowed, causing as
phyxiation.

Mrs. Ella Collins, Malcolm’s sister, who lives in Bos
ton and knew Ameer well, told me: “I firmly believe 
that Leon Ameer was assassinated.. . .  In Boston every
thing was kept very quiet. The police hushed it all up.”
Mrs. Collins added, “I spoke to his wife on the tele
phone. She said that she’d been married to him for 11 
years, and he’d never had an epileptic fit of any kind.
But that’s what the police kept telling her did it.”

The slaying of Leon Ameer was an object lesson to 
Malcolm’s other aides. Earl Grant, who had in his 
possession most of Malcolm’s tapes and files, fled with 
them to Ghana. James Shabazz, his #2 man, dropped 
out of sight. Reuben Francis, his secretary, who had 
been indicted for shooting Talmadge Hayer, jumped 
bail and went into hiding.
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Ed Fisher’s Page

What the hell do they mean, ‘black power!’ . . .**

Hut, Comrade I’ao, what if we were to produce 
one of those ‘flexible new leaders’

Dean Rusk is counting on?”

“—I can get you LSD in a 
sugar cube, or, if you're 
counting calories . .

“If God is dead, how come we’re 
not allowed to pray in school?”

“Take it, Norbert, and bear it well; your great-grand
father carried it against the Lincoln administration.”

“We’re not trying to get a confession. 
W'e’re just beating you up.”
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Eight months later he was arrested by the FBI 
while the trial of Malcolm’s three alleged assassins was 
in progress, but he was never allowed to testify despite 
the vital importance of his testimony to the case 
against Hayer. His present whereabouts, and the dis
position of the charges against him, are a complete 
mystery. For those who had been close to Malcolm, 
silence became equivalent to survival.

The capture of Talmadge Hayer at the murder scene 
placed the police in a difficult position. He would have 
to stand trial, with all the risks that entailed. But all 
eyewitness reports of the assassination indicated that 
a total of 5 gunmen had been involved.

Initial press reports of the assassination also re
ported that five men were involved; thus the N.Y. Post 
stated on February 23 that "four alleged Hayer ac
complices who vanished from the ballroom are still at 
large" and the Herald Tribune reported the same day 
that "at least five men were believed to have taken part 
in the plot."

If only one man were tried for the murder the police 
would be admitting incompetence and might stir up 
latent doubts about their own role in events. In order 
to reassure the public, scapegoats had to be found who 
could be framed for the murder and made to stand trial 
along with Hayer. Fortunately for the police, two such 
men were ready at hand.

Two enforcers for Black Muslim Mosque #7 in Har
lem, Thomas (15X) Johnson and Norman (3X) Butler, 
had been arrested in December, 1964 for the shooting 
of a Muslim defector, Benjamin Brown. (Brown was 
not seriously wounded.) At the time of Malcolm’s as
sassination they were both out on bail awaiting trial 
on assault charges.

Here, someone in the police department seems to 
have realized, were the two perfect patsys. The public 
would have no difficulty believing them capable of Mal
colm’s murder; had they not already attempted to kill 
another Muslim defector, of much less importance? It 
was decided to throw Butler and Johnson into the pot 
with Hayer.

After going through the motions of an “intensive 
investigation," Butler was arre.sted on February 26th 
and Johnson on March 3rd. The police went to fantastic 
lengths to convince the public the two men were dan
gerous criminals.

After Butler, an alleged karate expert, was arrested 
a story was given to the press that when he had been 
apprehended a month earlier for the shooting of Brown 
the police had approached him wearing steel alloy face 
masks as protection against his karate attacks. Before 
he was subdued, the police handout claimed, Butler 
had cracked the mask of one cop with a single karate 
chop. This fairy talc soon evaporated.

Reporters who had accompanied the arresting officers 
revealed the whole story as a complete fabrication.

When Hayer, Johnson and Butler were finally brought 
to trial in January, 1966, almost a year after Malcolm’s 
murder, the prosecution contended that Butler and 
Hayer had created the diversion in the center of the 
auditorium, while Johnson felled Malcolm with a shot
gun blast. Butler and Hayer then were supposed to 
have run towards the stage firing with pistols at Mal
colm’s prone body.
18

However, all reliable eyewitness evidence indicates 
that 4 men were actually involved: one who caused the 
diversion in the middle of the ballroom and didn’t par
ticipate in the shooting, another who fired a shotgun 
from the fourth row and two men in the first row who 
emptied their pistols into Malcolm as he fell to the 
stage. There was one way to conclusively determine the 
actual number of assassins. Peter Kihss reported in the 
N.Y. Times on Feb. 25, 1965 that "the police were in 
possession of motion pictures that had been taken at 
the Audubon Ballroom . . . where the killing took place."
These films would have been invaluable evidence—but 
there has been no further mention of them by press or 
police. They have dropped out of sight as suddenly and 
thoroughly as the ‘mystery suspect’ who may well have 
appeared in the film along with his four accomplices.

Hayer’s guilt was conclusively demonstrated at the 
trial, both through evidence such as his thumbprints 
on the remains of the smoke-bomb and through reliable 
witnesses who identified him as one of the gunmen.
But the case Assistant District Attorney Vincent Der- 
mody presented against Butler and Johnson was in
credibly weak.

No material evidence linked them to the crime; their 
guilt rested solely on the testimony of 10 witnesses, 
carefully hand-picked by the DA’s office from among 
the 400 people who attended the meeting where Mal
colm was killed. Four of these witnesses identified 
Johnson and six identified Butler. The testimony of 
every one of these prosecution witnesses is riddled with 
evasions, distortions and outright lies.

They were all carefully coached and manipulated 
throughout by the police and the District Attorney’s 
office, and those most important to the DA’s case were 
arrested on a variety of trumped-up charges prior to 
their testimony. Out on bail at the time of the trial, 
such witnesses knew that their fate depended on how 
closely they cooperated with the prosecution.

The most telling of the witnesses against Butler and 
Johnson were Cary Thomas and Charles Blackwell, 
both of whom corroborated the prosecution case in 
every detail. In the chaos that accompanied the shoot
ing both Thomas and Blackwell claimed to have seen 
everything happen just as the prosecution said it did, 
and identified Hayer, Butler and Johnson as the three 
assassins.

Cary Thomas, the "star witness,” had been held in 
jail under $50,000 bond since March, 1965. He identi
fied Hayer and Butler as the two men who caused the 
disturbance in the center of the ballroom. He testified 
they then charged to the stage firing at Malcolm with 
revolvers. Thomas added that he also saw Johnson 
standing near the stage with a sawed-off shotgun in his 
hand.

Thomas’ testimony fitted the prosecution case letter- 
perfectly, and veteran trial reporters told this author, 
who attended the trial daily for six weeks, that his testi
mony was vital in turning the jury against Butler and 
Johnson. (The jury itself never took notes, and as the 
trial’s seemingly interminable evidence droned on, sev
eral members could be seen dozing in the jury box.)

Thomas’ own role in events was rather clouded. As 
one of Malcolm’s bodyguards it was his duty to protect 
his leader’s life, with his own if necessary. But, as the 
Post reported on January 27, 1966:

"His had not been the role of the hero on the day
The Realist
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of the slaying. . . .  He had been strategically placed in 
the Audubon Ballroom, and by his own admission 
armed with a .357 Magnum pistol. He testified that he 
had been carrying a gun since he was 15. . . . But the 
initial round of rapid fire had sent him scurrying for 
cover under the table.”

There are a number of interesting facets to Cary 
Thomas’ testimony. For one thing, in the days after 
the shooting he never mentioned to Malcolm’s widow 
or any other of Malcolm’s friends and associates with 
whom he was in close contact that he had seen all the 
assassins clearly and could identify them. It was only 
after March 2nd, when he was arrested by the police, 
that his story began to take shape.

For a ‘‘star witness,” Thomas’ own background 
hardly induces faith in his veracity.

The defense attempted to introduce into testimony 
a psychiatric report from Bellevue on Thomas, who 
had been hospitalized in 19G3 after he ran through the 
streets screaming: ‘T did not kill Jesus Christ! I did 
not kill Jesus Christ!” The judge refused to admit the 
report into evidence.

By his own admission Thomas had been a heroin 
addict and. at a time he was supposed to be a member 
of the rigidly puritanical Black Muslims, an alcoholic.

The most interesting thing about Thomas (which 
the inept, court-appointed defense attorneys did not 
impress upon the jurors), was the peculiar genesis of 
his testimony. When he testified before the Grand Jury 
that first indicted the three defendants in March, 1965, 
he told an entirely different story.

At the trial in January, 1966 he testified that Hayer 
and Butler caused the diversion, while Johnson fired 
the shotgun. But in his earlier Grand Jury testimony 
he swore under oath that Johnson and Butler caused 
the diversion, while Hayer fired the shotgun. This fitted 
the early police version of the murder.

But after the .45 bullets in Hayer’s pocket were traced 
to one of the murder weapons this story had to change, 
so Johnson became the shotgun-wielder and Hayer was 
shoved back into the audience with Butler. Cary 
Thomas willingly switched stories, perjuring himself 
in the process.

(The hold the police had over Thomas was powerful. 
While he was initially held as a material witness to the 
shooting he was placed in alimony jail, a relaxed, bar
racks-style detention center. But in June, 1965 he ap
plied for release. The police promptly accused him of 
committing arson while in the alimony jail, and he was 
transferred to a regular prison. After that he caused 
no more trouble, and willingly played out his role as 
‘‘star witness” against Butler and Johnson.)

The only other witness to identify all three co-de
fendants as being involved was Charles Blackwell, and 
he too gave an entirely different story to the Grand 
Jury. Like Thomas, Blackwell was one of Malcolm’s 
bodyguards. He was stationed at the left-hand side of 
the stage when the shooting began.

Blackwell at first gave signs of being as much a 
“star witness” as Cary Thomas. He followed the prose
cution version of events right down the line, and con
veyed an impression of quiet integrity.

He told the court that Hayer and Butler started the 
diversion in the middle of the ballroom and ran to
wards him firing at Malcolm. He then heard a shotgun 
blast right behind him but did not see who fired it. As
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he moved to stop the two men, Butler pointed his pistol 
at him and he fell to the floor.

When they turned to flee, Blackwell testified, he 
chased after them, and as he ran down the aisle in pur
suit he saw a man ‘‘looking startled, or frightened,” 
who then turned and ran into the Ladies’ Lounge. He 
identified this man as Johnson. (W’hy, in the aftermath 
of a shooting that had thrown the entire ballroom into 
hysteria, he would stop to notice a man who appeared 
“startled, or frightened" was never brought out.)

With minor variations, Blackwell’s story echoed the 
testimony of “star witness” Cary Thomas, and his gen
eral demeanor and his calm, sincere voice favorably 
impressed the court. But Charles Blackwell's luster was 
quickly tarnished.

