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no less masterly than her literary work. We laughed to tears over
the recollection of our recent meeting in Cassis, France. She had
invited Sasha and me to dinner and we had arrived in the company
of Peggy and Lawrence at four in the morning, hungry as wolves.
Dazed with sleep, Evelyn had announced that she could offer us
only coffee; not a scrap had been left from the sumptuous dinner.

The call to arms for “E.G.’s Life” had not brought battalions to
the fore, Van ruefully reported; no more than a thousand dollars
had come in, though he had bombarded everyone within reach. His
face lit up when he learned that the comrades of the Freie Arbeiter
Stimme had, through the efforts of its editor, Joseph Cohen, B. Axler,
and Sarah Gruber, raised nearly as much, and that Toronto and
Montreal had not lagged behind. But we were still only half-way
towards the needed five thousand dollars. Van was not discouraged:
he would continue to pester those who had once proclaimed their
friendship for E.G. What were my plans? Would I wait before be-
ginning my work? Did he dare suggest that a good anarchist would
stop halfway, I teased my impresario. In fifteen months I had raised
over thirteen hundred dollars for the political fund, some money
for the fight to rescue Sacco and Vanzetti and for similar causes. I
had paid my debts, amounting to twelve hundred dollars, and I had
enough left to cover my return passage, aside from the new fund
for my autobiography.

I was returning to France, to lovely Saint-Tropez and my enchant-
ing little cottage to write my life. My life — I had lived in its heights
and its depths, in bitter sorrow and ecstatic joy, in black despair and
fervent hope. I had drunk the cup to the last drop. I had lived my
life. Would I had the gift to paint the life I had lived!
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dience equalling the total attendance of four other meetings. I was
assured that I had performed a feat no public speaker had ever at-
tempted in Toronto before. I had come as a stranger without funds
or a manager. Within a year I had created enough interest to se-
cure audiences twice a week for eight months. Most important, my
friends thought, was the effect of my lecture on corporal punish-
ment in the schools. The campaign organized to abolish the sav-
age practice was the direct result of it, they said. I could not have
achieved what I did had it not been for the effective support of such
friends as the Reades, Robert Low, Mary Ramsey, Jane Cohen, the
Hugheses, Florence Loring and Frances Wylie, and my comrades in
Toronto. Their share was no less than mine, nor should their credit
be.

The week in Montreal before sailing was free from the gloom
and disappointments of my previous visit. I came as the guest of
the Women’s Aid Society, the group I had organized for the relief
of the persecuted revolutionists in Russia. My year’s absence had
not dampened their ardour nor lessened their efforts. Mrs. Zahler,
Lena Slackman, Minna Baron, Rose Bernstein, and the other hard
workers had surpassed my expectations in the amount of financial
aid they had succeeded in sending to Berlin for the Russian Political
Prisoners’ Fund. They proved equally efficient with the two meet-
ings they arranged for me, the largest and most interesting I had had
in Montreal. I greatly enjoyed the fine fellowship at the farewell din-
ner they gave me. Other friends added to the interest and pleasure
of my stay, among them Mr. and Mrs. H. M. Caiserman, enthusi-
astic Judaists, who gathered the Yiddish intelligentsia to attend my
lecture on Walt Whitman at their home. They were proud that I
was one of their race, they reiterated. It was worth coming back to
Montreal to reach their Yiddish hearts by the grace of the goi Walt
Whitman.

Evelyn Scott was in the city and I spent some lovely hours with
her. I had read and admired her Escapade years before we met. Our
friendship began in London and was cemented by Evelyn’s letters,
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My comrades organized a memorial meeting. I consented to
speak, though I knew that no paean of their velour and nobility
could raise them to greater glory in the eyes of posterity than
Vanzetti’s own beautiful song or Sacco’s last simple and heroic
words.

Absorption in some vital interest had often helped me over the
savagery man inflicts on his brother. Concentrated study of the ma-
terial for my winter’s work might dull the pain over our great and
poignant loss.

The Public and University libraries in Toronto were lacking in
modern works on the social, educational, and psychologic problems
occupying the best minds. “We do not buy books we consider im-
moral,” a local librarian was reported as saying. I acquired a librar-
ian of my own in Arthur Leonard Ross, best of friends, who sent me
two boxes of the latest reference books on the subjects I was prepar-
ing. I also came upon a rich Walt Whitman collection, owned by Mr.
H. F. Saunders, secretary of the Toronto Walt Whitman Fellowship,
who invited me to speak at the annual gathering in memory of the
Good Grey Poet.

My luck in Toronto far exceeded my deserts. Kind hearts sup-
plied my every wish. “A secretary?” “Why, there’s Molly Kirzner
— she’ll do your work” Within the year Molly changed her name
to Ackerman, but not her loyalty to me. “A centrally located place
for our publicity?” “Why, there’s C. M. Herlick, the lawyer. Don’t
you fear, he is also a Socialist and eager to put his office at your
service” A physician, a dentist, and tailors at my call, and a kidnap-
per whose cozy home soon became mine. The dear woman, Esther
Laddon, was about my own age, but she mothered me as if I were
her child. She fretted about my health, worried about my meals, and
buttonholed everybody to warn them not to dare miss hearing the
great orator E.G. Indeed, my luck exceeded my deserts.

In January 1928 I delivered my final talk in a series of twenty, em-
bracing various problems of our time. The last evening, on which I
discussed Ben Lindsey’s Companionate Marriage, brought out an au-
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cash as their birthday gifts. The two Bens, Big and Little, and other
friends had also remembered me on the occasion. I would have
enough to keep going for part of the summer. I thought I would
rest up for a while and then buckle down to prepare a new lecture
course. But I lost all desire for a rest with the impending murder of
Sacco and Vanzetti.

The first knowledge of their arrest had reached me in Russia;
then nothing more till I was in Germany. So overpowering were
the proofs of their innocence, it seemed impossible that the State of
Massachusetts would repeat in 1923 the crime Illinois had commit-
ted in 1887. Surely some progress had been made in America in the
past quarter of a century, some change in the minds and hearts of
the masses to prevent the new human sacrifice, I reasoned. Strange
that I, of all people, should have thought so. I who had lived and
struggled in the United States for more than half my life and had wit-
nessed the inertia of the workers and the unscrupulousness and the
inhumanity of the American courts! With our Chicago men inno-
cently slain, with Sasha doomed to twenty-two years for an offence
that legally called only for seven, with Mooney and Billings buried
alive on perjured testimony, the victims of Wheatland and Centralia
still in prison, and all the others I had seen railroaded! How could
I have believed that Sacco and Vanzetti, however innocent, would
escape American “justice”? The power of suggestion had taken me
off my guard. The whole world had repudiated the monstrous pos-
sibility that Sacco and Vanzetti would be denied a new trial or that
the sentence of death would be carried out. I had been influenced
by it and had done little to help stay the hangman’s hand reaching
out for these two beautiful lives. Only after I had come to Canada
did I fully realize my mistake. Talking seemed inconsequential and
futile. Yet it was all I could do to call attention to the black deed
about to be committed across the border, after the seven years’ pur-
gatory suffered by the two persecuted men. Alas, my feeble voice,
like that of millions, cried in vain. America remained deaf.
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In Appreciation

Suggestions that I write my memoirs came to me when I had
barely begun to live, and continued all through the years. But I
never paid heed to the proposal. I was living my life intensely —
what need to write about it? Another reason for my reluctance was
the conviction I entertained that one should write about one’s life
only when one had ceased to stand in the very torrent of it. “When
one has reached a good philosophic age,” I used to tell my friends,
“capable of viewing the tragedies and comedies of life impersonally
and detachedly — particularly one’s own life — one is likely to cre-
ate an autobiography worth while”” Still feeling adolescently young
in spite of advancing years, I did not consider myself competent
to undertake such a task. Moreover, I always lacked the necessary
leisure for concentrated writing.

My enforced European inactivity left me enough time to read a
great deal, including biographies and autobiographies. I discovered,
much to my discomfiture, that old age, far from ripening wisdom
and mellowness, is too often fraught with senility, narrowness, and
petty rancour. I would not risk such a calamity, and I began to think
seriously about writing my life.

The great difficulty that faced me was lack of historical data for
my work. Almost everything in the way of books, correspondence,
and similar material that I had accumulated during the thirty-five
years of my life in the United States had been confiscated by the
Department of Justice raiders and never returned. I lacked even my
personal set of the Mother Earth magazine, which I had published
for twelve years. It was a problem I could see no solution for. Sceptic
that I am, I had overlooked the magic power of friendship, which
had so often in my life made mountains move. My staunch friends
Leonard D. Abbott, Agnes Inglis, W. S. Van Valkenburgh, and others
soon put my doubts to shame. Agnes, the founder of the Labadie
Library in Detroit, containing the richest collection of radical and
revolutionary material in America, came to my aid with her usual

cal order, E. Hanson was a Socialist-Nationalist, and Carl Berg was
an LTWW.

A note from Peggy Guggenheim on my return to Toronto ex-
pressed surprise that I had not answered Howard Young’s letter
regarding my autobiography. Had I changed my mind about permit-
ting him to raise a fund to enable me to write the book? He was plan-
ning to proceed with it and she would open the subscription with
five hundred dollars. I replied that I had never received Howard’s
letter, but it was all right for him to go ahead. Yet I should prefer
to have my old friend W. S. Van Valkenburgh in charge of the hard
work the appeal would entail. I knew that if energy and indefatiga-
bility could avail, Van was sure of success. With Peggy Guggenheim
and Howard Young as my first sponsors, Kathleen Millay as the offi-
cial secretary, and Van to do the heavy correspondence, the project
was finally launched to secure funds for my writing the “master-
piece that would set the world afire”

Meanwhile my Toronto comrades kept on insisting that I was
wanted in their midst. They had never believed that their city could
respond so warmly to anarchist propaganda. They urged that I make
Toronto my permanent home or that I remain there several years
at least. They offered to foot all bills and I should consider my-
self engaged, they declared. Most of these Yiddish anarchists were
workingmen, barely earning their living: expansive Maurice Lang-
bord and his wife, Becky, toiling to support their six adorable chil-
dren, with large appetites; A. Judkin, weighing no more than ninety
pounds, with a sick wife, running a newspaper delivery truck; ge-
nial and kindly Joe Desser, ill for months; Gurian, Simkin, Gold-
stein, and other comrades — every one of them with heavy burdens
to carry. I would not consent to accept support even from Julius
Seltzer, the only “millionaire” in our ranks, let alone from them.
Nor could I think of spending the rest of my life in Canada. But I
would risk it for a year.

The special drama course, arranged by my two artist friends Flo-
rence Loring and Frances Wylie, had left a surplus. My family sent
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place in my heart for my erstwhile country, regardless of her shabby
treatment. My love for all that is ideal, creative, and humane in her
would not die. But I should rather never see America again if I could
do so only by compromising my ideas.

The expense of travel in Canada and the great distances be-
tween the larger cities decided me to go no farther than Edmon-
ton, Alberta. Winnipeg nearly became my Waterloo. The city was
extremely cold and in the throes of a grippe epidemic, to which I
succumbed in the first twenty-four hours. Lack of cohesion in our
ranks, badly organized meetings, and Communist obstruction at ev-
ery gathering made the situation anything but a cheerful prospect.
Hugging my bed by day, in a half stupor from drugs to break my
cold, I managed to pull through the Sunday evening mass meeting
in spite of the rough-house created by the Moscow bigots. Later I
added a course of drama lectures to my schedule. The six weeks in
Winnipeg, though strenuous to exhaustion, were not entirely with-
out compensation. The alert and active young people in the Arbeiter
Ring organization, and the girl students of the University who in-
vited me to speak, were the saving grace of my ordeal. I also suc-
ceeded in welding together the radical women into a relief society
for the imprisoned revolutionists in Russia and added some money
to the fund.

Edmonton, Alberta, proved a record-breaker. I came there for two
lectures. I stayed to deliver fifteen in one week, some days speak-
ing three times. All the Jewish organizations in town and most of
the Canadian labour, social, and educational groups invited me to
speak. The two extremes of the variegated audiences I addressed
that week were factory girls during their lunch hour in the shop
and the faculties of Edmonton College and the University of Al-
berta at a tea arranged in one of the hotels by Mrs. H. A. Freedman,
the president of the Council of Jewish Women. The extraordinary
interest my presence in Edmonton aroused was entirely due to the
kindly efforts of three people, none of whom was an anarchist. Mrs.
Freedman was a staunch and sincere adherent of the present politi-
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readiness. Leonard did his share, and Van spent all his free time in
research work for me.

In the matter of European data I knew I could turn to the two best
historians in our ranks: Max Nettlau and Rudolf Rocker. No further
need to worry with such an array of co-workers.

Still I was not appeased. I needed something that would help me
re-create the atmosphere of my own personal life: the events, small
or great, that had tossed me about emotionally. An old vice of mine
came to my rescue: veritable mountains of letters I had written. Of-
ten I had been chided by my pal Sasha, otherwise known as Alexan-
der Berkman, and by my other friends, for my proclivity to spread
myself in letters. Far from virtue bringing reward, it was my iniq-
uity that gave me what I needed most — the true atmosphere of past
days. Ben Reitman, Ben Capes, Jacob Margolis, Agnes Inglis, Harry
Weinberger, Van, my romantic admirer Leon Bass, and scores of
other friends readily responded to my request to send me my let-
ters. My, niece, Stella Ballantine, had kept everything I had written
her during my imprisonment in the Missouri penitentiary. She, as
well as my dear friend M. Eleanor Fitzgerald, had also preserved my
Russian correspondence. In short, I was soon put into possession of
over one thousand specimens of my epistolary effusions. I confess
that most of them were painful reading, for at no time does one re-
veal oneself so much as in one’s intimate correspondence. But for
my purpose they were of utmost value.

Thus supplied, I started for Saint-Tropez, a picturesque fisher nest
in the south of France, in company of Emily Holmes Coleman, who
was to act as my secretary. Demi, as she is familiarly called, was
a wild wood-sprite with a volcanic temper. But she was also the
tenderest of beings, without any guile or rancour. She was essen-
tially the poet, highly imaginative and sensitive. My world of ideas
was foreign to her, natural rebel and anarchist though she was. We
clashed furiously, often to the point of wishing each other in Saint-
Tropez Bay. But it was nothing compared to her charm, her pro-



found interest in my work, and her fine understanding for my inner
conflicts.

