out more than t
books. I preferred reading in the total isolation of my
17 When I had progressed to really serious reading, ‘
p.m. I would be outraged with the “lights out.” It always se

in the middle of something engrossing. T
18 Fortunately, right outside my door was a corridor light that cast a

room. The glow was enough to read by, once my eyes afljusted to it. So wh
out” came, I would sit on the floor where I could continue reading in
19 At one-hour intervals the night guards paced past every room. E
I heard the approaching footsteps, I jumped into bed and feigned |
as soon as the guard passed, I got back out of bed onto the floor area of
light-glow, where I would read for another fifty-eight minutes—until the gy
approached again. That went on until three or four every morning. Three o,
hours of sleep a night was enough for me. Often in the years in the streets

slept less than that.

Pause What does 20 'The teachings of Mr. Muhammad stressed how history had been *
":"a'w'":hx ;“h‘?at” Whrf" ened”—when white men had written history books, the black man simply t
b;s:ﬁh;en;f,n‘}” P been left out. . . . I never will forget how shocked I was when I began read

about slavery’s total horror. It made such an impact upon me that it later beca
one of my favorite subjects when I became a minister of Mr. Muhammad’s
world’s most monstrous crime, the sin and the blood on the white man’s h
are almost impossible to believe. . . . I read descriptions of atrocities, saw
illustrations of black slave women tied up and flogged with whips; of black m:
ers watching their babies being dragged off, never to be seen by their mo
again; of dogs after slaves, and of the fugitive slave catchers, evil white men
whips and clubs and chains and guns. . . . '
21 Bookafter book showed me how the white man had brought upon the wor
black, brown, red, and yellow peoples every variety of the sufferings of ex
tion. I saw how since the sixteenth century, the so-called “Christian trader” s
man began to ply the seas in his lust for Asian and African empires, and plu:
and power. I read, I saw, how the white man never has gone among the non-1
peoples bearing the Cross in the true manner and spirit of Christ’s teac
meek, humble, and Christlike. . . .
22 Thave often reflected upon the new vistas that reading opened to me.
right there in prison that reading had changed forever the course of
I see it today, the ability to read awoke inside me some long dormant
be mentally alive. I certainly wasn’t seeking any degree, the way a
fers astatlis Symbol upon its students, My homemade education g
every additional book that I read, a little bit more sensitivity to |
~ dumbness, and blindness that was afflicting the black race in
glish writer telephoned me frorm Tondon, asking q
- alma mater?” I told him, “Books.”
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