It was revealed that in his Grand Jury testimony on 
March 9, 1965 he too had told a totally different story. 
There he testified that Hayer and Butler were sitting 
in the front row, and that two other men had created 
the disturbance in the middle of the ballroom, neither 
of whom he could identify. He told the Grand Jury that 
he had never seen anyone shooting a t anybody.

Q: "Did you see anybody fire a gun?”
A: “No, I didn’t.”
But at the trial he gave a detailed and dramatic de

scription of Hayer and Butler pumping bullets into 
Malcolm. The only part of his Grand Jury testimony 
which he repeated in the courtroom was his identifica
tion of Johnson as the “startled, frightened man” who 
had fled into the powder room.

When trapped in his contradictory testimony, Black- 
well tried to justify his perjury before the Grand 
Jury (he was, he said, telling the truth a t the trial) on 
the grounds that he had not wanted to admit that Buler 
and Hayer had been sitting right beside him and he 
had done nothing to stop them.

“I was ashamed to say I left my post,” Blackwell 
said, “and that I went to the floor when IButlerl 
pointed his gun at me. I didn’t want anyone to know.” 
When he was asked if he had lied in his Grand Jury 
testimony, Blackwell replied, “Yes, I did.”

The jury had at best a choice of perjuries, but for 
some arcane reason apparently chose to believe that 
Blackwell was telling the truth in his courtroom testi
mony. Veteran crime reporters at the trial told me that, 
next to Cary Thomas, Blackwell’s testimony was the 
most important factor in swinging the ju ry  against 
Butler and Johnson.

The other three witnesses who identified Johnson, 
and the five who identified Butler, were even less be
lievable and more contradictory than the two “star 
witnesses,” Cary Thomas and Charles Blackwell.

A case in point: Edward DiPina, a 70-year-old floor 
waxer, dramatically left the stand to point an identify
ing finger a t Norman Butler. He had, according to Di- 
Pina, definitely been one of the assassins. DePina was 
a dignified and good-natured old man, and his testi
mony at first appeared impressive. But not for long. 
Under cross-examination he firmly identified one of the 
defense attorneys, Charles T. Beauers, as the detective 
who drove him to Bellevue Hospital to identify the 
wounded Hayer. Kven after his mistake was pointed 
out to him .he continued to insist that his identification 
was correct. From then on he contradicted himself on 
every major point of his testimony, floundering path
etically in the witness box. The consensus of the trial
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reporters was that senility had triumphed over the 
DA’s coaching.

(We were all a bit grateful to DePina, however, for 
adding the sole note of humor to the proceedings. At 
one point, when it was brought out by the defense that 
he had been arrested some time ago for knifing a wom
an in upstate New York. DePina was asked what kind 
of a knife he had used. He thought a moment, obvi
ously confused, and then smiled brightly. “Just a sec
ond, I'll show you,” he said and pulled a heavy clasp 
knife from his pocket, its long blade glinting brightly. 
The old man was so pleased with himself that the 
Judge didn’t have the heart to even reprimand him.)

DePina was an alien, originally from Portugal's Cape 
Verde Islands, and he testified that he had joined Mal
colm’s OAAU in an effort to get enough money to re
turn home. He received no financing from Malcolm’s 
group but he boasted on the witness stand that “ I’m 
going back soon now.” The more cynical reporters as
sumed that the DA had promised him return fare if he 
“cooperated” in his testimony. If so, DA Dermody must 
have wanted his money back after the mess the old 
man made of things.

Another typical witness was Vernal Temple, a 23- 
year-old dishwasher who identified Butler and Johnson 
as two of the assassins. He said lie had whirled to face 
the men after he heard shots somewhere behind him. He 
suffered from an ear-drum defect that had impaired 
his hearing since the age of two; he had great trouble 
hearing the questions of attorneys standing a few feet 
away from him. But, he said, his hearing had been per
fect on the day of the assassination.

He was able to identify Johnson, he testified, because 
he had seen him once before in 1962, at a Muslim con
vention in Chicago. He couldn’t remember anything else 
about the convention—where he stayed, what his bus 
fare was, even the name of a friend of his who had 
loaned him the bus fare. But he clearly remembered 
Johnson, whom he had seen only once 4 years before 
in a crowded auditorium!

Witnesses like Thomas, Blackwell, DePina and Tem
ple could have been slashed to ribbons by any first-year 
law student. But Johnson and Butler’s court-appointed 
“defense” attorneys, after a few tepid forays, always 
let them off the hook.

One unusual aspect of the trial was the introduction 
of two “secret witnesses.” During their testimony, 
spectators and press alike were barred from the court
room.

George Barner reported in the Amsterdam News on 
February 12, 1966 that the hearing of secret witnesses 
at the trial “marked the first remembered time when 
RUch a step had been taken in a homicide in the 26- 
year-old Criminal Courts building at 100 Center Street. 
And only one other such exclusion could be recalled 
there for any other type of trial: the Mickey Jelkc-Pat 
Ward vice hearing several years ago.” (At the Jelke 
trial the press and public were barred when the name 
of a high Washington official was about to be entered 
into evidence.)

I subsequently learned the name of the two mystery 
witnesses.

The first was Ronald Timberlake, and he told the 
closed court he was an employee of the Transit Author
ity. The TA personnel office have.no such employee 
listed on their records, substantiating speculation
20

among trial reporters that “Timberlake” was in actu
ality an undercover police agent.

The second “secret witness” was named Sullivan. He 
is an FBI agent.

The nature of the two men's testimony, beyond the 
fact that it was detrimental to defendant Butler, has 
never been made public, in the best tradition of “Star 
Chamber” proceedings.

Butler argued in his defense that he had been at 
heme the afternoon of the assassination, suffering 
from an inflamed vein in his right leg. Dr. Kenneth 
Seslove of Jacobi Hospital in the Bronx testified that 
the morning of the assassination Butler had been 
treated at the hospital for “a superficial thrombophle
bitis,” a painful infection which makes walking diffi
cult. “I gave him bandages and a shot of penicillin,”
Dr. Seslove told the court, “and told him to keep his 
leg elevated.”

Butler left the hospital shortly before 1:00 p.m., and 
returned home. Two witnesses placed him in his house 
at the time of the murder. Mrs. Gloria Wills said she 
telephoned Butler’s home minutes after she heard a 
radio bulletin that Malcolm had been killed, and he an
swered the phone. Mrs. Juanita Gibl>s also testified 
that she called shortly after 3:00 p.m., the time Mal
colm was killed, and spoke to Butler.

His only other witness was his wife, Theresa, who 
said he came home around 1:00 p.m. and lay down to 
rest his bad leg. She swore he never left the house that 
day. (In murder trials the testimony of a defendant’s 
wife and immediate family is almost automatically 
disregarded.)

Johnson’s defense claimed that he had been home 
taking care of household chores the entire day. A 
neighbor, Edward Long, testified that he visited John
son in his apartment around 3:30 in the afternoon, less 
than 20 minutes after Malcolm had been shot.

Johnson’s defense was also supported by the testi
mony of Earl Greene, an eye-witness to the assassina
tion. The prosecution charged that Johnson had fired 
the sawed-ofF shotgun at Malcolm, but Greene testified 
that the man who wielded the shotgun was “very stout, 
very dark, and had a heavy beard.” (Johnson is slender, 
clean-shaven, light-skinned and of medium height.)

Green had been sitting on the right-hand side of the 
ballroom when he saw this stout, dark-skinned man 
with a beard fire at Malcolm. His testimony was par
ticularly impresive—except to the jury—because, as a 
supporter of Malcolm, he was hostile to the Muslims 
and was unlikely to have perjured himself on Johnson’s 
behalf.

But the strongest witness for Butler and Johnson 
was their co-defendant, Talmadge Hayer. On February 
28. 1966 Hayer took the witness stand and in a dra
matic move confessed his guilt and absolved Butler and 
Johnson of any involvement in the murder.

Hayer told a stunned courtroom he had “decided to 
tell the truth” after a brief conversation with his two 
co-defendants in the “bull-pen” adjacent to the court
room. “They said it was about time,” Hayer quoted the 
two men as telling him. “We were wondering when you 
were going to do this.”

When the judge asked Ilayer why he had decided to 
confess, he replied simply: “I just want the truth to be 
known—that Butler and Johnson didn’t have anything 
to do with this crime. Because I was there. I know what 
happened and I know the people who were there.”
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According to the Times of March 1st, Hayer “said 
he had had three accomplices, but he declined to name 
them. He said he had been approached early in the 
month of the murder and offered money for the job, 
but he declined to say by whom. . . . One thing he did 
know, he said, was that no one involved in the murder 
was a Black Muslim.”

Hayer revealed that he had been promised $3,000 for 
the job by a go-between who approached him in Har
lem, and “was not a Muslim.” When Assistant DA 
Dermody scornfully asked Hayer why he did not reveal 
the name of this paymaster, he replied that “If Mr. 
Chance fa defense attorney] had kept asking me on 
one point he would have found out.”

Dermody dropped his questioning like a hot potato 
and—incredibly—Chance did not backtrack and try to 
elicit the question that had somehow touched on the 
identity of the organizer of the assassination, a point 
crucial to the fate of his client.

Throughout the trial, the court-appointed defense 
attorneys conducted themselves with desultory inade
quacy. They apparently had neither the time, the money

nor the inclination to conduct an investigation into 
the one area that could have saved their clients—the 
organizers of the plot against Malcolm, and the fact 
that the Muslims were not involved.

Although Hayer told the court several times that 
“the only reason” he had confessed was to protect two 
innocent men, his motivations may have been somewhat 
more complex. Part of the “contract” for Malcolm's 
murder reportedly provided that Hayer’s family would 
be paid the money if anything went wrong. Apparently 
this provision had not been fulfilled, and as Hayer saw 
the evidence piling up against him, and hope of acquit
tal fading, he must have grown bitter.

Hayer may have decided to employ a form of not-too- 
subtle pressure on his unknown paymasters. He re
vealed enough to frighten them, but not enough to ex
pose the conspiracy or his co-assassins (all three of 
whom Hayer claims to have known for over a year).

Hayer’s confession is all the more convincing be
cause his account of the assassination is the only one 
advanced at the trial that corresponds to the initial 
press reports and to the testimony of eyewitnesses. 
Hayer testified he and his accomplice both sat in the 
front row and shot at Malcolm with revolvers while a 
third man fired a sawed-off shotgun from the fourth 
row.

According to Hayer, the man who started the diver
sion by shouting, “Nigger, get your hands out of my 
pocket!” sat in the center of the ballroom, and took no
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part in the actual shooting. Unlike the prosecution 
case, which artfully twisted evidence to conform to its 
own thesis, Hayer’s description of the murder is fully 
consonnant with the facts as reported by eyewitnesses 
and newsmen at the murder scene.