Writing had never come easy to me, and the work at hand did
not mean merely writing. It meant reliving my long-forgotten past,
the resurrection of memories I did not wish to dig out from the
deeps of my consciousness. It meant doubts in my creative ability,
depression, and disheartenings. All through that period Demi held
out bravely and encouragement proved the comfort and inspiration
of the first year of my struggle.

Altogether I was very fortunate in the number and devotion of
friends who exerted themselves to smooth the way for Living My
Life. The first to start the fund to secure me from material anxiety
was Peggy Guggenheim. Other friends and comrades followed suit,
giving without stint from their limited economic means. Miriam
Lerner, a young American friend, volunteered to take Demi’s place
when the latter had to leave for England. Dorothy Marsh, Betty
Markow, and Emmy Eckstein typed part of my manuscript as a
labour of love. Arthur Leonard Ross, kindest and most lavish of
men, gave me his untiring efforts as legal representative and ad-
viser. How could such friendship ever be rewarded?

And Sasha? Many misgivings beset me when we began the re-
vision of my manuscript. I feared he might resent seeing himself
pictured through my eyes. Would he be detached enough, I won-
dered, sufficiently objective for the task? I found him remarkably
so for one who is so much a part of my story. For eighteen months
Sasha worked side by side with me as in our old days. Critical, of
course, but always in the finest and broadest spirit. Sasha also it was
who suggested the title, Living My Life.

My life as I have lived it owes everything to those who had come
into it, stayed long or little, and passed out. Their love, as well as
their hate, has gone into making my life worth while.

Living My Life is my tribute and my gratitude to them all.

Emma Goldman

was the group of women I gathered into a permanent body to raise
funds for the imprisoned revolutionists in the Communist State.

The Toronto anarchists were more numerous and better orga-
nized. They were carrying on intensive propaganda in Yiddish and
exerting an influence in their community, but they sadly neglected
the natives. They were eager, however, to assist me to any extent
with my program of English lectures. They had done a great deal
of preparatory work that promised success for my first appear-
ance. Support came also from an unexpected quarter. I had noti-
fied the Toronto newspapers of my visit to their city, but only the
Star showed sufficient interest to send a representative, Mr. C. R.
Reade. I was amazed to find him thoroughly informed about the an-
archist philosophy and familiar with its exponents and their works.
He might as well be one of us, I joked. Life was difficult enough
without being an adherent of such an unpopular cause or sharing its
ideas with a dull world, he laughed. His understanding and friendly
attitude exerted a proselyting effect on his editors. In the words
of the Communists, the Star became an “Emma Goldman propa-
ganda sheet” The explanation given for my “pull” with the paper
was that its owner had in the past been a “philosophic” anarchist
and remained hospitable to advanced ideas. But I felt that it was due
mostly to Reade’s good offices. Both he and Mrs. Reade became my
enthusiastic sponsors. Mrs. Reade even volunteered to organize a
course of my drama lectures. They were among the few kindred
intellectual spirits I enjoyed during my stay in Toronto.

Dear members of my family came to visit me from the States,
and it was a great joy to be within their reach, even if they had
to come to me instead of my going to them. Not that the opportu-
nity was not offered me. Various friends were eager to smuggle me
across the border. With my picture in every rogues’ gallery in the
United States, I could not have remained there long without being
recognized, and there was no object in hiding. Those of my friends
and comrades who could afford it would come to see me. For the
rest, I never liked sensation for its own sake. There still was a large
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I entered Canada as unheralded as I had England two years pre-
viously. In Montreal I learned that no English anarchist had been
heard in Canada for a great many years. The only active people were
the Yiddish-language group, but they had no experience in organiz-
ing English lectures. My friend Isaac Don Levine had promised to
help with the publicity work, but even before he reached Montreal,
the newspapers announced that the dangerous anarchist Emma
Goldman, masquerading under the name of Colton, had managed
to get by the immigration authorities and had come to Montreal. To
save the Montrealers further trepidation and to satisfy the curios-
ity of the press Don issued a statement setting forth how and why
I had come to Canada and inviting press interviews. The telephone
and doorbell of my hosts, the Zahlers, worked overtime, and the pa-
pers were lurid with the news that romance still lived in this crassly
materialistic age: Emma Goldman and James Colton, a southern
Welsh miner, had rediscovered their mutual affection after twenty-
five years and had joined their lives in matrimony. The immigration
authorities were reported to have stated that there was no inten-
tion of interfering with my presence in Canada as long as I “did not
advocate bombs.”

The Moscow fanatics sought to boycott my lectures by a house-to-
house canvass of the radical Yiddish population. A few of the more
decent and sensible Communists deprecated these tactics. They sug-
gested a debate between Scott Nearing and myself. I should have
preferred some Communist who had lived in Russia longer and
knew the situation better than Mr. Nearing. Still, I was quite willing
to discuss with him the question of Life under the Dictatorship. Not
so Mr. Nearing. His reply was that if E.G. were dying and he could
save her life, he would not go round the corner to do so.

Besides my lecture in the theatre and an address at the Eugene
Debs Memorial gathering I delivered six Yiddish lectures and spoke
at a banquet where several hundred dollars were subscribed for the
Russian politicals. The most satisfying result of my visit in Montreal
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Part 1

10

general strike had grown from bad to worse; there being no sign
of coming improvement I should not feel bound to his firm with
my manuscript on the Russian drama. That was the first ripple in
my azure sky, yet not so disconcerting as the cable from the New
York comrade who had promised to raise the initial fund for my
Canadian tour. “It is off” he announced.

The Canadian Government had probably declared I would not
be admitted, or our own people had reconsidered their invitation, I
thought. But my conjectures proved false. Canada remained bliss-
fully ignorant of the danger threatening it, and our comrades as-
sured me they were expecting me without fail.

My sponsor was apparently afraid of the bodily harm I might
meet at the hands of the Communists. His fears were not entirely
groundless; Communists in New York had broken up radical meet-
ings and had even physically attacked their opponents. The hard
times would also affect the success of my lecture tour, the com-
rade wrote. I appreciated his good intentions to protect me and my
interests, but I could not be very gracious about the right he had
assumed to cancel my tour. Had this new blow come while I was
yet in England, I should have thought my world at an end. But life
in Saint-Tropez had restored my strength and with it my fighting
spirit. I cabled three friends in the States for loans. They responded
simultaneously, though they lived in different parts.

While in Paris, I lunched with Theodore Dreiser. “You must write
the story of your life, E.G.” he urged; “it is the richest of any
woman’s of our century. Why in the name of Mike don’t you do
it?” I told him that Howard Young had put the question first. I had
not taken it very seriously and I was not surprised that I had re-
ceived no word from him, though he had been back in America sev-
eral months. Dreiser protested that he was greatly interested in see-
ing my story given to the world. He would secure a five-thousand-
dollar advance from some publisher and I would hear from him very
soon. “All right, old dear, see what you can do! If you also forget or
if you fail, I will not sue you for breach of promise,” I laughed.
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Chapter 56

Friends had unearthed a lovely spot in Saint-Tropez, an ancient,
picturesque fishing-village in the south of France. An enchanted
place it was: a little villa of three rooms from which one caught a
view of the snow-covered Maritime Alps, with a garden of magnifi-
cent roses, pink and red geraniums, fruit-trees, and a large vineyard,
all for fifteen dollars a month. Here I regained something of my old
zest for life, and faith in my ability to overcome the hardships the fu-
ture might hold. I divided my time between my writing-desk and my
ménage. I even found time to learn to swim. I prepared the meals on
a quaint, red-bricked Provencal stove in which only charcoal could
be used. Many friends from America and other parts of the world
found their way to my new home in Saint-Tropez.

Georgette Leblanc, Margaret Anderson, Peggy Guggenheim,
Lawrence Vail, and many others came for an hour or a day to dis-
cuss serious matters or in jolly company. Peggy and Lawrence lived
not far from us in a village called Pramousquier and there I first
met Kathleen Millay and Howard Young. The latter reproached me
for not writing my autobiography. “A woman of your past!” he ex-
claimed; “just think what you could make of it!” I would, I told him,
if I could secure an income for two years, a secretary, and someone
to scour my pots and kettles. He would undertake to raise five thou-
sand dollars on his return to America, Young promised. In honour
of my prospective benefactor, Peggy added a few more bottles of
wine to those already emptied at dinner.

The four months in Saint-Tropez passed all too quickly in labour
and play. A golden dream, not without its rude awakening, how-
ever. Mr. Daniels informed me that conditions in England since the
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Chapter 1

It was the 15" of August 1889, the day of my arrival in New York
City. I was twenty years old. All that had happened in my life until
that time was now left behind me, cast off like a worn-out garment.
A new world was before me, strange and terrifying. But I had youth,
good health, and a passionate ideal. Whatever the new held in store
for me I was determined to meet unflinchingly.

How well I remember that day! It was a Sunday. The West Shore
train, the cheapest, which was all I could afford, had brought me
from Rochester, New York, reaching Weehawken at eight o’clock
in the morning. Thence I came by ferry to New York City. I had no
friends there, but I carried three addresses, one of a married aunt,
one of a young medical student I had met in New Haven a year be-
fore, while working in a corset factory there, and one of the Freiheit,
a German anarchist paper published by Johann Most.

My entire possessions consisted of five dollars and a small hand-
bag. My sewing-machine, which was to help me to independence, I
had checked as baggage. Ignorant of the distance from West Forty-
second Street to the Bowery, where my aunt lived, and unaware
of the enervating heat of a New York day in August, I started out
on foot. How confusing and endless a large city seems to the new-
comer, how cold and unfriendly!

After receiving many directions and misdirections and making
frequent stops at bewildering intersections, I landed in three hours
at the photographic gallery of my aunt and uncle. Tired and hot, I
did not at first notice the consternation of my relatives at my un-
expected arrival. They asked me to make myself at home, gave me
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breakfast, and then plied me with questions. Why did I come to
New York? Had I definitely broken with my husband? Did I have
money? What did I intend to do? I was told that I could, of course,
stay with them. “Where else could you go, a young woman alone
in New York?” Certainly, but I would have to look for a job imme-
diately. Business was bad, and the cost of living high.

I heard it all asif in a stupor. I was too exhausted from my wakeful
night’s journey, the long walk, and the heat of the sun, which was
already pouring down fiercely. The voices of my relatives sounded
distant, like the buzzing of flies, and they made me drowsy. With an
effort I pulled myself together. I assured them I did not come to im-
pose myself on them; a friend living on Henry Street was expecting
me and would put me up. I had but one desire — to get out, away
from the prattling, chilling voices. I left my bag and departed.

The friend I had invented in order to escape the “hospitality” of
my relatives was only a slight acquaintance, a young anarchist by
the name of A. Solotaroff, whom I had once heard lecture in New
Haven. Now I started out to find him. After a long search I discov-
ered the house, but the tenant had left. The janitor, at first very
brusque, must have noticed my despair. He said he would look for
the address that the family left when they moved. Presently he came
back with the name of the street, but there was no number. What
was I to do? How to find Solotaroff in the vast city? I decided to
stop at every house, first on one side of the street, and then on the
other. Up and down, six flights of stairs, I tramped, my head throb-
bing, my feet weary. The oppressive day was drawing to a close. At
last, when I was about to give up the search, I discovered him on
Montgomery Street, on the fifth floor of a tenement house seething
with humanity.

A year had passed since our first meeting, but Solotaroff had not
forgotten me. His greeting was genial and warm, as of an old friend.
He told me that he shared his small apartment with his parents and
little brother, but that I could have his room; he would stay with a
fellow-student for a few nights. He assured me that I would have
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armoured cars rattling along the streets, taunts and ridicule from
the young bullies in charge, and the affronts of the wealthy in their
luxurious automobiles. A few encounters had taken place, but on
the whole the strikers carried themselves with pride and dignity,
confident of the justice of their cause. It was inspiring, but it also
increased my misery at my own helplessness. On the tenth day of
the strike, there still being no sign of a settlement, I decided to leave
England by airplane.
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coffers. But it in no way discouraged him from wanting to try his
luck again.

I was about to leave London when the general strike was declared.
I could not think of running away from an event of such overwhelm-
ing importance. Workers and helpers would be needed and I must
remain and offer my services. John Turner was the most likely man
to get me in touch with the people in charge of the strike. I ex-
plained to him that I was willing to do any kind of work to aid the
great struggle: look after the relief of the strikers’ families, orga-
nize the care of their children, or take charge of feeding-stations. I
wanted to help the rank and file. John was delighted. It would dispel
the prejudice my anti-Soviet stand had created in trade-union cir-
cles and would demonstrate that anarchists not merely theorized,
but were capable of practical work and were ready for any emer-
gency. He would take my message to the strike committee and put
them in direct touch with me. I waited for two days, but no word
came either from trade-union headquarters or from John. On the
third day I again made the long trip on foot to see John and to in-
quire about the matter. He had been told that all help in the strike
situation was drawn from trade-union ranks, and that no outside
aid was needed. The excuse was flimsy; clearly the leaders feared
it would leak out that the anarchist Emma Goldman had some con-
nexion with the general strike. John was loath to admit my inter-
pretation, nor could he deny that I might be right. It was the old
story: the centralized machinery in every walk of British life left
no room for individual initiative. It was torture to remain neutral
where the line between masters and men was so sharply drawn, or
to stand by idly while the leaders were making one blunder after an-
other; nor would I leave by rail or ship manned by strike-breakers. I
found some relief in being out on the streets mingling with the men
and getting their reactions. Their spirit of solidarity was wonderful,
their fortitude great, their disregard of the hardships the strike had
already imposed admirable. No less extraordinary was their good
humour and self-control in the face of provocation from the enemy:
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no difficulty in finding a place; in fact, he knew two sisters who
were living with their father in a two-room flat. They were looking
for another girl to join them. After my new friend had fed me tea
and some delicious Jewish cake his mother had baked, he told me
about the different people I might meet, the activities of the Yiddish
anarchists, and other interesting matters. I was grateful to my host,
much more for his friendly concern and camaraderie than for the
tea and cake. I forgot the bitterness that had filled my soul over
the cruel reception given me by my own kin. New York no longer
seemed the monster it had appeared in the endless hours of my
painful walk on the Bowery.

