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He is barely able to close the door before they reach the porch. So this unexpected invitation from Chicago 
raises all kind of suspicions. But he also knows this is the last chance to make things right with the Honorable 
Elijah Muhammad. 
The library entrance automatically opens. 
Mr. Muhammad meekly rises, and slowly walks toward Malcolm, extends his right hand and whispers 
“As-salaam alaikum” as they embrace. Malcolm grips his hand and says “Walaikum salaam.” 
The two black leaders quietly sit down in front of the desk, each man respectfully staring at the other with a 
look of outward regard of love and respect. 
Honorable Elijah Muhammad: 
“Brother Malcolm ... when you first came to me, I told you what goes on in a man’s house stays in his house. 
You’ve violated my honor using the white man’s press to destroy me as an honorable and divine savior of the 
black race. 
Malcolm X: 
“Mr. Muhammad, you also respectfully told me to punish any brother who disrespects his wife, family and the 
Nation by engaging in adulterous affairs. In fact, you expelled my own brother for having sex with the secretary 
at the Mosque in New York City. 
“I’m hurt and ashamed for the way you handled Sister Williams’ and Sister Rosary’s paternity suits. You lied 
and deny them financial support because they don’t deserve to be honored with your child. I can’t believe the 
same man who dedicated his life to living the right way, turned out to be a hypocrite and the biggest charlatan 
of them all.” 
Honorable Elijah Muhammad: 
“You ... call me a hypocrite. I say that I have the responsibilities to fulfill my prophecy. 
Malcolm X: 
“You have given Muslims around the world a tainted view of the black man’s suffering in America. All white 
men aren’t devils. There are Negro Christians in this country that will kill you faster than any white man 
because Muslims don’t believe a white Jesus is the son of God. 
“You taught two young Muslim sisters to believe in you, like I believed in you. We would have died for you, 
Brother Minister. You’ve done nothing but lie, deceive and betray them and me.” 
Honorable Elijah Muhammad: 
“Let me warn you, Malcolm. You don’t come to my home and disrespect me. I’m not going to let you continue 
spreading lies about my alleged infidelity. I’ve defended and protected you like one of my sons… now you 
come at me with your ruthless and wicked tongue.” 
Malcolm X: 
“Mr. Muhammad, disrespect is becoming a way of life around you. You ordered John Ali to evict Betty and me 
from the home we lived in and tried to burn it down after we refused to move. My daughters were asleep 
inside, Brother Minister.” 
Honorable Elijah Muhammad: 
“Hold it; hold on! We didn’t bomb it. I would not give such an order to destroy a property that was about to be 
repossessed. Besides, the FOI doesn’t attack women and children.” 
Malcolm X: 



“I don’t believe you, Brother Minister. Several days ago, four brothers that I trained in the FOI came to my 
home—and would not have come without your orders.” 
Honorable Elijah Muhammad: 
 “Stop it, Malcolm. I... told... you... I have done everything to protect you from brothers who want to inflict 
serious harm on you… black men.” 
Malcolm X: 
 “Mr. Muhammad, I trained them to follow orders from their superiors. Everything they do has a purpose. If you 
think I believe they acted without your instructions, then you are disrespecting everything about the FOI.” 
Honorable Elijah Muhammad: 
 “That’s enough. Leave my home immediately.” 
Malcolm X: 
 “I came here today with good intentions. I just wanted to hear the truth, Brother Minister. You and I built one of 
the greatest black organizations in the history of mankind—and like niggers, you destroyed it.” 
Honorable Elijah Muhammad: 
 “Get out!” 
Malcolm X: 
Malcolm slowly gets up from his chair, walks toward the door, and leaves Mr. Muhammad’s library where he is 
met by the three FOI who escort him out of the compound where he waits outside the mansion for thirty 
minutes for a taxi. 
In a Eulogy fitting only for royalty, actor and historian Ossie Davis told the world, 
“Many will ask what Harlem finds to honor in the stormy, controversial, and bold young captain, and we will 
smile... and we will answer and say unto them. Did you ever talk to Brother Malcolm? Did you ever touch him, 
or have him smile at you? ...And if you knew him you would know why we must honor him. Malcolm was our 
manhood, our living black manhood! ...And we will know him then for what he was and is—a prince—our own 
black shining prince—who didn’t hesitate to die, because he loved us so.” 
 