It also answers the major question pertaining to 
Butler and Johnson’s guilt—how could two men, well- 
known “enforcers” for the Muslim Mosque, enter a 
ballroom closely guarded by their former comrades-in- 
arms who had defected with Malcolm? Why were they 
not recognized and ejected, or at the very least frisked 
for weapons? Incredibly, this simple question, vital to 
Butler and Johnson’s defense, was never once asked of 
any of the witnesses by attorneys for the two defend
ants.

Talmadgc Hayer, of course, supplied the answer— 
neither Butler nor Johnson was ever in the Audubon 
Ballroom, and both had been ruthlessly framed by the 
Police Department, which intimidated witnesses and 
suborned perjury in order to convict them and protect 
the real assassins.

Despite Hayer’s dramatic confession and the testi
mony of defense witnesses that Butler and Johnson had 
been in their homes at the time of the murder, the 
somnolent jury chose to accept the DA’s case. Judge 
Marks, a pasty-faced little man with arctic eyes and a 
bored expression, charged the jurors to accept what 
they wished of Hayer’s courtroom confession and dis
regard the rest—implying that the jury should accept 
his confession of guilt but disregard his testimony 
about a conspiracy and Butler and Johnson’s innocence.

(Marks was apparently selected by the powers-that-be 
for this trial on the basis of his reputation as a “hang
ing judge” ; the N Y Post reported in a profile on Feb. 
17, 1966 that Marks habitually “presides over first- 
degree murder trials in which, as it happens, the de
fendants are usually convicted. . . .  In fact, when capi
tal punishment was abolished in this state, five of the 
20 inmates of the death house were there as a result 
of trials heard by Supreme Court Justice Marks.” )

On April 15, 1966 Hayer, Johnson and Butler were 
sentenced to life imprisonment. A life sentence in New 
York State means the defendants will become eligible 
for parole after serving 26 years and 8 months in 
prison.

In any murder case, a primary factor in determining 
guilt is motive. From the day of Malcolm’s death the 
mass media, encouraged by the police, assumed that 
only the Black Muslims had a motive for the crime. 
There is no doubt that the Messenger of Allah and his 
followers hated Malcolm with all the frenzy the ortho
dox reserve for the heretic.

But the Muslims are anything but impulsive. Before 
Elijah Muhmmad reached a decision on such a danger
ous matter as assassinating Malcolm he would have 
coolly weighed the pros and cons of the matter. Mal
colm’s organization was weak; his frequent travels 
abroad reduced his proselytzing efforts at home and 
created serious administrative problems for his group. 
Few Muslims had flocked to Malcolm’s banner since his 
original defection.

Elijah Muhammad is as much a cost accountant as a 
prophet. It is hard to believe that in his icy analytical 
brain the debits of killing Malcolm would not have out
weighed the plusses. Elijah’s religious and commercial 
empire insured the serenity of his fading years; he was 
not likely to risk it just to swat what he would see as
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a troublesome gnat buzzing at his ear.
Only one other force had the motive and the means to 

assassinate Malcolm: the intelligence apparatus of the 
United States government.

Malcolm was a serious threat to American foreign 
policy objectives; his successes in Africa had severely 
damaged U.S. prestige, and if his plan to bring the 
American racial problem into the UN came to fruition, 
Washington would become the whipping boy of world 
public opinion. The whole raison d’etre of such agencies 
as the CIA is to protect America against those coun
tries and individuals which are viewed, rightly or 
wrongly, as enemies.

Malcolm was an enemy.
It would be a relatively simple matter for the CIA to 

contact the intelligence apparatus of the New York 
Police Force (which for reasons of its own, unrelated to 
foreign policy, viewed Malcolm as a threat) and enlist 
its cooperation in a hands-off policy vis-a-vis his assas
sination.

When the murder attempt backfired slightly and one 
of the assassins had to be brought to trial, the District 
Attorney’s office would readily cooperate with the police 
in covering up all traces that led to the actual organ
izers and perpetrators of the crime.

On the basis of all the evidence it appears that Mal
colm Xwas murdered by a conspiracy including the CIA 
and elements of the New York police force. The actual 
assassins, such as Hayer, criminals who would murder 
for far less than $3,000, probably never suspected the 
identity of the assassination's masterminds.

The hands that pulled the trigger were black, but the 
impulses to kill were transmitted, through the long 
arm of the “law,” all the way from Washington.

Malcolm X was one of that rare breed of men who 
are truly irreplaceable. A black—or white—leader of 
his genius may not arise again for generations, and it 
would not be an exaggeration to say that his assassi
nation has radically altered the course of American 
history.

But as one door closed on Malcolm’s life, another, 
for which he died searching out the key, may have

........  ** — ■■■«» —

Diary o f a Schizophrenic
A Napoleon who is in the m ental institu tion  IS  Napo

leon. B etter s till—lie possesses all the benefits o f being 
Napoleon w ithout the inconveniences.

We hear in the news report th a t 200 troops were sen t to 
a given area. This means th a t 200 men were sent there. 
So would we call one soldier a troop?

Too many persons speak about an ugly g irl as if  the 
homeliness were of her own making.

W hen someone sees a beautifu l sunset, he says: “I t’s  as 
p re tty  as a picture.” When he sees a  picture of a  beautiful 
sunet, he says : " I t  looks so real.”

The ambition of a cat is to  stop  things th a t a re  moving 
and to  move th ings th a t a re  still.

When school opens, posters read: “SCHOOL IS OPEN— 
DRIVE CAREFULLY.” When school closes, posters read: 
"SCHOOL IS CLOSED—DRIVE CAREFULLY.”

Affluence is depositing money in the bank before you 
make out the check.

If I did not have to  ruin my body with overwork, I prob
ably would destroy i t  with my pleasures.

An ascetic is  hedonistic about self-denial.
— JE A N  RAYMOND M ALJEAN
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silently opened. On its threshold today stand 22 million 
black people.

In his closing speech for the prosecution at the trial 
of Malcolm’s three alleged assassins, Assistant DA 
Vincent J. Dermody declared thut Malcolm was assassi
nated as “an object lesson” to his followers. Dermody 
meant that the Muslims had killed him to preserve 
their monopoly on “Black Nationalism.”

But there is no doubt that those within the CIA and 
the New York Police Department who arranged Mal
colm’s assassination did intend it, at least in part, as 
“an object lesson” to his followers—a lesson that 
American black men must never again seek for sources 
of power, alliance and inspiration outside this country, 
must never look to socialism as a solution to their eco
nomic exploitation, must never attack the disease of 
the soul endemic in the American system that perpetu
ates the oppression and degradation of the Negro.

This was the lesson the men behind Malcolm’s assas
sination wanted his followers to learn. But there are 
signs that more and more American Negroes are learn
ing ju st the opposite lesson—the lesson that Malcolm 
taught in life and proved in death.

Malcolm's legacy to American Negroes is a complex 
and multi-faceted one. Its most dramatic expression is 
the skyrocketing influence of the “Black Power” con
cept, the most significant ideological development in the 
Negro community since Marcus Garvey first articulated 
black nationalism. If Black Power is SNCC Chairman 
Stokeley Carmichael’s “baby,” Malcolm is its godfather.

In a survey of growing black power sentiment, the 
Times reported recently that “Mr. Carmichael is fre
quently described as ‘the new Malcolm X'—a descrip
tion that Mr. Carmichael would take as a compliment 
. . . Carmichael was impressed with Malcolm’s reason
ing during the year before his assassination . . . Mal
colm’s final teachings appear to have had great influ
ence over the student committee and CORE.”

The Times article reports that “Black Power leaders 
conceded that their new mood was in a large part the 
result of Malcolm X’s influence. . . .”

From Harlem to Watts, a new generation of militant 
Negroes looks to Malcolm’s memory for inspiraiton and 
guidance. In a perceptive article on the post-riot “new 
mood” of Negroes in the Watts ghetto of Los Angeles,
Pete Hamill reported in the Post:

“Everywhere in Watts there is an almost exaggerat
ed pride in blackness, or what Senghor of Senegal 
called ‘negritude.’ The Southern Christianity of Martin 
Luther King, .with its emphasis on humility and love, 
seems to have been shunted aside permanently and re
placed with something that is closer to the tradition of 
Malcolm X. . . .

“In the Watts Happening coffee shop . . . the young 
people of Watts talk constantly about Malcolm. If they 
hear you are a reporter, th^y ask whether you ever in
terviewed him. They want to know how he is thought 
about in New York or Chicago. . . .  In the streets in the 
afternoons, you see a lot of young kids wearing Mal
colm T-shirts or sweat-shirts. In death, ‘Big Red' from 
Detroit is more important than ever. ‘There’s a Malcolm 
hang-up,’ one social worker said. ‘Everything you pro
pose to these kids is measured and thought about. They 
try  to figure out whether Malcolm would approve or 
not. It’s like censorship by a ghost.’ ”

The assassins struck too late. Once a book has been 
read, burning it will never destroy its message.
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ALIENATION

(Continued from Cover) 
siles without ever seeing what you had 
done to them? Hiroshima auf toicder- 
sehn. [German accent ends.] If we 
would have lost the war, they would 
have strung Truman up by the balls, 
Jim. Are you kidding with that? Not 
what kid told kid told kid. They would 
just schlep out all those Japanese mu
tants. ‘Here they did; there they are.’ 
And Truman said they’d do it again. 
. . . That’s what they should have the 
same day as Remember Pearl Harbor. 
Play them in unison. . .

Lenny was arrested for obscenity 
that night.

One of the items on the police report 
complained: “Then talking about the 
war he stated, ‘If we would have lost 
the war, they would have strung Tru
man up by the balls.’”

Lenny Bruce accidentally killed him
self with an overdose of morphine on 
August 3rd, three days before the wed
ding of Luci Baines Johnson on the 
eleventh anniversary of the dropping 
of the atomic bomb on Hiroshima in 
1946, an act of preventive mercy or
dered by a predecessor of the father of 
the bride.

Instead of Mendelsohn’s Wedding 
March, the orchestra is playing The 
Hallud of the Green Berets. Pat Boone 
is best man. But Luci is wearing a but
ton that says "Make Love, Not War” 
and the President is hard-pressed to 
choose between those two alternatives. 
She has taken up pacifism as a hobby. 
On her honeymoon she will join the 
boycott of Saran-Wrap—a product of 
the Dow Chemical Company, manufac
turer of napalm—and persuade her 
new hubby to use Baggies instead.

The Student Non-Violent Coordinat
ing Committee is protesting the cere
mony because Stokely Carmichael says 
that Johnson deliberately chose August 
6th so that coverage by the mass me
dia would overshadow reports of anti
war-in-Vietnam demonstrations around 
the country on that same Hiroshima 
Day 1966.