Later Solotaroff took me to Sachs’s café on Suffolk Street, which,
as he informed me, was the headquarters of the East Side radicals,
socialists, and anarchists, as well as of the young Yiddish writers
and poets. “Everybody forgathers there,” he remarked; “the Minkin
sisters will no doubt also be there.”

For one who had just come away from the monotony of a provin-
cial town like Rochester and whose nerves were on edge from a
night’s trip in a stuffy car, the noise and turmoil that greeted us
at Sachs’s were certainly not very soothing. The place consisted of
two rooms and was packed. Everybody talked, gesticulated, and ar-
gued, in Yiddish and Russian, each competing with the other. I was
almost overcome in this strange human medley. My escort discov-
ered two girls at a table. He introduced them as Anna and Helen
Minkin.

They were Russian Jewish working girls. Anna, the older, was
about my own age; Helen perhaps eighteen. Soon we came to an
understanding about my living with them, and my anxiety and un-
certainty were over, | had a roof over my head; I had found friends.
The bedlam at Sachs’s no longer mattered. I began to breathe freer,
to feel less of an alien.

While the four of us were having our dinner, and Solotaroff was
pointing out to me the different people in the cafe, I suddenly heard
a powerful voice call: “Extra-large steak! Extra cup of coffee!” My
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own capital was so small and the need for economy so great that
I was startled by such apparent extravagance. Besides, Solotaroff
had told me that only poor students, writers, and workers were
the clients of Sachs. I wondered who that reckless person could be
and how he could afford such food. “Who is that glutton?” I asked.
Solotaroff laughed aloud. “That is Alexander Berkman. He can eat
for three. But he rarely has enough money for much food. When he
has, he eats Sachs out of his supplies. I'll introduce him to you.”

We had finished our meal, and several people came to our table to
talk to Solotaroff. The man of the extra-large steak was still packing
it away as if he had gone hungry for weeks. Just as we were about
to depart, he approached us, and Solotaroff introduced him. He was
no more than a boy, hardly eighteen, but with the neck and chest
of a giant. His jaw was strong, made more pronounced by his thick
lips. His face was almost severe, but for his high, studious forehead
and intelligent eyes. A determined youngster, I thought. Presently
Berkman remarked to me: “Johann Most is speaking tonight. Do
you want to come to hear him?”

How extraordinary, I thought, that on my very first day in New
York I should have the chance to behold with my own eyes and
hear the fiery man whom the Rochester press used to portray as the
personification of the devil, a bloodthirsty demon! I had planned to
visit Most in the office of his newspaper some time later, but that
the opportunity should present itself in such an unexpected manner
gave me the feeling that something wonderful was about to happen,
something that would decide the whole course of my life.

On the way to the hall I was too absorbed in my thoughts to hear
much of the conversation that was going on between Berkman and
the Minkin sisters. Suddenly I stumbled. I should have fallen had
not Berkman gripped in arm and held me up. “I have saved your
life,” he said jestingly. “I hope I may be able to save yours some
day,” I quickly replied.

The meeting-place was a small hall behind a saloon, through
which one had to pass. It was crowded with Germans, drinking,
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if not more. But I did not have many more years to throw about.
Meanwhile I was faced with the problem of making ends meet. Not
till my deportation had I ever given a thought to this question; I
had felt that as long as I could use my voice and pen, I could eas-
ily earn my living. Since then I had been haunted by the spectre
of dependence, and it grew after my tour of south Wales and the
provinces. I would rather take a job as a cook or housekeeper than
get my living from my activities among the underpaid miners and
cotton-mill workers. I could not allow them to defray my railroad
fares, let alone the expenses of my lectures. The drama meetings
not paying for themselves, I saw no way of continuing my work in
England.

A friend had once said jokingly that I was like a cat; “drop her out
of a sixth-story window and she’ll land on her paws.” After the last
failure I felt as if T had indeed been thrown from the top of the Wool-
worth Building. Two things brought me on my paws again. One was
my plan of a volume on “The Origin and Development of the Rus-
sian Drama”; the other, a tour through Canada. The anarchists there
had invited me to come, and a New York comrade promised to raise
my expenses. I would go to some little place in France and devote
the summer to writing and would leave for Canada in the fall. The
two ventures, I hoped, might secure me for a year or two to live
and be active in England. I made sure of my going to Canada by
immediately reserving my passage.

The incentive to devote the next four months to writing had come
from C. W. Daniel, my patron publisher. He had taken the keen-
est interest in my lectures on the Russian dramatists, had sent a
stenographer to take them verbatim, and held out the hope of issu-
ing my book in the not too distant future. Besides My Disillusion-
ment he had also published an English edition of Alexander Berk-
man’s Prison Memoirs of an Anarchist, for which Edward Carpenter
had written a preface, and he had imported sheets of Letters from
Russian Prisons, neither of which undertakings added much to his
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We fought often, but always in the best of feeling, for we knew that
no matter how far apart we might drift, our friendship would not
weaken.

My meeting with Nellie Harris in Paris the year before had shown
me little of her personality, except for her obvious loveliness and
charm. During my visit all her rare and exquisite qualities unfolded
like a flower before me. I had met wives of creative men on previ-
ous occasions. I had seen their bitterness to their husbands’ friends,
their jealousy of female admirers, and well I knew how overbearing
and cattish my sex can be to the wives of their idols. My sympathies
were often with the wives, for it seemed martyrdom enough to be
the spouse of an artist. I should have thought no less of Nellie had
I found her ungenerous to the admirers of Frank. But Nellie was
an angel, a large and loving spirit, incapable of harshness, and no
mere reflection of her famous husband, but an individual in her own
right, a keen observer of people and affairs, a better judge of human
nature than dear old Frank, and more patient and understanding.

I was loath to leave my good friends, but necessary research in
the Bibliothéque Nationale called me back to Paris before returning
to England. I still had some engagements to fill with the Playgo-
ers’ societies in Liverpool on the little-theatre movement in Amer-
ica. I had addressed them before on the works of Eugene O’Neill,
and a woman reporter had reviewed my “sensitive hands and gold
coloured lining of the opera cloak, rather startling in an anarchist,”
but the Playgoers must have liked my talks, because they invited me
again. I had also consented to deliver another course of lectures on
Continental and American plays in a popular hall, with one-shilling
admission. My comrades were sure it would bring a crowd, but on
the appointed day there were no crowds. Strindberg, the German
expressionists, Eugene O’Neill, and Susan Glaspell did not interest
the British public when presented without the seal of an organiza-
tion or party. “It isn’t done in England.” I was compelled to realize
that a much longer period than I had thought would be necessary
to break through the wall of what “isn’t done.” Five years, perhaps,
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smoking, and talking. Before long, Jonathan Most entered. My first
impression of him was one of revulsion. He was of medium height,
with a large head crowned with greyish bushy hair; but his face was
twisted out of form by an apparent dislocation of the left jaw. Only
his eyes were soothing; they were blue and sympathetic.

His speech was a scorching denunciation of American conditions,
a biting satire on the injustice and brutality of the dominant pow-
ers, a passionate tirade against those responsible for the Haymarket
tragedy and the execution of the Chicago anarchists in November
1887. He spoke eloquently and picturesquely. As if by magic, his
disfigurement disappeared, his lack of physical distinction was for-
gotten. He seemed transformed into some primitive power, radiat-
ing hatred and love, strength and inspiration. The rapid current of
his speech, the music of his voice, and his sparkling wit, all com-
bined to produce an effect almost overwhelming. He stirred me to
my depths.

Caught in the crowd that surged towards the platform, I found
myself before Most. Berkman was near me and introduced me. But
I was dumb with excitement and nervousness, full of the tumult of
emotions Most’s speech had aroused in me.

That night I could not sleep. Again I lived through the events
of 1887. Twenty-one months had passed since the Black Friday of
November 11, when the Chicago men had suffered their martyrdom,
yet every detail stood out clear before my vision and affected me as
ifit had happened but yesterday. My sister Helena and  had become
interested in the fate of the men during the period of their trial. The
reports in the Rochester newspapers irritated, confused, and upset
us by their evident prejudice. The violence of the press, the bitter
denunciation of the accused, the attacks on all foreigners, turned
our sympathies to the Haymarket victims.

We had learned of the existence in Rochester of a German social-
ist group that held sessions on Sunday in Germania Hall. We began
to attend the meetings, my older sister, Helena, on a few occasions
only, and I regularly. The gatherings were generally uninteresting,
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but they offered an escape from the grey dullness of my Rochester
existence. There one heard, at least, something different from the
everlasting talk about money and business, and one met people of
spirit and ideas.

One Sunday it was announced that a famous socialist speaker
from New York, Johanna Greie, would lecture on the case then be-
ing tried in Chicago. On the appointed day I was the first in the hall.
The huge place was crowded from top to bottom by eager men and
women, while the walls were lined with police. I had never before
been at such a large meeting. I had seen gendarmes in St. Petersburg
disperse small student gatherings. But that in the country which
guaranteed free speech, officers armed with long clubs should in-
vade an orderly assembly filled me with consternation and protest.

Soon the chairman announced the speaker. She was a woman in
her thirties, pale and ascetic-looking, with large luminous eyes. She
spoke with great earnestness, in a voice vibrating with intensity.
Her manner engrossed me. I forgot the police, the audience, and
everything else about me. I was aware only of the frail woman in
black crying out her passionate indictment against the forces that
were about to destroy eight human lives.

The entire speech concerned the stirring events in Chicago. She
began by relating the historical background of the case. She told of
the labour strikes that broke out throughout the country in 1886, for
the demand of an eight-hour workday. The center of the movement
was Chicago, and there the struggle between the toilers and their
bosses became intense and bitter. A meeting of the striking employ-
ees of the McCormick Harvester Company in that city was attacked
by police; men and women were beaten and several persons killed.
To protest against the outrage a mass meeting was called in Hay-
market Square on May 4. It was addressed by Albert Parsons, Au-
gust Spies, Adolph Fischer, and others, and was quiet and orderly.
This was attested to by Carter Harrison, Mayor of Chicago, who had
attended the meeting to see what was going on. The Mayor left, sat-
isfied that everything was all right, and he informed the captain of
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secretary, a skilful organizer and prodigious worker, widely known
in labour and trade-union ranks, with a dozen friends to assist her.
A review of my drama work by Rebecca West and Frank Harris cir-
culated in thousands of copies; Barry Jackson, Geoffrey Whitworth,
A. E. Filmer, and others, no strangers in the world of the drama,
were announced as chairmen. Yet the attendance was small and the
receipts barely covered the expenses. True, the audiences were of a
high intellectual order. That and the joy of collecting my material
were the only satisfaction I gained from nearly six months’ effort.

I spent three weeks in Bristol with similar results. My second at-
tempt to take root in the United Kingdom had thus also gone by the
board. The fogs and wet remained faithful and wandered through
my system at their own sweet will. I was laid up with chills and
fever when an invitation came from my dear friends Frank and Nel-
lie Harris to visit them in Nice.

In June I had married the old rebel James Colton. British now, I
did as most natives do who can scrape up enough to escape their
country’s climate. The American Mercury had sent me a cheque for
my sketch on Johann Most, so I was able to pay my fare to the south
of France. The Harrises were marvellous hosts, sparing no pains
to surround me with care and help restore my health and cheer.
I had spent many interesting hours with Frank before, but never
enough to see more than the artist, the man of the world, the inter-
esting causeur. In the intimacy of his home I was able to penetrate
beneath what everyone considered Frank’s egotism and conceit. I
found that my host knew himself much better than anyone else
did. He knew the human, all too human in his make-up. He had his
gnawing doubts whether he was indeed the supreme artist he pro-
claimed himself, whether his works would live and he be given an
immortal niche. Frank was not deceived about his own foibles, how-
ever blind he might be to those of his friends or mistaken in those
he looked upon as enemies. Frank Harris, when he turned himself
inside out, far from lessening my affection, brought himself nearer
to me. We had few ideas in common, especially on social problems.
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It brought also other interesting events outside of my research
work. Fitzi arrived for a brief visit, and through her I came to know
Paul and Essie Robeson, as well as several of Fitzi’s associates in the
Provincetown Playhouse. They had come to London to put on The
Emperor jones with Paul Robeson. Essie was a delightful person,
and Paul fascinated everyone. I first heard Robeson sing a group
of spirituals at a party given by my American friend Estelle Healy.
Nothing I had been told about his singing adequately expressed the
moving quality of his voice. Paul was also a lovable personality, en-
tirely free from the self-importance of the star and as natural as a
child. He never refused to sing, no matter how small the circle, if the
company was congenial. The Robesons liked my cooking, especially
my coffee, and so we exchanged compliments. I would prepare din-
ner for a chosen few or arrange a party of my English friends to
meet the Robesons, and Paul would hold everyone spellbound by
his glorious voice.

The summer was rich, the richest in years. Now that the sunny
days were drawing to an end, my friends were departing. Work I
loved lay before me and I still had a stout heart. But by December
there was little left of it or anything else to help face the London
winter. My venture into the Playgoers’ societies was quite satisfac-
tory. Gratifying also were the Liverpool and Birkenhead organiza-
tions, because of their mixed membership. The others were purely
middle-class, with no vital interest in the drama and no feeling for
its social and educational value. Nevertheless the experience proved
that I could establish myself with the Playgoers if I could hold out
long enough to become better known in England, for a year or two.
I had no means for it, nor the inclination to become an adjunct.

The independent lectures in London and Bristol again demon-
strated the truth of the British saying that “it isn’t done in Eng-
land” The London failure was particularly disappointing because
the work had started with every promise of success. Keats’ House,
quaintly beautiful and permeated by the genius and spirit of Eng-
land’s great poet, was our meeting-place; Claire Fowler Shone, our
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the district to that effect. It was getting cloudy, a light rain began to
fall, and the people started to disperse, only a few remaining while
one of the last speakers was addressing the audience. Then Captain
Ward, accompanied by a strong force of police, suddenly appeared
on the square. He ordered the meeting to disperse forthwith. “This
is an orderly assembly,” the chairman replied, whereupon the police
fell upon the people, clubbing them unmercifully. Then something
flashed through the air and exploded, killing a number of police of-
ficers and wounding a score of others. It was never ascertained who
the actual culprit was, and the authorities apparently made little ef-
fort to discover him. Instead orders were immediately issued for the
arrest of all the speakers at the Haymarket meeting and other promi-
nent anarchists. The entire press and bourgeoisie of Chicago and of
the whole country began shouting for the blood of the prisoners.
A veritable campaign of terror was carried on by the police, who
were given moral and financial encouragement by the Citizens’ As-
sociation to further their murderous plan to get the anarchists out
of the way. The public mind was so inflamed by the atrocious sto-
ries circulated by the press against the leaders of the strike that a
fair trial for them became an impossibility. In fact, the trial proved
the worst frame-up in the history of the United States. The jury
was picked for conviction; the District Attorney announced in open
court that it was not only the arrested men who were the accused,
but that “anarchy was on trial” and that it was to be exterminated.
The judge repeatedly denounced the prisoners from the bench, in-
fluencing the jury against them. The witnesses were terrorized or
bribed, with the result that eight men, innocent of the crime and in
no way connected with it, were convicted. The incited state of the
public mind, and the general prejudice against anarchists, coupled
with the employers’ bitter opposition to the eight-hour movement,
constituted the atmosphere that favoured the judicial murder of the
Chicago anarchists. Five of them — Albert Parsons, August Spies,
Louis Lingg, Adolph Fischer, and George Engel — were sentenced to
die by hanging; Michael Schwab and Samuel Fielden were doomed

17



to life imprisonment; Neebe received fifteen years’ sentence. The
innocent blood of the Haymarket martyrs was calling for revenge.

At the end of Greie’s speech  knew what I had surmised all along:
the Chicago men were innocent. They were to be put to death for
their ideal. But what was their ideal? Johanna Greie spoke of Par-
sons, Spies, Lingg, and the others as socialists, but I was ignorant
of the real meaning of socialism. What I had heard from the local
speakers had impressed me as colourless and mechanistic. On the
other hand, the papers called these men anarchists, bomb-throwers.
What was anarchism? It was all very puzzling. But I had no time for
further contemplation. The people were filing out, and I got up to
leave. Greie, the chairman, and a group of friends were still on the
platform. As I turned towards them, I saw Greie motioning to me. I
was startled, my heart beat violently, and my feet felt leaden. When
I approached her, she took me by the hand and said: “I never saw a
face that reflected such a tumult of emotions as yours. You must be
feeling the impending tragedy intensely. Do you know the men?”
In a trembling voice I replied: “Unfortunately not, but I do feel the
case with every fibre, and when I heard you speak, it seemed to me
as if I knew them.” She put her hand on my shoulder. “T have a feel-
ing that you will know them better as you learn their ideal, and that
you will make their cause your own”

I walked home in a dream. Sister Helena was already asleep, but
I had to share my experience with her. I woke her up and recited
to her the whole story, giving almost a verbatim account of the
speech. I must have been very dramatic, because Helena exclaimed:
“The next thing I'll hear about my little sister is that she, too, is a
dangerous anarchist.”

Some weeks later I had occasion to visit a German family [ knew.
I found them very much excited. Somebody from New York had
sent them a German paper, Die Freiheit, edited by Johann Most. It
was filled with news about the events in Chicago. The language
fairly took my breath away, it was so different from what I had
heard at the socialist meetings and even from Johanna Greie’s talk.
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six lectures, or in a dozen. An entire volume would be required. Pro-
fessor Wiener, Peter Kropotkin, and others had written such works
on Russian literature. It occurred to me that my drama series might
serve as an introduction to a larger book to be written at some later
date.

My meetings with Havelock Ellis and Edward Carpenter stood
out as the fulfillment of a wish cherished for a quarter of a century.
Not that I learned to know them better through our fleeting per-
sonal contact than I had through their works. I saw Ellis for a bare
half-hour in his London apartment and we were both rather tongue-
tied. But if I had lived near him for years, I should not have realized
better the oneness of the man with his life’s labours, so expressive
of his unique personality and lofty vision was every line that had
spoken to me out of the pages of his liberating work.

My visit with Edward Carpenter lasted the greater part of an af-
ternoon in his modest cottage at Guildford. He was nearly eighty,
frail and feeble. Alongside of his dapper companion, whom every-
body addressed as George, his clothes looked shabby. But there was
distinction in his carriage, and grace in every gesture. Dear Edward
had little chance to be heard, for it was George who did most of
the talking about the work “Edward and I” had written while they
were in Spain, and the book “we’re planning this summer.” Patient
and forbearing was Edward towards the conceit of small people,
viewing it with the wisdom of the sage.

I attempted to tell him how much his books had meant to me —
Towards Democracy, Angel Wings, Walt Whitman. He stopped me,
gently putting his hand over mine. Instead I should rather tell him
about Alexander Berkman, he said. He had read his Prison Memoirs,
“a profound study of man’s inhumanity and prison psychology, and
of his own martyrdom, portrayed with extraordinary simplicity.” He
had always wanted to know “Sasha” and “the Girl” in the book.

Havelock Ellis and Edward Carpenter! My summer was indeed
enriched by these two grand seigneurs of intellect and heart.
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everyone together in easy sociability that was most encouraging to
me.

Too late I learned that in England it is customary for clubs and so-
cieties to arrange their lecture courses six months in advance. Still,
I succeeded in securing seven engagements for the early autumn
from the Playgoers in Manchester, Liverpool, Birkenhead, Bath, and
Bristol. In the last city a series was also being planned by our own
people. The Drama Study Circle I had organized in London was
planning several lectures on the origin and development of the Rus-
sian drama, and the anarchists in the East End of London asked for
the same course in Yiddish. I could look forward to a busy time
doing work I had always loved.

During my early days in England, when everything seemed
bleakest, Stella had written me that London was a cold beauty that
required much wooing before revealing her charms. “Who cares
to woo a cold beauty?” I replied. Now I had been paying court to
her for nine months. Could it be that I was beginning to touch her
heart?

London was really beautiful now in its profusion of green and
abundance of flowers and sun, as if it would never wear mourn-
ing or weep torrents again. One begrudged every moment indoors,
knowing how short-lived the glory was. But six hours every day
was the very least I needed to cope with the historic treasures I dis-
covered in the British Museum on the Russian theatre and drama.
This institution had been one of my objectives in coming to Eng-
land, but it was only now that I had the time, the interest, and the
need for availing myself of all it offered. The longer I worked in the
museum, the more information I unearthed on stage arrangement,
old plays, scenery, and costumes. This led to wider fields, embracing
the political and social backgrounds of the dramatists of different
periods, and their correspondence that reflected their feelings and
reaction to Russian life. It was a fascinating study and so absorbing
as to make me forget the closing-hour. One thing became plain from
the start. I could not hope to cover even a fraction of the material in
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It seemed lava shooting forth flames of ridicule, scorn, and defiance;
it breathed deep hatred of the powers that were preparing the crime
in Chicago. I began to read Die Freiheit regularly. I sent for the litera-
ture advertised in the paper and I devoured every line on anarchism
I could get, every word about the men, their lives, their work. I read
about their heroic stand while on trial and their marvellous defence.
I saw a new world opening before me.

The terrible thing everyone feared, yet hoped would not happen,
actually occurred. Extra editions of the Rochester papers carried the
news: the Chicago anarchists had been hanged!

We were crushed, Helena and I. The shock completely unnerved
my sister; she could only wring her hands and weep silently. I was
in a stupor; a feeling of numbness came over me, something too hor-
rible even for tears. In the evening we went to our father’s house. Ev-
erybody talked about the Chicago events. I was entirely absorbed in
whatI felt as my own loss. Then I heard the coarse laugh of a woman.
In a shrill voice she sneered: “What’s all this lament about? The
men were murderers. It is well they were hanged.” With one leap I
was at the woman’s throat. Then I felt myself torn back. Someone
said: “The child has gone crazy” I wrenched myself free, grabbed a
pitcher of water from a table, and threw it with all my force into the
woman’s face. “Out, out,” I cried, “or I will kill you!” The terrified
woman made for the door and I dropped to the ground in a fit of
crying. [ was put to bed, and soon I fell into a deep sleep. The next
morning I woke as from a long illness, but free from the numbness
and the depression of those harrowing weeks of waiting, ending
with the final shock. I had a distinct sensation that something new
and wonderful had been born in my soul. A great ideal, a burning
faith, a determination to dedicate myself to the memory of my mar-
tyred comrades, to make their cause my own, to make known to
the world their beautiful lives and heroic deaths. Johanna Greie was
more prophetic than she had probably realized.
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My mind was made up. I would go to New York, to Johann Most.
He would help me prepare myself for my new task. But my husband,
my parents — how would they meet my decision?

I had been married only ten months. The union had not been
happy. I had realized almost from the beginning that my husband
and I were at opposite poles, with nothing in common, not even sex-
ual blending. The venture, like everything else that had happened
to me since [ had come to America, had proved most disappointing.
America, “the land of the free and the home of the brave” — what a
farce it now seemed to me! Yet how I had fought with my father to
get him to let me go to America with Helena! In the end I had won,
and late in December 1885, Helena and I had left St. Petersburg for
Hamburg, there embarking on the steamer Elbe for the Promised
Land.

Another sister had preceded us by a few years, had married, and
was living in Rochester. Repeatedly she had written Helena to come
to her, that she was lonely. At last Helena had decided to go. But
I could not support the thought of separation from the one who
meant more to me than even my mother. Helena also hated to leave
me behind. She knew of the bitter friction that existed between Fa-
ther and me. She offered to pay my fare, but Father would not con-
sent to my going. I pleaded, begged, wept. Finally I threatened to
jump into the Neva, whereupon he yielded. Equipped with twenty-
five roubles — all that the old man would give me — I left without
regrets. Since my earliest recollection, home had been stifling, my
father’s presence terrifying. My mother, while less violent with the
children, never showed much warmth. It was always Helena who
gave me affection, who filled my childhood with whatever joy it
had. She would continually shoulder the blame for the rest of the
children. Many blows intended for my brother and me were given
Helena. Now we were completely together — nobody would sepa-
rate us.

We travelled steerage, where the passengers were herded to-
gether like cattle. My first contact with the sea was terrifying and
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days, and even there the scenery did not compare with this feast
for the eyes. Cedric Hardwicke’s Caesar surpassed that of Forbes-
Robertson, whom I had seen in New York. He succeeded in making
the old Roman intensely human, with enough wit to laugh at him-
self. Miss Gwen Ffrangcon-Davies as Cleopatra was an exquisite
creature. For the first time in England I was able to banish the gloom
the travail of eight months had settled on my spirit.

Nearer acquaintance with Barry Jackson, Walter Peacock, Bache
Matthews (Mr. Jackson’s director), and several other members of
the company saved me from judging the nature of a whole people
by the bitter experiences I had with some groups. They knew I was
a stranger struggling to gain a foothold in their country, and that
was reason enough for them to offer their help. The possibility of
losing votes or support and disagreement with my views on social
subjects did not affect them. They were interested in the human, in
a fellow-creature adrift in an alien land. They made me welcome at
their theatres and put me in touch with circles that could enable me
to establish myself by means of lectures on the drama.

Mr. Peacock introduced me to a number of people, among
them Geoffrey Whitworth, the Honourable Secretary of the British
Drama League. Mr. Matthews interested the secretary of the Birm-
ingham Playgoers in my work, which soon brought me an engage-
ment from that society; and Barry Jackson, one of the busiest men
in London, always found time for me when I needed his kindly aid.
Mr. Whitworth generously turned his entire office over to my work;
the assistant secretary of the league, the library, and the list of affil-
iated societies were put at my disposal. Mr. Whitworth also invited
me to speak at the conference of the Drama League, which was to
take place in Birmingham.

In the lovely Repertory Theatre I lectured on the Russian the-
atre, discussing the studios, the Kamerny, and Meyerhold. The at-
mosphere was free from strife or rancour, the audiences were re-
ceptive, the questions keen and intelligent. Intermission brought
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rial was published in New York by the International Committee for
Political Prisoners in a volume entitled Letters from Russian Prisons.

We kept our pledge to our suffering comrades in Russia. We made
known their cause as well as that of all other persecuted revolu-
tionists. We demonstrated the abyss between the Bolsheviki and
“October” We would continue to do so, Sasha through the Bulletin
of the Joint Committee for the Defense of Political Prisoners, and I
whenever and wherever the opportunity presented itself. Now was
the time for me to turn to other matters. After eight months’ ab-
sorption in the Russian situation I felt justified in seeking different
subjects for expression. This was especially imperative because I
could not go on indefinitely accepting support from my family and
American friends. I should not have been able to keep going but for
such dear and devoted friends as Stewart Kerr, for instance, who
never allowed a month to pass without a gift. Now that I might be-
come self-supporting by means of lectures on the drama, I decided
to discontinue my Russian work, at least for a while.

Shortly after my arrival in England Fitzi had appointed me her
representative for the Provincetown Playhouse, to which she had
already given years of labour and love. My credentials afforded me
free access to some of the theatres, yet what I saw did not whet
my appetite for further exploration of the London stage. English
friends spoke highly of the Birmingham Repertory Theatre, the only
outstanding group of artistic merit. It had grown out of amateur
beginnings, they informed me, and it owed its first start and splen-
did development to the skill and generosity of its founder, Barry
V. Jackson. My experience with British intellectual hospitality had
made me somewhat sceptical. Opportunity to judge for myself
came when the Birmingham Repertory Company opened in Lon-
don with Shaw’s Caesar and Cleopatra, and I made haste to present
my credentials as Fitzi’s European ambassador. At no theatre in the
British metropolis had I been received with greater courtesy. The
performance proved to be a revelation. Such settings, atmosphere,
and ensemble acting I had not seen since the Stanislavsky Studio
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fascinating. The freedom from home, the beauty and wonder of the
endless expanse in its varying moods, and the exciting anticipation
of what the new land would offer stimulated my imagination and
sent my blood tingling.