Nagasaki has a terrible press agent.
In Chicago, Martin Luther King says 

there is no connection between Luci’s 
marriage and Daddy’s foreign policy. 
With a sense of profound gratitude, the 
local citizens throw rocks at the rever
end.

In Philadelphia, upon learning that 
King got stoned in Chicago, the police 
prepare to bust him on a narcotics rap 
should he ever show his dream in the 
city of brotherly hostility.

The Philadelphia Committee to End 
the War in Vietnam Again invites me 
to speak at their rally. Philly is the 
first place Lenny got arrested, and I 
decide to go, ostensibly as a veteran 
Vietnik, but actually for a private pil
grimage.

Bruce was busted there in 1961 on 
February 1967
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a dope charge, which was dismissed, 
but he claimed to have been the victim 
of a shakedown attempt. For $10,000 
the case would be “forgotten.” There 
was an attorney in beatnik’s clothing 
who witnessed the backstage payoff 
request. He still backs up Lenny’s accu
sation.

Pennsylvania is the state of insanity.
It ain’t Texas, bnbe.
It's too easy to make a connection 

between violence and Texas—or even to 
point out the coincidence, as did every
one from Pete Hamill in the ALY. Post 
to a blood-splattered white paper on 
CBS television—just because Richard 
Speck travelled from Texas so he could 
keep his rendezvous with a group of 
Chicago nurses, and just because it was 
on a Texas campus that Charles Whit
man climbed a tower (because it was 
there) and shot a bunch of people on 
the ground (because they were there).

We would resent it if Speck and 
Whitman were Negroes and it became 
socially acceptable to talk with disdain 
about Negroes as if they were Texans, 
even if you could pepper up the list 
with such notorious Negroes as I«ec 
Harvey Oswald, Jack Ruby and Lyn
don Johnson, the unholy trinity of 
power-crazies.

LBJ may have been born in Texas, 
but he’s really from Pennsylvania— 
where power without compassion is ex
ercised in the guise of sanity.

This was the home of the Institute 
for Cooperative Research, specializing 
in biological-warfare theory becoming 
practice in the form of chemical sprays 
used against civilian-grown crops in 
Viet Cong-controlled areas, all so that 
SNCC could import poisoned rice to 
throw at Luci Baines.

This was the breeding ground of the 
state police who finally arrested a 
saintly abortionist after 40 years of 
saving girls from amateur catheters in 
pre-mortem motel rooms, and who re
mains out of jail by the grace of politi
cal pressure but has nevertheless been 
involuntarily retired.

This was the chosen place in the 
entire nation for the original prosecu
tion of Ralph Ginzburg, who made the 
mistake of publishing photos of an at
tractive interracial couple embracing, 
instead of peddling pictures of naked 
Vietnamese lady napalm-survivors com-

“Well, there go our chances 
for the nurses’ convention.”

paring their battle scars with those of 
the famous Hiroshima maidens who by 
now must be the has-been Hiroshima 
matrons.

When our President refers to Charles 
Whitman’s extracurricular activity at 
the University of Texas as “senseless 
killings” the implication is that it’s 
“sensible” to spend $15-billion a year 
to save Vietnam from self-abuse, to 
spend $400,000 to kill each vicious Viet 
Cong, to spend $ 3 4  in reparation pay
ment for each dead body—10 civilians 
for every Viet Cong, according to Spe
cial Force statistics; moreover 5 4 %  
of the population is under 16—and we 
are bestowing unknowable agony upon 
them.

Make me laugh, Lenny.
Walk with our futile parade through 

the streets of Philadelphia. There 
aren’t many spectators—they’re all in
doors watching Luci get married on TV 
—and a lonely counter-demonstrator is 
left holding the bag of raw eggs he had 
planned to throw from the security of 
a crowd.

Observe the nervous lady from Wo
men Strike for Peace asking some 
young protestors to throw away their 
soda cans because she’s afraid that 
newspaper photos will distort the 
march into an underage beer-drinker’s 
paradise.

Listen to the speeches, one after an
other telling the audience what it al
ready knows, evoking applause with 
necessary cliches, no longer shocking 
anybody with the shocking facts of the 
war because you can become so jaded 
with horror that you develop an emo
tional callous.

The most powerful speaker is a 32- 
year-old cabdriver from Harlem, Paul 
Boutolle, who helped organize the Afro- 
American Committee Against the War 
in Vietnam, and was the naturally un
successful Socialist Workers Party 
candidate for Attorney General. He 
has us in the palm of his soul. At one 
point he shouts, “No Viet Cong ever 
called me a nigger!” Everybody 
cheers. A little old Jewish lady came up 
and said (I swear), “You really called 
a spade a spade.”

Lenny, you would have loved the se
mantics of it. A rose by any other name 
is a name is a name is a name. . . .

The Realist is the magazine of nig
ger lovers; the Fugs are changing 
their name to the Frigs; Paul Good
man is titling his autobiography Going 
Doivn Absurd.

Do you know the Acacia Mutual Life 
Insurance Company distributes a leaf
let called You Can Help Combat Com
munism which warns: “Communists 
have so perverted such appealing 
words as ‘peace’ ‘freedom’ ‘youth’ and 
‘mother’ that any organization or doc
ument using these or similar words 
should be questioned until you know 
who is behind it.”

Sic transit them SNCC mothers.
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When my turn to speak came, T an
nounced: “No Viet Cong ever called me 
whitey!”

People compare the harassment of 
Lenny Bruce with the harassment of 
Timothy Leary, but the similarity actu
ally lies in the ttOM-vindictive motiva
tion of the authorities.

Soon after Bruce’s Philadelphia ar
rest, they got him for obscenity in San 
Francisco, then Chicago, then Î os An
gles, where he was arrested ulso for 
narcotics by an officer who was a hero
in addict (he stole his fixes from the 
Evidence Locker) and pusher (he end
ed up in prison for smuggling drugs 
across the border).

There is such a thing as Police De
partment Ego, and New York’s finest 
weren’t going to let the midwest and 
coast cops outdo them. It had nothing 
to do with Lenny Bruce per sc.

Likewise, when Leary got busted in 
Texas, the news of his research man
sion in Millbrook, New York became 
public knowledge, and the Poughkeep
sie cops now had to avoid being accused 
of goofing off.

This summer, Leary and his staff 
ran a two-week seminar on conscious
ness expansion, culminating in a mag
nificent outdoor/indoor production of 
Herman Hesse’s Steppenwolf legend, 
to which—along with maybe a hundred 
guests—he invited the district attorney 
and the Grand Jury that indicted him.

None of them showed up.
In any event, I had decided to take 

my 5th LSD trip with orange juice. . .  .
As you walk along the porch leading 

to the front door of Leary’s rented 
estate, you pass a series of psychedelic 
Burma-Shave signs: What . . .  Is . .  . 
Is . . . Within.

Inside, the Holy Rible and Scientific 
American lay side by side like a lion 
and a lamb.

Upstairs on the wall there is a chart 
of staff members with blue stars affixed 
next to their names signifying the de
gree to which they have transcended 
their respective egos each day.

The party calls for costumes— 
Charlie Mingus is dressed as a sultan, 
Alan Harrington is in a football uni
form—but I haven’t  come prepared. 
However, I ’m given a pair of white 
trousers to wear. It’s a little chilly and 
I didn’t bring a sweater with me, so I 
put my arms through the pants legs, 
then fold my arms, and everbody as
sumes my costume is a straitjacket.

I keep it on for 12 unstraight hours.
“You're making fun of the crazy 

game, aren’t you?’’ someone asks.
“No, I ’m just a projective test.’’
Someone else says, “Hey, I just fin

ished your interview [#69] with Tim.’’
“That’s funny, I didn’t finish it my

self—I just thought of another ques
tion for him—excuse me.”

I go off to find Leary. Dressed in 
tight white, with his long nose-hairs 
unclipped, he looks like a charismatic
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walrus. His saving grace is a certain 
humor about his own LSD game. For 
example, a youg man is about to take 
an aspirin and Leary says, “Wait, I'll 
be your guide.”

Now he’s talking to a reporter from 
Look magazine. “Some day people 
won’t ask what book you’re reading, 
they’ll ask which level of consciousness 
you’re in contact with.”

“Yeah,” I interject, “but just like 
people lie about what books they read, 
they’ll fake levels of consciousness too.” 

When we’re alone, the Look man 
asks, “Is Leary putting me on? He told 
me that everyone here is on LSD.”

“Of course he’s putting you on. Only 
the children are on LSD. Can’t you tell 
by the way they’re acting?”

Shane Mage, a teacher of Marxian 
Economics, is walking around with a 
fruit bowl containing a couple of crush
ed cigarette packages which he is duti
fully stirring.

“Hey, Shane, remind me to talk to 
you tomorrow morning.”

Later, the wife of a friend puts her 
hand through the opening in my strait- 
jacket and it seems to melt into my 
arm. I vow then that the next time I 
take LSD it will be with a girl that 
I ’ll make love with.

There are several attractive females 
at Millbrook I would like to go to bed 
with that night, but I don’t  feel like 
playing any subterfuge games and I 
chicken out of a direct approach, re
calling a communications seminar 
where S. I. Hayakawa was talking 
about false symbolism of casual sex.

(To illustrate his point, he stroked 
the hand of Marshall McLuhan, who 
is ordinarily quite verbal, but was re
duced to blushing, and then ostenta
tiously stroked Hayakawa’s hand back. 
It was raining that evening, and Mc
Luhan kept apologizing for his rum

pled suit, unintentionally parodying his 
medium-is-the-message maxim.)

At 4 a.m. many of us are gathered 
in the huge Millbrook kitchen. Sidney 
Kingsley, dressed in nightgown and 
beads, says to Tim Leary, "I don’t 
know about Look magazine, but that 
guy from the Iiealist is going to give 
us a rave review.”

“The Realistl” mocks Leary. “Oh, 
shit!”

I walk up to him. “Would Christ say 
‘Oh, shit!’ to Judas?” And I open up 
the arms of my straitjacket and kiss 
him on the cheek.

Two months later, for the first time 
in history, he called a press conference 
to announce a new religion.

At the Advertising Club, reporters 
hesitate to drink the coffee because 
they don’t know what’s in the sugar.

Leary shows up in his guru uniform.
He tells about the League for Spirit

ual Discovery, which eats its own ini
tials as a sacrament, and which, in or
der to raise money for legal expenses, 
will present three series of religious 
celebrations a t the Village Theatre.

The first is The Death of the Mind, 
an anti-climactic version of the Mill
brook production. Even some films of 
nude dancing have been omitted be
cause they’re “too raunchy.”

The second is The Resurrection of 
Jesus Christ, opening night on October 
18th being also the occasion of my Cth 
LSD trip. I remember the date because 
it’s my father’s birthday and the eve 
of Leary’s son Jack’s birthday. I ask 
Jack if he's decided what college he’s 
going to drop out of. He replies that 
he’s not sure yet.

At the peak of the performance I 
decide to put on the cover of the 
Realist, as a tribute to Lenny Bruce, a 
photo of myself ‘nailed’ to a cross on 
which INRI has been replaced by a 
Fuck Communism poster. It would’ve 
been the height of ego, yet you’re sup
posed to experience ego-loss under 
LSD.

There are two types of psychedelic 
snobbery.

One is horizontal. When I was a kid, 
they always wanted to know if you 
were Catholic or Protestant or Jewish 
so they could relate to you accordingly.
Now they want to know instead wheth
er you’ve taken any trips, if so how 
many, and of what dosages.

The other is vertical. The LSD voy
age has many levels, the lowest of 
which is giddiness, on up through layer 
upon layer of super-ego until you final
ly reach the top—that great white 
flash of light. I ’m convinced that if I 
ever see that great white flash of light 
I’ll get giddy.

Which is why lovemaking under 
LSD lasted so long. I t  was too funny 
to come. The spark between sensual 
pleasure and satirical awareness flick
ered back and forth, meshing over and 
over, from 1 a.m. to 5 a.m.
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Lenny Bruce appreciated the absurd
ity of the sexual drive. He’d always de
sired Barbara McNair: “She looks like 
the most pure white Anglo-Saxon, as if 
somebody just took a paint-brush and 
painted her black. She has blue eyes. 
Did you ever see a colored chick with 
blue eyes? Hair so soft, she’s really 
beautiful.” He saw her in London and, 
thinking about her, got aroused to the 
point of masturbation.

“I was going to call her up but I 
wasn't going to tell her I was jerking 
off. I had some Brylcreem and was 
stroking it nice. Now the number is 
ringing. Okay, now I'm really hot and 
I said, ‘Oh, shit, I hope she answers’ 
because I knew that as soon as I come 
I’m going to cancel the call. Sure 
enough, I came, and that was it, I 
cancelled the call.”

Tim Leary held another press con
ference, this one a t the Village The
atre the morning after he’d resurrected 
Christ. He put on a regular suit and 
tie, clipped his nose hairs and project
ed a respectable image. He explained 
how the case against him in upstate 
New York had been dropped because 
the police had violated a  recent Su
preme Court interpretation of the Con
stitution. He tried to communicate his 
concern over the 30,000 people now in 
jail throughout the U.S. on marijuana 
charges.

But the pencils moved and the video
tape rolled when a reporter asked about 
his advocacy of children taking LSD.

Leary specified that “the age of rea
son” was acceptable to him.

The reporter wanted to know if he 
actually meant “9 or 10 years old?”

“No—I mean 7 or 8.”
Kids are so naturally turned on that 

they can drop out of symbol systems 
even Leary is hooked on. He doesn’t 
like it when they make fun of the big 
fa t Buddha, say.

The third celebration, The Illumina
tion of the Buddha, is in preparation 
a t this writing, and there exists a de
gree of tension on the part of some 
participants in ironic contradistinction 
to the message of serenity they will 
eventually impart.

Once, when Allen Ginsberg was on 
LSD and his desire to save the world 
was thereby intensified, he tried to call 
John F. Kennedy on the phone to per
suade him, along with Nikita Khrush
chev, to take the drug. Do you think 
for a second it would’ve worked along 
the lines of Ginsberg’s projection?

Shane Mage took the Socialist Schol
ars Conference on a little trip.

“A century ago,” he emphasized, 
“Marx demonstrated that in the then 
advanced countries the productive for
ces had grown to a stage where social
ism was an immediate practical possi
bility. We have understood nothing of 
the dialectical method if we fail to 
realize that a social conception valid in
February 1967
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terms of the technology of 1867 cannot 
be valid in 1966.”

Then, on familiar stepping stones of 
proletariat and bourgeois, over a care
fully-constructed bridge of cybernation, 
he gradually led his listeners up the 
psychedelic path.

“The U.S. is an overconsuming, over
weight, overpharmacized, economically 
overdeveloped society. The law of con
servation of matter continues to govern 
material life—everything we produce 
above what is physiologically optimal 
for consumption is converted into nox
ious garbage. You don’t even need to 
think about it: just try to take a deep

breath, or [and here he suddenly 
brought in a right-wing concept to help 
break the free-fall to come] pay atten
tion to the taste of chlorine in your 
next glass of fluoridated drinking 
water. Our material problem is not to 
produce more (things) but to produce 
less (garbage).”

With Hegel as guru emeritus and 
Marcuse as guide in absentia, he began 
to mix metaphors as if they were me
dia.

“Human history, in the Marxian per
spective, consists of the continuously 
expanding externalization of conscious
ness in alienated form: the focusing, 
through domination and repression, of 
human energy to create ever more mas
sive productive forces, materializations 
of an alienated consciousness.”

Okay, all ready for utopia?
“What is indispensable is to under

stand and accept . . . not a verbal rec
ognition that people will live in a para
dise some decades hence, but the living 
realization that liberation, the creation 
of a  fully non-alienated existence, is a 
process that every one of us can begin 
right here and now.”

How now, red head?
Well, “social conditioning imprisons 

us in our narrow egos, it confines us to 
a narrow choice of predetermined, pro

grammed roles in the social game-pat
tern; above all, it blocks any attempt 
a t transcendence of the society that has 
conditioned us. But once we grasp the 
fact that our so-called ‘characters,’ 
‘personalities,’ ‘egos’ are all imposed 
on us from outside, and consequently 
have no reality, once we are aware that 
we are inherently and inalienable free 
conscious beings, then simply by that 
awareness we have taken the first step 
toward actualizing our freedom.”

He’s building us up to something.
“This analysis has so fa r remained 

at a level which doubtless appears ab
stract to many of you. What exactly do 
I mean by ‘liberation’? Let mo make it 
very clear: I am speaking of a real 
social process, a new consciousness, 
some would say a new religion, which 
is spreading throughout the Western 
world and already involves millions of 
people, mainly from among those who 
have grown up after Hiroshima. It is 
bound up with the most vital scientific 
and technological discoveries of our 
epoch: it is the process of internal 
revolution, of consciousness expansion 
through the psychedelic biochemicals, 
most notable LSD.”

I’jn coming, screams the revolution, 
ok God I ’m coming!

“This is scarcely a moment for opti
mism,” Mage concluded, “but if the 
computerized madmen who rule us do 
not destroy the world in the near fu
ture I believe we can envisage this 
prospect: more and more young men 
and women will achieve inner libera
tion and then simply drop out, will 
quietly and serenely choose to lead a 
sane, creative, .free existence outside 
the pattern of social games. A new 
utopianism, in short. This process is al
ready being met by police repression, 
but all that is merely a futile attempt 
to resist the irresistible. Our dying 
capitalism has not the shadow of an 
idea, a vocation, a role to divert the 
utopian flow. Centers of expanded con
sciousness will arise and multiply. 
They will take no political action to 
change society from within, and for 
this very reason the overwhelming 
power radiating from them will, I pre
dict, work a very remarkable alchemy.”

Spurting its pent-up panacea all 
over the future. . . .

“In less than a generation, cyberna
tion will have made the economic game 
not merely obsolescent, as it is already, 
but literally impossible. Our cities will 
have completed their present process 
of self-strangulation and become liter
ally unlivable. The technology of con
sciousness expansion will have soared 
far beyond its present primitive stage, 
and the majority of the population will 
be experienced psychedelic voyagers. 
How many people, a short span hence, 
will be so blind as to choose their stif
ling games as against the open pros
pect of freedom, theirs for the taking? 
Those who drop out today will be at
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the center tomorrow, utopia will sure
ly become manifest realisty. This is the 
Tao, the rhythmic flow of history. 
Through it we can achieve whatever 
we truly desire.”

If the phrase internal revolution 
made both ends of contemporary radi
calism meet for a transitory climax, 
the specific mention of LSD at that 
instant served unofficially to split the 
New Left like an atom.

Challenge, the Progressive Labor 
Party’s answer to the N.Y. Daily Net vs, 
went so far as to say that “Timothy 
Leary works for the Federal govern
ment” — apparently not in the same 
sense that the John Birch Society ac
cused President Eisenhower of working 
for the Communists.

The editorial explained: “It may not 
seem that he does—he’s been arrested 
for possession of marijuana and cele
brating his LSD-based ‘religion’ by get
ting high with a bunch of friends in 
his mansion in N.Y. state. Nonetheless 
—though he claims to be a ‘rebel’ and 
‘against the system’—Leary does his 
very best to help the vicious rulers of 
this country by advising people, espe
cially young people, to ‘detach your
self from involvement in secular, exter
nal social games.’

“Games, Leary emphasizes, include 
protest—protest against corrupt school 
administrations, the freedom struggle, 
the anti-Vietnam war fight. Some claim 
that Leary honestly believes that all 
people have to do to overcome the hor
rors imposed by the U.S. upon the 
world and upon this country is to stay 
high on LSD for a few generations 
(this, believe it or not, is what Leary 
and others propose).

“We say—and we say it in print—

Hey, Joe—you got LSD?”
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Leary is a liar. I t  is a fact that Henry
and Clare Luce, owners of Time & Life 
magazines, are contributing to Leary’s 
defense fund. Life recently ran a mul
ti-page spread on the delights of LSD 
and an editorial cautiously praising the 
drug. (Similarly, many other maga
zines, while alleging to ‘condemn’ LSD, 
print page after page explaining the 
‘glories’ of the drug.)

“It’s a fact that charges against 
Leary were dropped by the court in 
N.Y. state on the condition that he no 
longer have LSD parties in his house. 
And it’s a fact that Leary is currently 
making thousands of dollars for a few 
hours ‘work’ by charging admission to 
his ‘religious ceremonies.’ Quite an 
easy life for a man whom the govern
ment’s supposed to be persecuting, 
isn’t it!”

Conspiracy theorists of the world, 
unite!

Let us expose Nancy Sinatra as a 
paid CIA employee for switching from 
the sado-masochism of Pussy & Boots 
to propagandizing for LSD in her rec
ord of Sugar Town (“I got some trou
bles but they won’t last”) ; let us ex
pose the Byrds for becoming a group 
dupe of the new folk-rock team Louie 
Nizer and the Warren Commission in 
their record of He Was a Friend of 
Mine (reaffirming the single-assassin 
aspect); let us expose the New Vaude
ville Band as trans-Atlantic espionage 
agents working hand-in-vestment with 
God-is-alive theologians subtly fighting 
psychedelic drugs in their record of 
Winchester Cathedral (“you’re bring
ing me down”).

Of course, subversion can go in both 
directions, and we may well expect Na
tional Review to expose Phil Ochs for 
infiltrating Anita Bryant’s album of 
patriotic songs. Mine Eyes Have Seen 
the Glory (“iooms as a solid commer
cial entry”—Variety)—which includes 
such standards as God Rless America 
and Onward Christian Soldiers—with 
his The Power and the Glory (“Amer
ica is only as rich as the poorest of 
the poor”).