The last day of our journey comes vividly to my mind. Every-
body was on deck. Helena and I stood pressed to each other, enrap-
tured by the sight of the harbour and the Statue of Liberty suddenly
emerging from the mist. Ah, there she was, the symbol of hope, of
freedom, of opportunity! She held her torch high to light the way to
the free Country, the asylum for the oppressed of all lands. We, too,
Helena and I, would find a place in the generous heart of America.
Our spirits were high, our eyes filled with tears.

Gruff voices broke in upon our reverie. We were surrounded by
gesticulating people — angry men, hysterical women, screaming
children. Guards roughly pushed us hither and thither, shouted or-
ders to get ready, to be transferred to Castle Garden, the clearing-
house for immigrants.

The scenes in Castle Garden were appalling, the atmosphere
charged with antagonism and harshness. Nowhere could one see
a sympathetic official face; there was no provision for the comfort
of the new arrivals, the pregnant women and young children. The
first day on American soil proved a violent shock. We were pos-
sessed by one desire, to escape from the ghastly place. We had heard
that Rochester was the “Flower City” of New York, but we arrived
there on a bleak and cold January morning. My sister Lena, heavy
with her first child, and Aunt Rachel met us. Lena’s rooms were
small, but they were bright and spotless. The room prepared for He-
lena and myself was filled with flowers. Throughout the day people
came in and out — relatives I had never known, friends of my sister
and of her husband, neighbours. All wanted to see us, to hear about
the old country. They were Jews who had suffered much in Russia;
some of them had even been in pogroms. Life in the new country,
they said, was hard; they were all still possessed by nostalgia for
their home that had never been a home.
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Among the visitors there were some who had prospered. One
man boasted that his six children were all working, selling newspa-
pers, shining shoes. Everybody was concerned about what we were
going to do. One coarse-looking fellow concentrated his attention
on me. He kept staring at me all the evening, scanning me up and
down. He even came over and tried to feel my arms. It gave me the
sensation of standing naked on the market-place. I was outraged,
but I did not want to insult my sister’s friends. I felt utterly alone
and I rushed out of the room. A longing possessed me for what I
had left behind — St. Petersburg, my beloved Neva, my friends, my
books and music. I became aware of loud voices in the next room. I
heard the man who had enraged me say: “I can get her a job at Gar-
son and Mayer’s. The wages will be small, but she will soon find a
feller to marry her. Such a buxom girl, with her red cheeks and blue
eyes, will not have to work long. Any man will snatch her up and
keep her in silks and diamonds.” I thought of Father. He had tried
desperately to marry me off at the age of fifteen. I had protested,
begging to be permitted to continue my studies. In his frenzy he
threw my French grammar into the fire, shouting: “Girls do not
have to learn much! All a Jewish daughter needs to know is how
to prepare gefiillte fish, cut noodles fine, and give the man plenty
of children.” I would not listen to his schemes; I wanted to study, to
know life, to travel. Besides, I never would marry for anything but
love, I stoutly maintained. It was really to escape my father’s plans
for me that I had insisted on going to America. Now attempts to
marry me off pursued me even in the new land. I was determined
not to be bartered: I would go to work.

Sister Lena had left for America when I was about eleven. I used
to spend much time with my grandmother in Kovno, while my peo-
ple lived in Popelan, a small town in the Baltic Province of Kurland.
Lena had always been hostile to me, and unexpectedly I had dis-
covered the reason. I could not have been more than six at the time,
while Lena was two years older. We were playing a game of marbles.
Somehow sister Lena thought I was winning too often. She flew into
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wiser or I should not have been so shocked to find radicals argue
the life and death of thousands in terms of commerce. On closer ac-
quaintance Mr. Daniel did not prove wiser than I, even if younger.
He undertook to publish a British edition of My Disillusionment in
Russia, fully aware that though it might secure glory from posterity
it could not bring him much trade. My book had already appeared
in complete form in a Swedish edition, but it did not mean so much
to me as to see my work, so atrociously bungled in America, in one
volume in England, with a preface by Rebecca West.

My Disillusionment, the articles in the New York World, reprinted
and circulated by the London Freedom, my contributions to the
Westminster Gazette and the Weekly News, besides those that had ap-
peared in the London Times and been syndicated in the provinces,
the article in the Daily News, and, finally, our brochure refuting the
fiction of the trade-union delegates contained a wealth of informa-
tion accessible to all but the wilfully blind.

Sasha had also not been idle; his The Bolshevik Myth now ap-
peared, published in New York by Boni and Liveright. But the latter
had eliminated the concluding and most vital chapter as being an
“anticlimax” Thereupon Sasha issued it as a brochure under that
very title and circulated it at his own expense. Sheets of the book
had been imported to England and the volume sold at a prohibitive
price without the author’s knowledge or consent, and without his
receiving a cent of royalties. The reviews were splendid, the crit-
ics agreeing that The Bolshevik Myth was a convincing and mov-
ing work of first-rate literary merit. In addition Sasha had gathered
a wealth of data and documents about political persecution under
the Soviet dictatorship. He secured the stories and affidavits of nu-
merous politicals who had escaped or been deported from Russia.
Added to similar matter collected by Henry G. Alsberg and Isaac
Don Levine, the whole constituted a collective indictment of Bolshe-
vik terror overpowering in its effect. On the strength of it Alsberg
and Levine procured letters of protest against the Moscow despo-
tism by men and women of international fame, and the entire mate-
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true regarding the masses in Russia than in reference to the British
workers.

It was imperative to unmask the deception. I suggested to our
committee a reply and I was instructed to prepare it, with the help
of Doris Zhook. The brochure we issued compared the statements
in the report with quotations from the Soviet press during the visit
of the British delegates. It contained no comments whatever, as we
were willing to let the Bolsheviki themselves disprove the extrava-
gant claims of the report. The Communists immediately charged us
with using material from the forged Izvestia and Pravda, allegedly
published by counter-revolutionists abroad. It was absurdly silly,
but it was sad to see even so good an insurgent as Colonel Josiah
Wedgwood change front. He wrote me that he would take no re-
sponsibility for the pamphlet and requested that his name be taken
off the committee. Wedgwood, like most of the others, including
even my comrade John Turner, moved in a groove and lacked the
independence to stand out against the Communist rooters.

The one exception in these ranks was Rebecca West, who did not
permit her affiliations to influence her attitude or curtail her free-
dom of action. Though extremely occupied with her own work, she
nevertheless found time to interest her friends in my efforts, to put
me in touch with a literary agent who might place My Disillusion-
ment in Russia with a British publisher, to write a preface for it, and
to preside at one of my lectures. But, then, Rebecca West is an artist,
not a politician.

Mr. C. W. Daniel was another unfettered spirit; a publisher, he did
not consider trade the all-embracing issue of life. He cared more for
the ideas and literary quality of works he was issuing than for the
money they might bring him. Was he, too, an old-fashioned Chris-
tian to prefer truth to business, I inquired, adding that I was charged
with that offence. I admitted that it was naive of me to expect more
from the LL.P. than from any other political party. I had always
known that, like the beasts, they never change their natures, how-
ever much they may shed their skins. Alas, one grows older but not
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a rage, gave me a violent kick, and shouted: “Just like your father!
He too cheated us! He robbed us of the money our father had left. I
hate you! You are not my sister.”

The effect of her outburst on me was petrifying. For a few mo-
ments [ sat riveted to the ground, staring at Lena in silence; then
the tension gave way to a fit of crying. I ran to sister Helena, to
whom I carried all my childish woes. I demanded to know what
Lena had meant when she said my father had robbed her, and why
I was not her sister.

As usual Helena took me in her arms, tried to comfort me, and
made light of Lena’s words. I went to Mother, and from her Ilearned
that there had been another father, Helena’s and Lena’s. He had died
young and Mother had then chosen my father, mine and my baby
brother’s. She said that my father was also Helena’s and Lena’s,
even if they were his stepchildren. It was true, she explained, that
Father had used the money left to the two girls. He had invested it
in business and failed. He had meant it for the good of all of us. But
what Mother told me did not lessen my great hurt. “Father had no
right to use that money!” I cried. “They are orphans. It is a sin to rob
orphans. I wish I were grown up; then I could pay back the money.
Yes, I must pay back, I must atone for Father’s sin”

I had been told by my German nurse that whoever was guilty
of robbing orphans would never get to heaven. I had no clear con-
ception of that place. My people, while keeping Jewish rites and
going to the synagogue on Saturdays and holidays, rarely spoke to
us about religion. I got my idea of God and devil, sin and punish-
ment, from my nurse and our Russian peasant servants. I was sure
Father would be punished if I did not pay back his debt.

Eleven years had passed since that incident. I had long forgotten
the hurt Lena had caused, but I by no means felt the great affection
for her that I bore my dear Helena. All the way to America I had
been anxious about what Lena’s feelings might be towards me, but
when I saw her, heavy with her first child, her small face pale and
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shrunken, my heart went out to her as if there had never been a
shadow between us.

The day after our arrival we three sisters remained alone. Lena
told us how lonely she had been, how she had longed for us and
for our people. We learned of the hard life that had been hers, first
as a domestic servant in Aunt Rachel’s house, later as buttonhole-
maker in Stein’s clothing-factory. How happy she was now, with
her own home at last and the joy of her expected child! “Life is still
difficult,” Lena said; “my husband is earning twelve dollars a week
as a tin-smith, working on roofs in the beating sun and in the cold
wind, always in danger. He had begun working as a child of eight in
Berdichev, Russia,” she added, “and he has been working ever since.”

When Helena and I retired to our room, we agreed that we must
both go to work at once. We could not add to the burden of our
brother-in-law. Twelve dollars a week and a child on the way! Some
days later Helena got a job retouching negatives, which had been
her work in Russia. I found employment at Garson and Mayer’s,
sewing ulsters ten and a half hours a day, for two dollars and fifty
cents a week.
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up much knowledge and a clear understanding of social problems.
He devoted his native ability as a speaker to the cause and he con-
tributed to the propagation of anarchism from his meagre earnings.
The comrades in his group, younger men with families to support,
were carried along by “Jimmy’s” energy and inspired by his love
and consecration to the ideal.

The Trade Union Report on Russia, signed by all the delegates,
including John Turner, proved a complete whitewash of the Soviet
régime. The ground it covered would have required several years’
study, extensive travel, and a long stay in the country. The Labour
delegates had been in Russia six weeks, more than a week of which
was spent in trains, as John told me. Obviously their report could
not represent the personal knowledge and observation of its au-
thors. As a matter of fact, it was a compilation of the documents
specially prepared for them by the authorities. Inasmuch as most
of the delegates had been pro-Soviet before coming to Russia, it
was quite natural that they should swallow the whole Bolshevik
bait. Their interpreters, one of them a naval attaché of the British
Embassy in the tsarist days, another in the diplomatic service for a
long time, were past masters in mustering official data to good ef-
fect. They had winked at the old autocracy in the interests of their
Government, and now, as adherents of the LL.P., they had also to
do considerable winking. That was their profession and I had no
quarrel with them. But I was shocked to see John Turner sign the
report. The more so because his article in Foreign Affairs, the inter-
view he gave to a representative of the New York Forward, as well
as his talk at our meeting, flatly contradicted the paeans of the re-
port. I wrote him frankly how he had disappointed me and the other
comrades. He replied in almost the identical phrase Lansbury had
used to Sasha in 1920: he could show me “any number of poor, des-
titute and starved in London.” I failed to see the connexion between
the misery in England and the statement in the report that the Rus-
sian toilers, though politically bound, were economically free and
contented. Turner and his co-delegates knew that this was no more
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help was so desperately needed at home. If I could at least enter
their lives, share in their struggles, show them that anarchism alone
has the key that can transform society and secure their well-being,
my begging would have some justification.

Already in London after my first lectures I had begun to chafe
under my compulsory silence on the frightful economic conditions
in England. The social wrongs in Great Britain could of course in no
way justify similar evils in Russia. Nor did I feel it just to talk about
the dictatorship and ignore the situation close at hand. This feeling
was constantly increasing and adding to my inner struggle. I could
not go on much longer with my anti-Soviet activities without voic-
ing my stand on the general social question. That opportunity de-
nied me in England, as indeed everywhere else, I should have to stop
discussing the Bolshevik State. I could not close my eyes to the fact
thatI owed my asylum to my attitude on Russia — a doubtful and un-
comfortable hospitality, which I could not accept indefinitely. My
comrades urged me to remain for my work. I had no reason to feel
that I must not appeal for the imprisoned revolutionists in Russia
because I could not take part in the social struggle in England, they
argued. I was the first anarchist returned from the Soviet country to
explain in Great Britain the relation of the Bolsheviki to the Revolu-
tion; such knowledge was vital everywhere, but nowhere more so
than in England, where many of the labour leaders were emissaries
of Moscow. This applied particularly to south Wales, where certain
officials of the Miners’ Federation were espousing the miracle of
the Communist State. The simple trust and faith of my comrades
was deeply touching. Proletarian from infancy, their lives barren of
beauty and joy, they clung to their ideal as the sole hope of a new
and free world. Typical of them was James Colton, who at the age
of sixty-five was still compelled to slave in the mines for his daily
bread. He had given the greater part of his life to active service in
our ranks, and with much pride he told me that, like myself, he
had become an anarchist as a result of the judicial murder of our
Chicago martyrs. With no chance for an education, he had picked
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Chapter 2

I had worked in factories before, in St. Petersburg. In the win-
ter of 1882, when my Mother, my two little brothers, and I came
from Konigsberg to join Father in the Russian capital, we found
that he had lost his position. He had been manager of his cousin’s
dry goods store; but, shortly before our arrival, the business failed.
The loss of his job was a tragedy to our family, as Father had not
managed to save anything. The only bread-winner left was Helena.
Mother was forced to turn to her brothers for a loan. The three hun-
dred roubles they advanced were invested in a grocery store. The
business yielded little at first, and became necessary for me to find
employment.

Knitted shawls were then much in vogue, and a neighbor told my
mother where I might find work to do at home. By keeping at the
task many hours a day, sometimes late into the night, I contrived to
earn twelve roubles a month.