Challenge continued: “This [LSD] 
anti-protest weapon we feel is doomed 
to fail, just as all the other anti-people 
methods of the government are doomed 
to failure. Meantime, it is reported that 
the Leary-Johnson drug is being 
brought into such nighborhoods as the 
Lower East Side to ‘keep people quiet.’ 
One former member of a tenant’s 
group said, ‘Why should I fight? I have 
the answer now.’

“The answer he has means the same 
old rats, hunger, unemployment, rotten 
houses and capitalist-based wars. LSD 
will never solve these problems—only 
the people organizing and fighting back 
can—and will.”

But ‘the answer’ says something 
about that tenant worker’s style of 
alienation, not about LSD.

The common human denominator is

a struggle for involvement—what Al- 
dous Huxley called “excruciating or
gasms of self-assertion” — and for 
one psychotic student, involvement took 
on the form of ultimate alienation.

Charles Whitman went up on that 
Texas tower with supplies including 
Spam, raisins, ravioli, peanuts, coffee, 
blankets, towels, a battery lamp, a 
Bowie knife, rope, tools and—the most 
significant fact of his life—a can of 
spray deodorant.

He went up there to shoot people 
dead, but he didn't want to offend.

Deodorants are a great equalizer in 
the sense that no matter how much in
humanity the President of the United 
States is responsible for, he still can’t 
buy a better deodorant—or a safer ciga
rette, or watch a better TV program— 
than you or Charles Whitman or some 
anonymous prisoner. I t’s a small satis
faction, admittedly, but share my fan
tasy nevertheless. . . .

Scene: The White House bathroom, 
where Lyndon Johnson uses Mennen 
Spray Deodorant, Lady Bird uses Pan 
Roll-On and Lynda Bird uses 5 Day 
Pads (she's flat- chested and wears 
falsies, but instead of the usual foam 
rubber she keeps deodorant pads in her 
bra, and every time she feels a need to 
take the worry out of being close, Lyn
da Bird simply flaps her arms).

One morning, in a hurry to check on 
the latest body count, Lyndon acciden
tally grabs Lady Bird’s Pan Roll-On 
and. thinking he has his Mennen Spray 
Deodorant, proceeds to squeeze it, 
thereby imbedding an anti-perspirant 
marble in his armpit. He is rushed to 
the hospital, gets operated on, the stock 
market wavers, and a full-page photo
graph of his armit appears in the Medi
cine Boction of Life magazine.

Remember that picture of him last
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year, showing the map of Vietnam that 
the surgeons tattooed on his tummy?

Suppose he’d had hemmorhoids?
Plastic replicas for the souvenir 

hunters . . . Preparation H becomes 
Preparation L B J . . .  Hubert Humphrey 
applies special salve to his tongue.

The Journal of the National Medical 
Association (the Negro equivalent of 
the AM A) in its March 1966 issue car
ried “A Clinical Evaluation of the Ef
fects of Deodorants and Anti-Perspi- 
rants”—a study of 456 prisoners using 
18 different deodorants comprising 
90% of the sales market.

Prisoners were desirable for this test 
“because of uniformity in daily bathing 
habits.” They were instructed to “bathe 
daily with a bland soap."

The researchers “were also certain 
that controlled subjects would apply 
the specific brand . . . assigned to them 
for a given period. Correctional person
nel were charged with the responsibil
ity for this procedure.”

(C'mon, Burnhill, put that goddam 
cream in your armpits or you’re going 
straight to the warden’s office!)

The prisoners were divided into 18 
groups, each of which used one of the 
preparations for a one-week period (in 
varied order), then switched again and 
again until everybody had used all the 
products.

Each participant was examined 
weekly for side effects, and the testers 
“also would note on case history forms 
whether offensive odor was present as 
well as the degree of moistness on the 
axillae, as noted by both the subject 
and the observer.”

And the way they did that was, they 
sniffed.

Three physicians (all diplomates of 
the American Board of Dermatology) 
and a Ph.D. spent one beautiful day a 
week for 18 consecutive weeks sniffing 
a total of 912 imprisoned armpits each 
time (assuming they sniffed both left 
and right armpits out of deep loyalty to 
the scientific method).

According to the report, 5 Day Pads 
and 5 Day Roll-On were the two most 
effective. What a fantastic advertising 
pitch! The TV commercials would 
point out (at least in the beginning) 
how a report in the Journal of the 
American Medical Association had le
gitimatized Bayer Aspirin and how a 
report in the Journal of the American 
Dental Association had legitimatized
February 1967
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Crest Toothpaste—and now this team 
of armpit-sniffers had gone into jail 
for this spade doctors’ journal and le
gitimatized the 5 Day people too!

Can you for just a minute try to 
empathize with the purity of this rare
ly-experienced ccstacy?

Lenny would’ve wondered aloud if 
the 5 Day Christians will hire ex-cons 
now.

An actor named Allen Garfield ar
ranged a memorial for Ix>nny Bruce 
to be held at Judson Church, and I was 
to emcee i t  But what did I know from 
memorials?

I remembered that when Dorothy 
Kilgallen died, I couldn’t wait to see 
what they’d do on Whul's My Line? I 
figured they would show the filmed 
highlights of her appearance on the 
program over the years. Instead, John 
Daly announced that they would do ex
actly what Dorothy would have liked

them to do—the occupations must go 
on—and at the end of it Steve Allen 
pointed out what a great guesser Doro
thy had been, and Kitty Carlisle said 
that not only was she a great guesser 
but she was also a fine human being.

She testified in Bruce’s defense at 
his New York obscenity trial, so she 
couldn’t have been all good.

They buried Lenny in a Jewish ceme
tery on the west coast, and when 
friends wanted to have a picnic on his 
plot, the owner closed the premises 
that day, non-rhetorically asking Len
ny’s mother, “Who’s gonna clean up?”

The memorial in New York can be 
summed up in one word: appropriate. 
I finally understood that sometimes the 
purpose of ritual can be to help you 
accept reality.

The Hindu funeral chant by Allen 
Ginsberg and Peter Orlovsky, Joe Lee 
Wilson singing Nature Boy, the sweet 
blues of the Tony Scott group, the 
raucous sound of the Fugs, the eulo
gies by Rev. Howard Moody and Jean 
Shepherd, Rev. A1 Carmines singing I 
Have to Live with My Own Truth, the 
young religious fanatic with an Ameri
can flag who came up on stage and

started preaching and the girl in the 
back nursing her baby wearing diapers 
made of an American llag—everybody 
said that Lenny would have dug it all.

What Lenny really would’ve dug 
would have been for the memorial to 
be unnecessary.

He died a t the age of 40 instead of 
80 and so we like to blame society for 
killing him because we’d prefer not to 
admit that his death was the epitome 
of the absurdity he relished—it hap
pened.

“Life,” a junkie named Saint Philo- 
mcna once said, “doesn’t care a ra t’s 
ass who lives it.”

This hasn’t been an obituary for 
Lenny—I did that two years before he 
died (issue #55)—but there is a sim
ple existential point to be made: Lenny 
was the missing link between Timothy 
Leary and Lyndon Johnson, both of 
whom believe, each in his own way, in 
the perfectibility of man. Lenny be
lieved in u'hut is, not what should be— 
"the bullshit standards we set for our
selves and never do live up to”—he was 
aware that LBJ is tender to his wife 
and that Tim Leary beat his wife.

“Life,” Henry Miller once wrote, 
“moves on, whether we act as cowards 
or as heroes. Life has no other disci
pline to impose if we would but realize 
it, than to accept life unquestioningly. 
Everything we shut our eyes to, every
thing we run away from, everything 
we deny, denigrate or despise, serves 
to defeat us in the end. What seems 
nasty, painful, evil can become a source 
of beauty, joy and strength if faced 
with an open mind. Every moment is a 
golden one for him who has the vision 
to recognize it ns such. Life is now, 
every moment, no matter if the world 
be full of death.”

Apply Miller’s philosophy to a new 
book—Vietnam! Vietnam!—in photo
graphs and text by Felix Greene, 
which isn’t going to end the war but 
ought to make you never feel sorry 
for yourself again; it should be placed 
on a special shelf marked Perspective 
Restorer.

Lenny Bruce, rest in pacification.
I place upon your grave the bronzed 

hymen of Luci Baines.

“You can’t argue with a Humanist 
because Humanism isn’t based on rea
son. You know what they react with 
when you tell them that Man is dead? 
‘Well, you just got to have faith.’ ”
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I m  , urn, mm

Dialogue at a Sit-In
On A ugust 15th the University of Michigan notified 65 

student members and faculty advisors of three campus anti
w ar groups that it had sent their names to the House Un- 
American Activities Committee in response to a subpoena. 
A fter a six-hour sit-in a t the Administration Building on 
August 18, two University officials agreed to a meeting 
with the protesters. A three-hour session ensued with about 
50 participants, mostly students with some faculty and 
newspaper men.

What follows is a free rendition of portions of the pro
ceedings written from notes taken a t the time. The designa
tion “Q” refers to  any of the questioners, “A” to one ad
m inistrator and “A ,”  to the other.

—Lawrence D. Hochman
Q: Why were we not notified before our names were 

sent to HUAC?
A : I confess to an error there. We should have noti

fied you beforehand. The only excuse I can give is that 
we were under the pressure of time. HUAC wanted 
your home addresses and it took considerable time to 
locate them. In fact we had to send in the lists without 
the addresses of three of you.

Q: Why were normal channels of procedure not fol
lowed? Why were the Regents not notified? Why were 
we not given a voice in the University’s decision?

A: Whatever we think of HUAC we must comply 
with lawful subpoenas according to normal operating 
procedure. Any departure from that established prac
tice would have received the Regents’ attention. I can’t 
say why you were not consulted.

Q: Why can’t you say ?
A : I can’t say that cither.
Q: Can you say why you can’t say why you can’t 

say?
Q: In reaching your decision to comply with, or 

capitulate to, HUAC did you reflect on the precedent of 
the NAACP case? A Southern legislature subpoened 
the membership list of the NAACP and the NAACP 
did not honor the subpoena. Instead it fought the sub
poena in court and ultimately the subpoena was 
quashed.

A : I know about that.
A,: The NAACP subpoena was thrown out because 

the information requested was not relevant. In this 
case we decided that your organizations’ activities are 
relevant to HUAC’s investigation.

Q: Relevant to legislation against stopping troop 
trains? Our group never did that.

A,: We didn’t check into specific actions of the indi
vidual groups. That is not our business.

Q: Then how did you decide the question of rele
vance?

A: That was our decision.
Q: What is your position on HUAC’s attempt to 

stifle anti-war dissent?
A: You know how I have always felt about HUAC. 

You know my record over the years. I’m with you on 
this. I’m in favor of you exercising your rights under 
the law. But to be consistent I have to respect HUAC’s 
lawful right to issue subpoenas. It’s a question of tac
tics. We have the same purpose but diffefent tactics. 
I don’t think this was the place to draw the line. Not 
on the issue of releasing membership lists.

Q: Where would you draw the line? If our names
28

were lawfully subpoenaed for the purpose of shooting 
us would you give the names?

A: I will know when to draw the line.
Q: In 1954 after HUAC was here the University 

fired a number of professors. That wasn’t the time to 
draw the line either.

Q: What about the question of shooting?
A : I draw the line at life.
Q: But the upshot of being subpoenaed by HUAC 

is often loss of livelihood. Does this not concern you?
A: Yes. I concede the point.
Q: So why did you take the action you did?
A : I confessed to an error.
Q: You mean you wouldn’t release the names if you 

had it to do over again?
A : I mean I would have notified you first.
Q: Great!
Q: I have never heard such garbage!
A: You outdo me on that score.
Q : Sometimes I talk garbage but today it is you who 

wins.
A: I was including all the time I've known you.
Q: You know, I am angry, dismayed and just sick.

You are so clever. Always a clever answer. You have 
dealt with our lives. You have turned us over to the 
butchers. You are not fit to be an administrator. What 
regard have you for human beings? You think you’re 
a good guy. A clever good guy. What kind of a man are 
you? I mean how do you live with yourself? You can’t 
have it both ways, baby. You can’t  have the position 
and the image. It’s one or the other. Who do you love?
Who in hell do you love? I hate you! Goddamn you!
Who do you love?

Q: Besides yourself.
A: Who said that? Goddamn it, who said that?
Q: You’re corrupt. You’ve corrupted and debased 

yourself. The system corrupts us all. We’re the stu
dents, the University is for us. And you can’t even 
communicate with us.

A : Would that it were possible to communicate with 
you.

Q: Clever again. Baby, you sold us down the river.
A: Man, that’s not the way it is.
Q: That’s right, say “man” and be hip.
Q: What considerations went into your decision to 

release the lists?
A: We had to weigh the 65 people against the Uni

versity as a whole. I believe in you students. You know 
I’m on your side. But I also have a commitment to ex
cellence of this University. There is another group on 
the other side of the war issue just as vehement as 
you and just as convinced that this is a just Holy War.
I want to protect the financial status of this University.
I want to protect the high salaries of the faculty. I 
wanted to protect these things and protect you, too, 
from the actions that might have occurred to the det
riment of us all if I had not honored a lawful subpoena.

Q: You protect us by stooling on us?
A: In a sense, yes. It’s a tactic.
Q: Good God, some decent college functionary like 

yourself, in Germany, likely turned over to the Nazis 
his list of Jews for the greater good of the country as 
a whole. Now I'm not comparing you to the Nazis.

A : That will come next.
Q: But there are some parallels.
A: I was against the Nazis.
Q: Good.
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A,: Someone mentioned that this University is the 
center of the protest movement against the Vietnam 
war, the birthplace of the teach-in, the draft board sit- 
ins. Have you ever stopped to think why we are the 
center of all this? It is because we have diligently 
allowed free expression on this campus, always pro
vided rooms for meetings. The Administration is de
voted to free speech and dissent. We are trying to pre
serve that for you.

Q: Is it fair to say that you are sacrificing the dis
senters for the sake of dissent?

A ,: Not fair at all.
Q: Be specific. What actually could have happened to 

the University if you had refused HUAC’s request? 
What comparable to what can happen to the 65?

A: I have already told you.
Q: That was just a bunch of speculation about vague 

reprisals.
A: Well, what about Mr. ----- ? The subpoena was

actually drawn in his name. Could we have let him re
fuse to give the lists, be held in contempt and go to 
jail?

Q: You mean it was Mr. ----- against us? And did
you let Mr. ----- make that decision? That is, did you
let him decide if he was ready or not to represent the 
University of Michigan in jail rather than release the 
lists?

Q: Once again about drawing the line. What if it 
should happen that you are subpoenaed at some later 
date and HUAC asks you about my activities. Now you 
know what my activities are. Would you tell HUAC?

A: No.
Q: What would you do?
A : I guess I’d go to jail.
Q. Well, why not go to jail now instead of us, rather 

than after we are already there? You and I wouldn't 
be good company for each other anyway.

Q: I have a suggestion as to how you can show your 
support of the students involved. You are against 
HUAC you say. You admitted to concern over losses of

"Ronald Reagan was in this big crowd 
and I copped a feel.”
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livelihood that can follow a IIUAC subpoena. You said 
you had legal advice that urged compliance with HUAC. 
Yet the ACLU here has condemned your action. Obvi
ously, then, all attorneys do not agree that you had to 
acquiesce. Your claim that HUAC’s investigation is 
relevant to the groups here is shaky since you said you 
didn’t check into the group’s actions. Thus if you want 
to keep faith with the students you can announce a 
change of mind, repudiate your release of the lists, de
mand that HUAC return them and go to court to try 
to have the subpoena lifted. Let the courts decide on 
the relevance. It was never your right to have done so. 
This, of course, would not undo the damage, the names 
will have been recorded, but it would strengthen the 
students’ position in the face of HUAC. And you would 
have allies in this fight—the ACLU, the local Demo
cratic Party which just called for abolition of HUAC 
and perhaps our Congressman who has voted against 
appropriations for HUAC.

A: It is not in my power to repudiate our action.
Q: Why not?
A: The Regents would have to do that.
Q: Will you recommend it to the Regents?
A : No.
Q: This is really too much. We have lost all respect 

for you. I’m sure we all agree that you should not be 
administrators. You protect us from the right by turn
ing us over to the right. And you call yourself a liberal. 
Don’t you know that the radicals are the protection for 
the liberals? When the radicals are all eliminated then 
the liberals become the left. Then it’s your turn. You 
need us. Not only have you no humanity but neither 
do you have any practical sense. I apologize for getting 
angry and upset.

A: That’s all right, young lady. I don’t mind.
Q: Well, you should mind! What kind of a man are 

you ?
Q: There are three people, vitally concerned with 

these matters, who are being prevented from entering 
the building by the security guards.

A: It is after hours and the building is closed.
Q: They are being shoved away from the door. That 

is not fair. Isn’t this an open meeting?
A : I guess we can arrange to let them in.
A,: I’ll go see that they get in. (They got in.)
Q: Our first victory!
Q: This meeting has not been fruitful at all. Totally 

unsatisfactory. I see no purpose in continuing it. Let 
the hostages go.

A: I’d be very happy to leave. Do you intend to con
tinue your sit-in?

A,: Please feel free to do so. You are perfectly wel
come to sit in here all night.

Q: Will you allow us to leave for supper and return?
A: No. The building is locked. The Security Depart

ment won’t let you back in.
Q: Well, tell them to.
A : It’s not in our hands. They have their orders.
Q: You got the three other people in.
A : Actually he wasn’t supposed to do that. It was a 

favor.
A,: I pulled rank.
Q: That security guard pulled my arm.
Q: Will you bring us Cokes throughout the night?
A: I can’t promise that I will deliver them with my 

own hands but I will certainly see that Cokes are 
brought to you.
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I 1 . R E P O R T E R  A T  S M A L L

(Continued front Back Cover)

Urinal Pepsi Generation
A law in New York requires that restaurants post 

signs in the lavatories reminding employees to wash 
their hands. The Paradox says it this way: “If you 
work here, please wash your hands so as not to get pee 
or shit in the food: it’s not on the menu.”

In the men’s room at The Cheetah discotheque, over 
the sinks where you can see it as soon as you come in, 
there is a sign warning: “For your protection and to 
follow police requirements, we have installed closed 
circuit TV—The Management.” The reason? Girls leave 
their purses on the tables when they go to dance, men 
pick them up, take them into the bathroom and rifle 
them. There is not—at this writing—a similar sign in 
the ladies’ room.
Traffic Jamming

About 100 protestors chanted a t the President: “Hey, 
hey, LBJ—how many kids did you kill today?” Eight 
motorcycle patrolmen immediately gunned their motors, 
effectively drowning out the chant.

How the N.Y. Post saw it: "Two motorcycle officers 
were revving their vehicles at full blast where the dem
onstrators were chanting. Johnson apparently didn’t 
hear them.”

How the N.Y. Times saw it: “ [The police] were keep
ing 00 peace pickets out of sight and sound of the 
President when he emerged. . . .  (11c ] received scattered 
cheers from about 1,000 persons. . . .”

How the Daily News saw it: “Some 75 anti-war pick
ets were chanting. . . . But LBJ couldn’t  hear them. 
There were some 2,000 other New Yorkers and they 
were yelling even louder, ‘We’re behind you 100% and 
the boys in Vietnam 100%.’ ”

The World Journal Tribune didn’t  see anything.
We Are A ll One

During a campaign tour, the parents of a lost child 
appealed to Democratic Party officials to call the name 
of their daughter over the loudspeaker before Lyndon 
Johnson and Robert Kennedy began their speeches. The 
request was refused because “A girl who gets lost will 
get all the attention.”

At an anti-war demonstration, a police captain asked 
a rally official to help find an elderly woman who had 
been separated from her husband in the crush of peo
ple. The leader ignored the request, and a musical in
terlude continued.

"M aking love! Like hell! You were fucking—I saw you!”
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Unintentional C ollabora tion
Outside the privately-owned Museum of Modern Art,

Black Mask—three white revolutionists—handed out a 
leaflet which announced in large stenciled letters: 
MUSEUM CLOSED.

The museum was open.
Their handbill explained: “We will close the museum.

. . . This symbolic action . . . signals the opening of 
another front in the world-wide struggle against sup
pression. We seek a total revolution, cultural as well as 
social and political. Like the streets of Watts, we burn 
with revolution. . . . Destroy the museums. Our strug
gle cannot be hung on walls.”

One of the three explained: “We don’t believe in 
burning art, no. We believe in burning institutions. Art 
should be a way of life, it should be freely exhibited in 
parks and playgrounds, not charged $1.25 to see.”

Police unwittingly aided the demonstrators. A de
tail of 8 policemen had been called by museum authori
ties who feared for the museum’s safety. Police set up 
a wooden barricade on the sidewalk between the artists 
and the museum doors. Their intent was to keep the 
leafleteers from blocking the doors, but the barricade 
served only to convince many passersby that the mu
seum was indeed closed.
Diplomatic Immunity

An ad in the Village Voice said. “Lessons in the 
game of Diplomacy for the beginner, from the inventor,
$5." and listed a number to call for an appointment.
“The only response I got was from a woman who 
thought it was a lonely hearts thing,” said the inventor, 
sitting alone in a rented meeting hall.