The shawls I knitted for a livelihood were by no means master-
pieces, but somehow they passed. I hated to work, and my eyes gave
way under the strain of constant application. Father’s cousin who
had failed in the dry-goods business now owned a glove factory. He
offered to teach me the trade and give me work.

The factory was far from our place. One had to get up at five in the
morning to be at work at seven. The rooms were stuffy, unventilated,
and dark. Oil lamps gave the light; the sun never penetrated the
work room.

There were six hundred of us, of all ages, working on costly and
beautiful gloves day in, day out, for very small pay. But we were al-
lowed sufficient time for our noon meal and twice a day for tea. We
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could talk and sing while at work; we were not driven or harassed.
That was in St. Petersburg, in 1882,

Now I was in America, in the Flower City of the State of New
York, in a model factory, as I was told. Certainly, Garson’s clothing-
works were a vast improvement on the glove factory on the Vas-
silevsky Ostrov. The rooms were large, bright, and airy. One had
elbowspace. There were none of those ill-smelling odours that used
to nauseate me in our cousin’s shop. Yet the work here was harder,
and the day, with only half an hour for lunch, seemed endless. The
iron discipline forbade free movement (one could not even go to
the toilet without permission), and the constant surveillance of the
foreman weighed like stone on my heart. The end of each day found
me sapped, with just enough energy to drag myself to my sister’s
home and crawl into bed. This continued with deadly monotony
week after week.

The amazing thing to me was that no one else in the factory
seemed to be so affected as I, no one but my neighbour, frail lit-
tle Tanya. She was delicate and pale, frequently complained of
headaches, and often broke into tears when the task of handling
heavy ulsters proved too much for her. One morning, as I looked
up from my work, I discovered her all huddled in a heap. She had
fallen in a faint. I called to the foreman to help me carry her to the
dressing-room, but the deafening noise of the machines drowned
my voice. Several girls near by heard me and began to shout. They
ceased working and rushed over to Tanya. The sudden stopping of
the machines attracted the foreman’s attention and he came over to
us. Without even asking the reason for the commotion, he shouted:
“Back to your machines! What do you mean stopping work now?
Do you want to be fired? Get back at once!” When he spied the
crumpled body of Tanya, he yelled: “What the hell is the matter
with her?” “She has fainted,” I replied, trying hard to control my
voice. “Fainted, nothing,” he sneered, “she’s only shamming.”

“You are a liar and a brute!” I cried, no longer able to keep back
my indignation.
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litical, or religious beliefs; in the United States I had lectured before
the most diversified crowds — longshoremen and millionaires, poor
working and professional women; in halls behind saloons and in
drawing-rooms, in mines hundreds of feet below the ground, from
pulpits and soap-boxes. From our own platform I should be willing
to treat the subject of Russia, no matter who came to hear me. On
any other topic I should be willing to talk in the House of Lords,
in Windsor Castle, or before the Conservative Party. But not on
Russia.

I doubted that our committee could succeed with independent
meetings in reaching the general public. The members were not
dismayed. They would experiment with English lectures, and the
Arbeiter Freund group volunteered to organize Yiddish meetings in
the East End. Thus encouraged, I started my weekly rounds from
one end of London to the other, in rain, sleet, fog, and chill, for
three months. Not even in my pioneer days in the United States
had I found it quite so bitter to break new ground as I did in this
venture. The result was hardly worth the effort, though the com-
mittee insisted that it was. Expenses were covered, some money
was added to the Political Prisoners’ Fund, and conditions under
the Communist State were made known to hundreds of people.

My tour through the north of England and south Wales was lit-
tle to boast of. The Welsh people were impressionable and easily
aroused, but not always dependable, John Turner had once told me.
After the English icicles I had tried to melt, I welcomed the Welsh
crowds and their enthusiasm. The difficulty was not the indifference
of the workers, but their dreadful poverty. Many had been unem-
ployed for a long time, and those who were fortunate enough to
have jobs earned the barest pittance. The amazing thing was that
people living in such bleakness should come to meetings at all; it
seemed extraordinary that they could muster up enough sympathy
in their suffering brothers in far-away Russia. The pale, pinched
faces of these toilers made me painfully aware of my own position.
Like all missionaries I was appealing for “charity for China” when
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ist and one-time editor of Free Russia, of Mrs. Soskice, the writer
and sister of Ford Madox Ford, as well as their two vivid boys, was
a most satisfying recompense.

Thanks to the faithful and energetic work of my comrades,
among them Doris Zhook, William Wess, A. Sugg, Tom Keell, and
William C. Owen, our South Place Institute meeting was crowded,
notwithstanding the downpour and the admission charged. The tact
of our chairman, Colonal Josiah Wedgewood, my American student
friends, some “real” proletarians to keep order, and my usual sang-
froid on the platform saved the situation.

We had reason to rejoice over our success. Without backing, ei-
ther moral or financial, we covered the expenses of our meeting and
had some surplus left to send to the Berlin Fund for political pris-
oners. With Tom Sweetlove as treasurer, and A. Sugg, as secretary,
the committee was launched as a permanent body for systematic ac-
tivity. Though numerically small, it had ambitious aims: a series of
lectures on Russia, the circulation of the Bulletin of the Joint Com-
mittee for the Defense of the Imprisoned Revolutionists in Russia,
published in the English language in Berlin under Sasha’s editor-
ship, and the raising of funds. The Bulletin contained accurate in-
formation and data on political persecution, as well as letters from
the incarcerated and exiled which Sasha and other members of the
Joint Committee were receiving sub rosa from Russia.

Our main trouble was that I found myself between two fires. I
had no hope of a hearing by the Independent Labour Party or in the
trade unions; neither would I speak under the auspices of the Tories.
From the latter I received a number of invitations to lecture on Rus-
sia, but I had to decline because I learned that they were exclusive
Conservative clubs. Another came from the Woman’s Guild of the
Empire in Paisley. I inquired about its political character and was
informed that it stood for “God, King, and Country.” I wrote to the
Guild that as an anarchist I repudiated social arrangements which
raised some to the throne and condemned others to pauperism. I
did not discriminate against any audience, whatever its social, po-
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I bent over Tanya, loosened her waist, and squeezed the juice of
an orange I had in my lunch basket into her half-opened mouth. Her
face was white, a cold sweat on her forehead. She looked so ill that
even the foreman realized she had not been shamming. He excused
her for the day. “I will go with Tanya,” I said; “you can deduct from
my pay for the time” “You can go to hell, you wildcat!” he flung
after me.

We went to a coffee place. I myself felt empty and faint, but all we
had between us was seventy-five cents. We decided to spend forty
on food, and use the rest for a street-car ride to the park. There, in
the fresh air, amid the flowers and trees, we forgot our dreaded tasks.
The day that had begun in trouble ended restfully and in peace.

The next morning the enervating routine started all over again,
continuing for weeks and months, broken only by the new arrival
in our family, a baby girl. The child became the one interest in
my dull existence. Often, when the atmosphere in Garson’s factory
threatened to overcome me, the thought of the lovely mite at home
revived my spirit. The evenings were no longer dreary and mean-
ingless. But, while little Stella brought joy into our household, she
added to the material anxiety of my sister and my brother-in-law.

Lena never by word or deed made me feel that the dollar and fifty
cents [ was giving her for my board (the car fare amounted to sixty
cents a week, the remaining forty cents being my pin-money) did
not cover my keep. But I had overheard my brother-in-law grum-
bling over the growing expenses of the house. I felt he was right. I
did not want my sister worried, she was nursing her child. I decided
to apply for a rise. I knew it was no use talking to the foreman and
therefore I asked to see Mr. Garson.

I was ushered into a luxurious office. American Beauties were
on the table. Often I had admired them in the flower shops, and
once, unable to withstand the temptation, I had gone in to ask the
price. They were one dollar and a half apiece — more than half of
my week’s earnings. The lovely vase in Mr. Garson’s office held a
great many of them.
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I was not asked to sit down. For a moment I forgot my mission.
The beautiful room, the roses, the aroma of the bluish smoke from
Mr. Garson’s cigar, fascinated me. I was recalled to reality by my
employer’s question: “Well, what can I do for you? *

I had come to ask for a rise, I told him. The two dollars and a
half I was getting did not pay my board, let alone anything else,
such as an occasional book or a theater ticket for twenty-five cents.
Mr. Garson replied that for a factory girl I had rather extravagant
tastes, that all his “hands” were well satisfied, that they seemed to
be getting along all right — that I, too, would have to manage or find
work elsewhere. “If I raise your wages, I'll have to raise the others’
as well and I can’t afford that,” he said. I decided to leave Garson’s
employ.

A few days later I secured a job at Rubinstein’s factory at four
dollars a week. It was a small shop, not far from where I lived. The
house stood in a garden, and only a dozen men and women were
employed in the place. The Garson discipline and drive were miss-
ing.

Next to my machine worked an attractive young man whose
name was Jacob Kershner. He lived near Lena’s home, and we
would often walk from work together. Before long he began calling
for me in the morning. We used to converse in Russian, my English
still being very halting. His Russian was like music to me; it was the
first real Russian, outside of Helena’s, that I had had an opportunity
to hear in Rochester since my arrival.

Kershner had come to America in 1881 from Odessa, where he
had finished the Gymnasium. Having no trade, he became an “op-
erator” on cloaks. He used to spend most of his leisure, he told me,
reading or going to dances. He had no friends, because he found
his coworkers in Rochester interested only in money-making, their
ideal being to start a shop of their own. He had heard of our arrival,
Helena’s and mine — had even seen me on the street several times
— but he did not know how to get acquainted. Now he would no
longer feel lonely, he said brightly; we could visit places together

28

doubted the advisability of my propaganda. Others were convinced
that I was more anxious to attack the Bolsheviki than to obtain
redress for the politicals; they would not support such an outspo-
ken opponent of Russia. Some held that action must come from the
Trade Union Delegation and not from non-English sources. Profes-
sor Laski concluded by stating that the Labour leaders would do
nothing that might involve them in a controversy with the Soviets.
On the whole he agreed with Bertrand Russell that a campaign in
behalf of the politicals must not be under anti-Bolshevik auspices
“such as yours.”

Bertrand Russell’s stand was a disappointment to me. I had seen
him and talked with him at length. While he had not promised to
act on the proposed committee, saying he would have to think the
matter over, he had shown no indication that he did not care to af-
filiate himself with an avowed anarchist. It was rather discouraging
to find the brilliant critic of the State, the man whose spiritual at-
titude was anarchistic, fight shy of co-operation with an anarchist.
And Laski, too, the bold exponent of individualism!

The Trade Union Delegation returned from Russia on fire with
the wonders they had seen — rather, had been shown! They waxed
enthusiastic in the Daily Herald and at meetings about the splen-
did Soviet achievements. They had spent all of six weeks in Russia;
could one speak with greater knowledge and authority?

If T failed to arouse the Britishers, I succeeded in impressing a
few Americans in England, most of them Rhodes scholars, who in-
vited me to address them. My visit to Oxford was quite an event, not
only on account of the splendid meeting the boys had arranged in
spite of the opposition from the “Coolidge gang,” but also because
of the hospitality and generous aid given me by Professor S. E. Mori-
son, of the American History Department, and by the dozen young
chaps, the most thoughtful and wide-awake of the group, who be-
came my ardent friends. This at least I had gained after four months
of effort. The genuine interest and the sincere desire to help of such
new friends as David Soskice, the well-known Russian revolution-
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want the Communist State overthrown, nor would I aid any group
that attempted such a coup. Fundamental changes were not made
by parties, but by the awakened consciousness of the masses. That
had happened in March and October 1917 and would happen again,
though probably not in the near future. The dictatorship had dis-
credited all social ideals, and the people were exhausted by years
of civil strife. It would require a long time to rekindle their revo-
lutionary fire. I was not interested in a change of rulers in Russia,
but I was vitally concerned in the plight of the political victims of
the Kremlin autocrats. I believed that strong radical opinion in the
United States and Europe would affect the Soviet government as it
had that of the Romanovs. It might help to curb their despotism,
stop persecution for mere opinion, convictions without trial, and
wholesale executions in the cellars of the Cheka. Were not these
simple human demands worth trying for? “Yes, but it might lead to
the return of autocracy”

The same evasions and objections, the same faint-heartedness, I
came across in every group I addressed. It was appalling. At last re-
alizing the futility of my efforts, I resolved not to waste more time
on the elite, the Labour politicians, or the ladies dabbling in social-
ism. Anarchists had always carried on their work without so-called
respectable backing and they would have to do so now. Better small
meetings under our own auspices and without obligation to anyone
than the support of the bourgeois world. The dozen members of our
little group agreed to go ahead in any way I should suggest, and they
procured South Place Institute for our meeting. They reminded me
that many a brave voice had pleaded from that platform for freedom
and justice. I recollected that I had spoken there in 1900, during the
Boer War, under the chairmanship of Tom Mann. Many scenes had
been shifted since. Mann was in the bosom of the new church and I
was still proscribed by both sides, the capitalist and the Communist.

Professor Laski notified me that his friends were of the opin-
ion that the LL.P. should abstain from attacking Soviet Russia. He
added that Bertrand Russell, though he disliked the Soviet methods,
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and he would lend me his books to read. My own loneliness no
longer was so poignant.

I told my sisters of my new acquaintance, and Lena asked me
to invite him the next Sunday. When Kershner came, she was
favourably impressed; but Helena took a violent dislike to him from
the first. She said nothing about it for a long time, but I could sense
it.

One day Kershner invited me to a dance. It was my first since I
came to America. The very anticipation was exciting, bringing back
memories of my first ball in St. Petersburg.

I was fifteen then. Helena had been invited to the fashionable Ger-
man Club by her employer, who gave her two tickets, so she could
bring me with her. Some time previously my sister had presented
me with a piece of lovely blue velvet for my first long dress; but
before it could be made up, our peasant servant walked off with the
material. My grief over its loss made me quite ill for several days. If
only I had a dress, I thought, Father might consent to my attending
the ball. “T'll get you material for a dress,” Helena consoled me, “but
I'm afraid Father will refuse” “Then I will defy him!” I declared.

She bought another piece of blue stuff, not so beautiful as my
velvet, but I no longer minded. I was too happy over the prospect
of my first ball, of the bliss of dancing in public. Somehow Helena
succeeded in getting Father’s consent, but at the last moment he
changed his mind. I had been guilty of some infraction during the
day, and he categorically declared that I would have to stay home.
Thereupon Helena said she also would not go. But I was determined
to defy my father, no matter what the consequences.

With bated breath I waited for my parents to retire for the night.
Then I dressed and woke Helena, I told her she must come with
me or [ would run away from home. “We can be back before Father
wakes up,” Iurged. Dear Helena — she was always so timid! She had
infinite capacity for suffering, for endurance, but she could not fight.
On this occasion she was carried away by my desperate decision.
She dressed and we quietly slipped out of the house.
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At the German Club everything was bright and gay. We found
Helena’s employer, whose name was Kadison, and some of his
young friends. I was asked for every dance, and I danced in fran-
tic excitement and abandon. It was getting late and many people
were already leaving when Kadison invited me for another dance.
Helena insisted that I was too exhausted, but I would not have it so.
“TI will dance!” I declared; “T will dance myself to death!” My flesh
felt hot, my heart beat violently as my cavalier swung me round
the ball-room, holding me tightly. To dance to death — what more
glorious end!

It was towards five in the morning when we arrived home. Our
people were still asleep. I awoke late in the day, pretending a sick
headache, and secretly I gloried in my triumph of having outwitted
our old man.

The memory of that experience still vivid in my mind, I accom-
panied Jacob Kershner to the party, full of anticipation. My disap-
pointment was bitter: there were no beautiful ball-room, no lovely
women, no dashing young men, no gaiety. The music was shrill, the
dancers clumsy. Jacob danced not badly, but he lacked spirit and fire.
“Four years at the machine have taken the strength out of me,” he
said; “I get tired so easily”

I had known Jacob Kershner about four months when he asked
me to marry him. I admitted I liked him, but I did not want to marry
so young. We still knew so little of each other. He said he’d wait as
long as I pleased, but there was already a great deal of talk about
our being together so much. “Why should we not get engaged?” he
pleaded. Finally I consented. Helena’s antagonism to Jacob had be-
come almost an obsession; she fairly hated him. But I was lonely —I
needed companionship. Ultimately I won over my sister. Her great
love for me could never refuse me anything or stand out against my
wishes.

The late fall of 1886 brought the rest of our family to Rochester
— Father, Mother, my brothers, Herman and Yegor. Conditions in
St. Petersburg had become intolerable for the Jews, and the grocery
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disappointments that I clung to the hope that her interest in Russia
was vital and that she could be depended on to induce her comrades
to join our committee, or at least do so herself. But presently Lady
Warwick informed me that it would be necessary to postpone the
conference arranged to meet at her house because she had been
requested by the Labour men to await the return from Russia of the
British Trade Union Delegation. She seemed to be very much afraid
that any move on her part might bring back the Tsar. Apparently
she continued in that fear, for I never heard from her again.

When I first called on Professor Harold Laski, he expressed the
opinion that I ought to take some comfort in the vindication an-
archism had received by the Bolsheviki. I agreed, adding that not
only their régime, but their stepbrothers as well, the Socialists in
power in other countries, had demonstrated the failure of the Marx-
ian State better than any anarchist argument. Living proof was al-
ways more convincing than theory. Naturally I did not regret the
Socialist failure, but I could not rejoice in it in the face of the Russian
tragedy. If I could at least arouse the labour and radical elements!
So far  had made no progress. Outside of Rebecca West and Colonel
Wedgwood I had found no one who really cared about the woe of
Russia. In America I had never met such lack of response to any ap-
peal. Laski thought I would find even the most radical elements re-
luctant to oppose the Bolsheviki. They were too enthusiastic about
the Revolution to draw lines of demarcation. In time I might interest
the labour ranks. He would do his best to aid me; he would invite
his friends for the next Sunday afternoon to hear my story. Once
more hope sprang from what seemed a hopeless and futile quest.

It was impossible for me to speak dispassionately about Russia,
but on this occasion I sought to suppress all personal feeling. I
spoke in a conversational tone and as objectively as I could. At the
conclusion of my talk most of my questioners demanded whether
I could point out “any political group more liberal than the Bol-
sheviki, more efficient for establishing a democratic government
should the Soviet régime be overthrown.” I replied that I did not
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protest against the horrors parading as Socialism and Revolution. It
was not that my hosts and their friends were not interested or that
they questioned the facts I presented. It was their remoteness from
the Russian reality, their lukewarmness to conditions they could
not visualize and hence did not feel.

The Labour leaders were callous. In the words of a British So-
cialist, “It would spell political disaster to my party to declare to
its constituents that the Bolsheviks had slain the Revolution” Mr.
Clifford Allen, secretary of the Independent Labour Party, declared
that “Emma Goldman is an old-time Christian, still believing in the
Truth and speaking it out.” The most important issue was trade with
Russia, he asserted. I had met Mr. Allen in Petrograd, in 1920, when
he had come with the British Labour Mission, for which Sasha had
acted as interpreter in Moscow. Both of us had been impressed by
Allen’s independent and idealistic personality. It was somewhat of a
shock to discover that in his official capacity he would allow consid-
erations of business to loom higher than human values. I admitted
that I was not a shopkeeper, but I believed enough in liberty to let
his party be one. Yet I failed to see the connexion between “trade
with Russia” and acquiescence in the criminal doings of the Cheka.
England had traded with the Romanovs, but liberty-loving English-
men had often protested against the horrors of the tsars, not merely
by words, but by deeds. Why should it be different now? Had the
British sense of justice and humanity been shell-shocked that they
could remain deaf to the desperate cry of thousands in Soviet dun-
geons? Did I mean to compare the rule of the Tsar with that of the
Bolsheviki? Politically their régime was worse, I told my hearers, its
tyranny more irresponsible and Draconic. The Soviet Government
was proletarian, after all, and its ultimate aim socialism, Mr. Allen
expostulated. He did not approve of all the methods of the dictator-
ship, but neither he nor his party could afford to join a campaign
against it. Most of the others shared his view.

Among the scores of people I met, very few showed such kindly
concern as Lady Warwick. I had experienced so many setbacks and
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business did not yield enough for the ever-growing bribery Father
had to practice in order to be allowed to exist. America became the
only solution.

Together with Helena I had prepared a home for our parents,
and on their arrival we went to live with them. Our earnings soon
proved inadequate to meet the household expenses. Jacob Kershner
offered to board with us, which would be of some help, and before
long he moved in.

The house was small, consisting of a living-room, a kitchen, and
two bedrooms. One of them was used by my parents, the other by
Helena, myself, and our little brother. Kershner and Herman slept
in the living-room. The close proximity of Jacob and the lack of pri-
vacy kept me in constant irritation. I suffered from sleepless nights,
waking dreams and great fatigue at work. Life was becoming un-
bearable, and Jacob stressed the need of a home of our own.

On nearer acquaintance I had grown to understand that we were
too different. His interest in books, which had first attracted me to
him, had waned. He had fallen into the ways of his shopmates, play-
ing cards and attending dull dances. I, on the contrary, was filled
with striving and aspirations. In spirit I was still in Russia, in my
beloved St. Petersburg, living in the world of the books I had read,
the operas I had heard, the circle of the students I had known. I
hated Rochester even more than before. But Kershner was the only
human being I had met since my arrival. He filled a void in my life,
and I was strongly attracted to him. In February 1887 we were mar-
ried in Rochester by a rabbi, according to Jewish rites, which were
then considered sufficient by the law of the country.

My feverish excitement of that day, my suspense and ardent an-
ticipation gave way at night to a feeling of utter bewilderment. Ja-
cob lay trembling near me; he was impotent.

The first erotic sensations  remember had come to me when I was
about six. My parents lived in Popelan then, where we children had
no home in any real sense. Father kept an inn, which was constantly
filled with peasants drunk and quarreling, and government officials.
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Mother was busy superintending the servants in our large, chaotic
house. My sisters, Lena and Helena, fourteen and twelve, were bur-
dened with work. I was left to myself most of the day. Among the
stable help there was a young peasant, Petrushka, who served as
shepherd, looking after our cows and sheep. Often he would take
me with him to the meadows, and I would listen to the sweet tones
of his flute. In the evening he would carry me back home on his
shoulders, I sitting astride. He would play horse — run as fast as his
legs could carry him, then suddenly throw me up in the air, catch
me in his arms, and press me to him. It used to give me a peculiar
sensation, fill me with exultation, followed by blissful release.

I became inseparable from Petrushka. I grew so fond of him that
I began stealing cake and fruit from Mother’s pantry for him. To be
with Petrushka out in the fields, to listen to his music, to ride on his
shoulders, became the obsession of my waking and sleeping hours.
One day Father had an altercation with Petrushka, and the boy was
sent away. The loss of him was one of the greatest tragedies of my
child-life. For weeks afterwards I kept on dreaming of Petrushka,
the meadows, the music, and reliving the joy and ecstasy of our play.
One morning I felt myself torn out of sleep. Mother was bending
over me, tightly holding my right hand. In an angry voice she cried:
“If ever I find your hand again like that, I'll whip you, you naughty
child!”

The approach of puberty gave me my first consciousness of the
effect of men on me. I was eleven then. Early one summer day I
woke up in great agony. My head, spine, and legs ached as if they
were being pulled asunder. I called for Mother. She drew back my
bedcovers, and suddenly I felt a stinging pain in my face. She had
struck me. I let out a shriek, fastening on Mother terrified eyes. “This
is necessary for a girl,” she said, “when she becomes a woman, as a
protection against disgrace.” She tried to take me in her arms, but
I pushed her back. I was writhing in pain and I was too outraged
for her to touch me. “I am going to die,” I howled, “I want the Feld-
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scher (assistant doctor).” The Feldscher was sent for. He was a young
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of them did not even reply. Others gave evasive reasons why they
could not serve. Mr. Zangwill wrote that, owing to poor health, he
had given up all public participation; besides, he did not believe
that a committee of known Labour people would do me the slight-
est good. I might approach the Society for Democratic Control, of
which both he and Bertrand Russell were members. He could sug-
gest nothing more. He was sorry I had had to go to Russia to find
out what he had known all along: that the Moscow dictatorship was
tyranny.

Havelock Ellis sent a kindly note. While he was certain of the
sincerity of my motives, he feared my criticism of Russia would
give comfort to the reactionaries. They had never protested against
the tsarist autocracy and he had no patience with their opposition
to Bolshevism, which was only “inverted tsarism.” At any rate he
did not like committee functions.

The venerable Mrs. Cobden-Sanderson, an old friend of the
Kropotkins, who had co-operated with them against the political
persecutions of the tsarist régime, Lady Warwick, Bertrand Russell,
and Professor Harold Laski invited me to come to them for a talk.

Two persons consented to be on our committee without any
reservations: Rebecca West and Colonel Josiah Wedgwood. Edward
Carpenter wrote that because of age he could not venture out in
the evening, but he was ready to back my efforts, which, he was
confident, stood for freedom and justice.

Rebecca West had already given me considerable help. At her
home I had met her colleagues on the feminist publication Time and
Tide — Lady Rhonnda, Mrs. Archdale, and Rebecca’s sister, Dr. Leti-
tia Fairfield, as well as a number of others interested in the women
politicals in Russia. My circle of acquaintance kept enlarging, and
invitations to luncheons, teas, and dinners began to pour in. Every-
one was most hospitable, attentive, and cordial — all very pleasant if
I had come to England for social entertainment only. But I had come
for a purpose. I wanted to arouse the sensibilities of fair-minded
Englishmen to the purgatory of Russia, to stir them to a concerted
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defeated it. I felt free to write for The Times and the London Daily
News the articles they had requested. It was not only that I had
financially reached bottom, but mainly because we needed funds
for our mass meeting in Queen’s Hall. The British anarchists were
too poor to contribute more than a few shillings, and so far no one
of means had volunteered to aid. I was glad to earn forty pounds
and at the same time speak to a wider public.

Owing to the elections and the approaching holidays, our meet-
ing had to be postponed till January. My friends insisted that the
backing of a numerous committee was indispensable to the moral
success of our undertaking. I chafed at the delay and resented the
idea of a committee. I told my friends of the large birth-control meet-
ings my co-worker Ben Reitman had managed with just a few com-
rades to assist him; the big demonstrations Sasha had organized and
our antiwar protests. We had had no prominent support. Why was it
necessary in London? In America Sasha and I were well known, but
it was different in England, my friends replied. Here people moved
in a herd, at the direction of their shepherd, and this applied alike
to party organizations, societies, and clubs. We must have backing
to reach the public ear. They agreed with what Rebecca West had
told me about free-lance lecture work. “It is not done in England,”
she had said. London audiences paid admission to lectures only for
charitable purposes.

In my public career I had been affiliated with groups only tem-
porarily. I worked for them, not with them. Whatever value my
activities had in America was due to my free-lancing and indepen-
dent position. My London friends urged that my first large public
appearance must have the proper support. The dinner had already
called attention to my presence in London and to my purpose. The
meeting would pave my way for further efforts. After all, they knew
best how to reach the British public, and I was willing to follow their
advice.

For two weeks I bombarded with letters every name on the list of
the prospective committee, but the response was negligible. Most
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man, a new-comer in our village. He examined me and gave me
something to put me to sleep. Thenceforth my dreams were of the
Feldscher.

When I was fifteen, I was employed in a corset factory in the
Hermitage Arcade in St. Petersburg. After working hours, on leav-
ing the shop together with the other girls, we would be waylaid
by young Russian officers and civilians. Most of the girls had their
sweethearts; only a Jewish girl chum of mine and I refused to be
taken to the konditorskaya (pastry shop) or to the park.