The game is played on a Monopoly-like board, with 
the players moving their markers around the sections— 
countries, on a map of Europe. “This is a game of 
international intrigue and cunning negotiation,” says 
the ad copy, “and each player seeks control of Europe.”

It sells well in West Germany and Israel, the Domini
can Republic and Venezuela. A play-by-mail group was 
formed by a ban-war-toys organizer. A British jour
nalist reported that JFK was a player of the game. And 
Brentano’s bookstore in the Pentagon has reported unu
sually high sales.

“The National War College wanted to buy it out
right.” said the inventor, “but they were afraid some
one might accuse them of teaching their men to play 
dirty deals.”

Lost in the Translation
The lead story in The 9th Precinct Newsletter is 

titled, in English, “New Precinct Captain.” In Spanish, 
it's “Our New Commander.”

New York’s Head Start posters read, in English,
“Help your child.” In Spanish, “Help your children.”

In tegra tion  Note
Manhattan’s Spiral Tall Club—which insists that 

male members be no shorter than 6' 2" and females no 
shorter than 5' 10"—advertises that its dances, open to 
the public, have “no height requirements.^

Things Don't A lways  Go B etter
Ending his marriage wasn’t “the pause that re

freshes” for a friend of mine. He got canned from his 
job as a p.r. man with Coca-Cola. They didn’t  feel that 
a divorce furthered the company image.
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Let Them Never Find Thy Heart at Home
by F. D. White

Recently newspapers chronicled tho 
dramatic events that took place in 
Houston when doctors saved a man’s 
life by fitting him with a mechanical 
heart. The device is made up of plastic 
and is essentially a pump that assumes 
the work normally performed by the 
left ventricle, that section of the heart 
most commonly damaged by a heart at
tack.

Up to this time the device had been 
used only in experiments on animals. 
A high percentage of success was at
tained in the animal experiments and 
so it was decided to give it a try on a 
human. The subject of the history
making operation, a 65-year-old Illi
nois coal miner, would surely have 
died (sooner than he did) without the 
operation.

The developers of the mechanical 
heart promise that soon it will be 
available for widespread human use 
on a practical basis. But they warn it 
will be an expensive proposition, what 
with installation, maintenance and the 
like.

Unfortunately, heart disease is not 
restricted to the rich. Many citizens of 
moderate income and limited resources 
are the unwilling victims of heart ail
ments. Their lives can be saved by the 
machine, but how will they afford it?

The answer should be obvious to any 
observer of the American scene. They 
will “finance” it just like the car, the 
TV set, the baby’s crib. Alas, this solu
tion, so simple on the surface, gives 
rise to a distressing question: What 
will happen when someone who is be
ing kept alive by the mechanical heart 
falls behind in his payments?

Could the following occur:
It is early evening of a bitterly cold 

winter’s night. A husband and wife are 
huddled together on a threadbare couch 
in a bleak and cheerless room. The only 
light comes from a bare bulb in the 
ceiling fixture. There is no heat due 
to a lack of understanding on the part 
of the gas company.

The ratty couch they are seated on 
is the lone piece of furniture in the 
room, the rest having been sold, piece 
by piece, for pennies, to provide food. 
The only sounds are tho chattering of 
their teeth through blue lips, and the 
whirring of his mechanical heart.

Then, suddenly, the silence is broken 
by loud knocking on the door.

A young man, neatly dressed and 
official-looking, enters the room. Ho 
exudes authority. Without prelimi
naries he says, “I’m from RFC. Rotten 
Finance Company. I’ve come for the 
heart.”

“No, no,” shrieks the wife, throwing 
herself a t the young man. “You can’t,
February 1967

you can’t  . . . my husband will die!” 
“Look, lady,” tho young man explains, 

briskly disentangling himself, “your 
husband signed the paper. He knew 
what the payments were to be. If he 
couldn’t  make the payments, why did 
he sign?”

“He . . .  he would have died without 
the heart. The doctors said it was the 
only way to save his life I"

“I don’t  know anything about that, 
lady. I get all sorts of complaints and 
excuses on this job. Why, just yester
day, a woman got mad because we re
possessed her power lawnmower. Said 
she hod to cut the grass because she 
was on the Neighborhood Beautifica
tion Committee. The stories I hear!” 

“Yes, but,” the wife begins.
“Now, now, honey,” the husband in

terrupts, “this young man is right. 
The agreement must stand. After all, a 
man’s word is his bond. Trust is what 
makes tho free enterprise system 
work.”

“But, darling, what will become of 
you?”

“We’ll figure something out, dear. 
For example I could tie my veins to 
my arteries and curl up in a truck tire. 
Then you could roll me around and 
that would circulate my blood.”

He chuckles softly at his little joke. 
“That’s not such a bad idea,” the 

RFC man puts in. “You could line up 
a tire company to sponsor the stunt 
and roll from coast to coast or some
thing. It would be great publicity for 
them.”

With that, the young man produces 
a screwdriver, the husband starts tak
ing off his shirt and the wife rushes 
out to find a tire.

“Hold still, for Chrissake, buddy,” 
says the young man, busy with his 
screwdriver. “Have a heart, willya!"

The husband mutters, “I knew I 
should've gotten the one with the quar- 
ter-a-day slot.”

Sir Realist:
Anonymous Promises

What happened to Ralph Ginzburg 
will happen to you.

Washington, D.C.
Testing— One, Two . . .

An interesting test of the Warren 
Commission’s theory of one bullet pass
ing through two bodies would be to ob
tain two cadavers of similar weight 
and build to Kennedy and Connally, 
and then have someone fire a bullet 
from a Carcano rifle from a like dis
tance and see if the bullet can even

pass through one body. I don’t  believe 
a bullet fired from this rifle could pass 
through two bodies even at a point 
blank range. Can one of your readers 
test this?

Name Withheld 
Chicago, 111.

Stretching a  Point?
Does the new Truth-in-Packaging 

law stipulate that those vending ma
chines in filling station rest-rooms are 
going to have to stop advertising their 
product as “sold for the prevention of 
disease only”?

Mike Miller 
Lawrence, Kansas
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Reporter at Small
by Robert Wolf

Unidentified Grounded Objects
Members of the Saucer and Unexplained Celestial 

Events Research Society (SAUCERS) met to witness a 
saucer expert demonstrate a little black box he claims 
to have fount! 9 years ago in a saucer-landing area in 
New Jersey. The box emitted random light and sound 
in a seemingly unmechanical, inconsistent pattern— 
“in such a way as to indicate that the mechanism is 
still in contact with the aliens who built it,” Saucer 
News reported.

At the following meeting, a young mechanic demon
strated a little black box he’d built which docs the' 
same thing. He received no applause, as opposed to the 
custodian who flicked every light in the room on and off, 
trying to find the stage light, finally found the right 
switch and received a long round of applause.

Trick or Treat?
It had been advertised as “a Black Power party 

mainly for whites.” Fifty northern white liberals— 
mostly middle-aged and many professionals gathered 
to hear a young southern Negro tell them how little he 
needed them.

The SNCC field worker had barely begun his talk 
when he rubbed his head, whispered, “Things are going 
to get difficult now—I’ve had only two hours sleep in 
the last three nights,” and fainted in exhaustion on 
the floor. Three white men dedicated 15 minutes and 
a cup of tea to reviving him.

Later, he Freudian-slipped: “The mass communica
tions media has never given us a chance to view our 
airs.” A man, waving his hands wildly to phrase a 
question, knocked over a glass of milk on the rug. 
“White milk!” he gasped.

Disturbed about the effect on white backlash of the 
“black power” slogan (which was called “a Rorschach 
test for liberals” ), a woman asked: “What about your 
responsibilities to us?” Another woman complained 
that “Many white people feel they’re being left out of 
the Black Power movement.”

The Counter-Revolutionists
“Should we aid the hetero sex revolution?” was the 

question before the West Side Discussion Group, a 
homophile offshoot of the educational Mattaehine So
ciety (“We were sort of disowned by the Mattachines 
for being too social,” said an official).

The audience, mostly men, attacked the question 
from all angles—mostly the rear—and the discussion 
sometimes broke down to philosophical questions on the 
order of How many homosexuals can swish on the head 
of a pin?

Some of the views expressed:
“Liberalizing any sex laws could help set a favorable 

climate for us.” “Let the straights get out and fight 
for themselves.” “I can’t  see carrying posters for wife
swapping.” “Hustlers are different from prostitutes.” 
“I don’t think heteros understand us.” “Homos should
n’t put their noses into other people’s business.” “What 
are we going to do, add to our troubles by associating 
with a bunch of non-conformists?” “If we associate 
with radical sex-freedom groups we better beware of 
the hetero backlash.” “Gay power!”

May I leave the room? I have to cut a record.”

The evening ended with an announcement about the 
prize to be given to the member who signs up the most 
new members—a set of 8 color slides, plus viewer, of 
nude young men with super phalluses. Said the an
nouncer: “A comparable prize will be given if a woman 
wins.”

The Tacticians
t a c t , a computer dating service, held a free outdoor 

party in Bryant Park behind the New York Public Lib
rary on a Wednesday afternoon from 5 to 8 p.m.

A dozen hired girls distributed white cards and ques
tionnaires. Each recipient was asked to list on the card 
the names and addresses of any dozen members of the 
opposite sex whom he or she had met at the party and 
would like to meet again. The filled-out cards were sup
posed to be sent to TACT’S office with $5, a completed 
questionnaire and the name circled of the person you 
most desired to meet.

The reaction of most male predators was simply to 
take the card over to a girl and ask for her phone num
ber. Said one: “What do I need with t a c t ? I go up 
to the girl and say, ‘Do you think we’re compatible?’
Right away, this gets a laugh. Then I ask for her phone 
number.” He looked over his nearly-completed card.
“ I better get a clean card,” he said. “They’ll get wise 
to me.”

The statue of William Cullen Bryant smiled benignly 
down at the crowd, over the inscription at his base:
Yet let no empty gust of passion find an utterance in 
thy lay.

Requiem fo r a Lost Cause
A spokesman for the Police Benevolent Association 

was unable to appear at a pre-election debate on the 
Civilian Review Board; instead, two conservatives 
urged defeat of the board. One was chairman of the 
Greenwich Village Conservative Club, who said, “I be
lieve Negroes and Puerto Ricans are people” and point
ed out that police brutality is no earth-shaking prob
lem as long as it’s “below 3%.” The other simply 
shouted—“Sir, I’d like the policeman’s name, please!”
—every time someone would describe a case of police 
brutality.

Paul Chevigny of the ACLU referred to the fact that 
the review board referendum question contained a 
sleeper clause which would allow a policeman to refuse, 
without penalty, to appear before any hearing in the 
city, even an investigation of bribery. Responded the 
conservative: “Please, sir, I’d like to have that police
man’s name!”

(Continued on Page 30)
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