Next to the Hermitage was a hotel we had to pass. One of the
clerks, a handsome fellow of about twenty, singled me out for his
attentions. At first I scorned him, but gradually he began to exert a
fascination on me. His perseverance slowly undermined my pride
and I accepted his courtship. We used to meet in some quiet spot
or in an out-of-the-way pastry shop. I had to invent all sorts of
stories to explain to my father why I returned late from work or
stayed out after nine o’clock. One day he spied me in the Summer
Garden in the company of other girls and some boy students. When
I returned home, he threw me violently against the shelves in our
grocery store, which sent the jars of Mother’s wonderful varenya
flying to the floor. He pounded me with his fists, shouting that he
would not tolerate a loose daughter. The experience made my home
more unbearable, the need of escape more compelling.

For several months my admirer and I met clandestinely. One day
he asked me whether I should not like to go through the hotel to see
the luxurious rooms. I had never been in a hotel before — the joy
and gaiety I fancied behind the gorgeous windows used to fascinate
me as I would pass the place on my way from work.

The boy led me through a side entrance, along a thickly carpeted
corridor, into a large room. It was brightly illumined and beauti-
fully furnished. A table near the sofa held flowers and a tea-tray.
We sat down. The young man poured out a golden-coloured liquid
and asked me to clink glasses to our friendship. I put the wine to
my lips. Suddenly I found myself in his arms, my waist torn open —
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his passionate kisses covered my face, neck, and breasts. Not until
after the violent contact of our bodies and the excruciating pain he
caused me did I come to my senses. I screamed, savagely beating
against the man’s chest with my fists. Suddenly I heard Helena’s
voice in the hall. “She must be here — she must be here!” I became
speechless. The man, too, was terrorized. His grip relaxed, and we
listened in breathless silence. After what seemed to me hours, He-
lena’s voice receded. The man got up. I rose mechanically, mechan-
ically buttoned my waist and brushed back my hair.

Strange, I felt no shame — only a great shock at the discovery
that the contact between man and woman could be so brutal and so
painful, I walked out in a daze, bruised in every nerve.

When I reached home I found Helena fearfully wrought up. She
had been uneasy about me, aware of my meeting with the boy. She
had made it her business to find out where he worked, and when
I failed to return, she had gone to the hotel in search of me. The
shame I did not feel in the arms of the man now overwhelmed me.
I could not muster up courage to tell Helena of my experience.

After that I always felt between two fires in the presence of men.
Their lure remained strong, but it was always mingled with violent
revulsion. I could not bear to have them touch me.

These pictures passed through my mind vividly as I lay alongside
my husband on our wedding night. He had fallen fast asleep.

The weeks went on. There was no change. I urged Jacob to consult
a doctor. At first he refused, pleading diffidence, but finally he went.
He was told it would take considerable time to “build up his man-
hood” My own passion had subsided. The material anxiety of mak-
ing ends meet excluded everything else. I had stopped work: it was
considered disgraceful for a married woman to go to the shop. Ja-
cob was earning fifteen dollars a week. He had developed a passion
for cards, which swallowed up a considerable part of our income.
He grew jealous, suspecting everyone. Life became insupportable.
I was saved from utter despair by my interest in the Haymarket
events.
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The reports of the dinner in the London daily press were copi-
ous and fair. Only the Herald was evasive about my talk, though it
printed a short paragraph about the other speeches. I was informed
that its editors, George Lansbury and Hamilton Fife, were indig-
nant at my “breach of faith” They had added their names to that
of George Slocombe, who had assured the Home Office that my
sole purpose in coming to England was to do research work in the
British Museum. I explained to my friends that Mr. Slocombe was
the man through whom Frank Harris had got permission for me to
enter England. Neither Harris nor I had authorized him to make any
pledges on my behalf. As to the gentlemen of the Herald, their share
in helping secure a visa for me was news to me. I did not know Mr.
Fife. Mr. Lansbury I had met in Russia, and from what I knew of
his attitude to the Communist State it would have never occurred
to me to ask favours of him. But I could understand Mr. Lansbury’s
chagrin over my intended campaign to shed light on the Russian
situation. The author of the statement that the teachings of Jesus
had been realized in Russia could not afford to be made ridiculous.

My conviction that governmental scene-shifting does not alter
the economic situation of the masses had not changed. The Social-
ists in power, including those of Great Britain, had strengthened
my attitude on the question of the State. Nowhere had they helped
to improve the life of the worker. I was certain that Mr. MacDonald
would do no more during his second term than he had in his first.
But there was one matter of utmost importance that the Labour
Government could accomplish: recognition of the Soviet Govern-
ment. I was vitally interested in that, because I knew it would re-
move the halo of martyrdom from the brow of the Communist State.
The international proletariat would then realize that the Soviet Gov-
ernment was of the same clay as the others. I therefore decided not
to talk about Russia during the campaign.

Now it was over and my speeches could not affect the fate of the
Independent Labour Party. It was its own incompetence in dealing
with the poverty and distress of the country while still in office that
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West, and by Bertrand Russell completely swept me off my feet.
Surely the hospitality and generosity shown political refugees in
England, often described to me by Peter Kropotkin, were not dead.
I should at last find my sphere of action. With a feeling of gratitude
I began my address on the purpose of my coming to England and
the things I wanted to do. I have rarely had a more attentive audi-
ence until I mentioned Russia. Shifting of chairs, turning of necks,
and disapproval on the faces before me were the first indications
that all was not going to be so harmonious as it seemed at first. I
went on with my speech. It was important that the main reason for
my presence in England should be clear to everyone. I reminded
my hearers of the Russian Revolution of 1905 and the horrors that
followed it. It was my illustrious comrade Peter Kropotkin, then liv-
ing in England, who had aroused the conscience of the radical and
liberal world to protest against the frightful persecution of politi-
cals. His “F’accuse!” was taken up in the House of Commons, and it
succeeded in checking the autocracy. “You will be shocked to learn
that a similar situation exists in Russia today,” I said. “The new rulers
are continuing the old terror. Alas! There is no Kropotkin to indict
them at the bar of humanity.” I did not feel, I continued, the equal
of my great teacher in brain or personality, but I was determined
to do all I could to make known the fearful state of affairs in Rus-
sia. With whatever ability and voice I possessed I would cry out
my “JFaccuse!” against the Soviet autocracy responsible for political
persecution, executions, and savage brutality.

The applause was interrupted by loud protests. Some diners
jumped to their feet and demanded the floor. They never would
have believed, they said, that the arch-rebel Emma Goldman would
ally herself with the Tories against the Workers’ Republic. They
would not have broken bread with me had they known that I
had gone back on my revolutionary past. It was growing late. The
evening meant too much to me to have it end in a row. We were
planning a meeting in Queen’s Hall, I informed the audience, and
there we all should have opportunity to discuss the matter in detail.
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After the death of the Chicago anarchists I insisted on a separa-
tion from Kershner. He fought long against it, but finally consented
to adivorce. It was given to us by the same rabbi who had performed
our marriage ceremony. Then I left for New Haven, Connecticut, to
work in a corset-factory.

During my efforts to free myself from Kershner the only one who
stood by me was my sister Helena. She had been strenuously op-
posed to the marriage in the first place, but now she offered not a
single reproach. On the contrary, she gave me help and comfort. She
pleaded with my parents and with Lena in behalf of my decision to
get a divorce. As always, her devotion knew no bounds.

In New Haven I met a group of young Russians, students mainly,
now working at various trades. Most of them were socialists and an-
archists. They often organized meetings, generally inviting speak-
ers from New York, one of whom was A. Solotaroff. Life was in-
teresting and colourful, but gradually the strain of the work be-
came too much for my depleted vitality. Finally I had to return to
Rochester.

I went to Helena. She lived with her husband and child over
their little printing shop, which also served as an office for their
steamship agency. But both occupations did not bring in enough to
keep them from dire poverty. Helena had married Jacob Hochstein,
a man ten years her senior. He was a great Hebrew scholar, an au-
thority on the English and Russian classics, and a very rare per-
sonality. His integrity and independent character made him a poor
competitor in the sordid business life. When anyone brought him a
printing order worth two dollars, Jacob Hochstein devoted as much
time to it as if he were getting fifty. If a customer showed a tendency
to bargain over prices, he would send him away. He could not bear
the implication that he might overcharge. His income was insuf-
ficient for the needs of the family, and the one to worry and fret
most about it was my poor Helena. She was pregnant with her sec-
ond child and yet had to drudge from morning till night to make
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ends meet, with never a word of complaint. But, then, she had been
that way all her life, suffering silently, always resigned.

Helena’s marriage had not sprung from a passionate love. It was
the union of two mature people who longed for comradeship, for
a quiet life. Whatever there had been of passion in my sister had
burned out when she was twenty-four. At the age of sixteen, while
we were living in Popelan, she had fallen in love with a young
Lithuanian, a beautiful soul. But he was a goi (gentile) and Helena
knew that marriage between them was impossible. After a great
struggle and many tears Helena broke off the affair with young
Sasha. Years later, while on our way to America, we stopped in
Kovno, our native town. Helena had arranged for Sasha to meet her
there. She could not bear to go away so far without saying good-bye
to him. They met and parted as good friends — the fire of their youth
was in ashes.

On my return from New Haven Helena received me, as always,
with tenderness and with the assurance that her home was also
mine. It was good to be near my darling again, with little Stella and
my young brother Yegor. But it did not take me long to discover the
pinched condition in Helena’s home. I went back to the shop.

Living in the Jewish district, it was impossible to avoid those one
did not wish to see. I ran into Kershner almost immediately after my
arrival. Day after day he would seek me out. He began to plead with
me to go back to him — all would be different. One day he threat-
ened suicide — actually pulled out a bottle of poison. Insistently he
pressed me for a final answer.

I was not naive enough to think that a renewed life with Kershner
would prove more satisfactory or lasting than at first. Besides, I had
definitely decided to go to New York, to equip myself for the work I
had vowed to take up after the death of my Chicago comrades. But
Kershner’s threat frightened me: I could not be responsible for his
death. I remarried him. My parents rejoiced and so did Lena and her
husband, but Helena was sick with grief.
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did not feel sanguine about the situation. I did not know how to
reach the British people, and the only suggestion I could make was
a dinner at some restaurant as my début before the London liberal
public. My comrades were elated over the idea, and set to work.

My note to Rebecca West brought a kind of reply and an invita-
tion to lunch. I was pleasantly surprised to find her anything but
English in her manner. But for her speech I should have thought
her an Oriental, she was so vivacious, eager, charming, direct. Her
friendliness, the cosiness of her room, the hot tea, were grateful af-
ter a long, cold ride in the drab autumn afternoon. She had not read
my writings, she frankly admitted, but she knew enough about me
to add her welcome to that of the others and she would be happy to
speak at the dinner. She would also arrange an evening to have her
friends meet me. I was not to hesitate to call on her for anything I
might need. I left my hostess with the comforting feeling that I had
found a friend, an oasis in the desert London seemed to me.

The day of the dinner began in darkness and ended in a downpour.
I went to the restaurant with a sinking heart. Doris tried to reassure
me that no one in England minded the weather; I was known and
would draw a crowd. “Scotland Yard, the newspapers, and perhaps a
few persons acquainted with American liberal thought,” I retorted.
There was no use to deceive ourselves; I should not set England
afire. “An incurable pessimist,” my friend laughed; she could not
understand how I had kept up the struggle for so many years. Poor
Doris nearly collapsed when we reached the hotel. There wasn’t a
baker’s dozen present at seven o’clock. But at eight she walked on
air; two hundred and fifty people had crowded into the dining-room,
and additional tables had to be laid for guests who continued to
come, even after the speeches had begun. I was profoundly moved
that so many should venture out on such a night to welcome me.

The spirit of the evening, the messages of greeting from Havelock
Ellis, Edward Carpenter, H. G. Wells, Lady Warwick, Israel Zang-
will, and Henry Salt, and the beautiful tributes paid to my past ef-
forts by Colonel Josiah C. Wedgwood, our chairman, by Rebecca
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Keell, and William C. Owen, a former co-worker of mine in America.
But they were divided among themselves. Tom Keell, the publisher
of Freedom, and Owen, its editor, had kept the paper alive in spite
of all vicissitudes. But there was no real movement in London or in
the provinces, I soon learned. Coming as I did from the seething an-
archist activities in Berlin, the situation in England was depressing.
The general political conditions were worse than I had anticipated.
The war had created greater havoc with traditional British liber-
alism and the right of asylum than it had in other lands. Getting
into the country was extremely difficult for anyone of advanced so-
cial ideas. More difficult to remain if one engaged in socio-political
propaganda. The Labour Government was expelling people on as
slight pretexts as had the Tories before. My comrades thought it ex-
traordinary that I should have been granted a visa, and expressed
doubt that I would be allowed to remain long if I became politically
active. The anti-alien laws had almost destroyed the Yiddish anar-
chist movement, as everyone active in the East End feared expulsion
at any time. The disruption in radical ranks brought about by the
nefarious methods of Moscow served to strengthen the hands of re-
action. In former days the liberal and radical groups used to take
a common stand against every encroachment on political freedom
and in opposition to economic injustice. Now they were all at each
other’s throats over the question of Russia.

The older rebels were disillusioned by the collapse of the Revo-
lution. The younger generation, as far as it was at all interested in
ideas (which was little enough), was carried away by the Bolshevik
glamour. Communist intrigue and denunciation were doing the rest
to widen the chasm.

It was a disheartening picture. But I was in England and I did
not propose to run away, notwithstanding the odds against me. My
comrades agreed that my name and knowledge of Russian condi-
tions might rally the radical and Labour factions to the support of
the political victims of the dictatorship. They were certain that my
presence in England would be a stimulus to our own comrades. I
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Without Kershner’s knowledge I took up a course in dressmak-
ing, in order to have a trade that would free me from the shop. Dur-
ing three long months I wrestled with my husband to let me go my
way. I tried to make him see the futility of living a patched life, but
he remained obdurate. Late one night, after bitter recriminations, I
left Jacob Kershner and my home, this time definitely.

I was immediately ostracized by the whole Jewish population of
Rochester. I could not pass on the street without being held up to
scorn. My parents forbade me their house, and again it was only
Helena who stood by me. Out of her meagre income she even paid
my fare to New York.

So I left Rochester, where I had known so much pain, hard work,
and loneliness, but the joy of my departure was marred by separa-
tion from Helena, from Stella, and the little brother I loved so well.

The break of the new day in the Minkin flat still found me awake.
The door upon the old had now closed for ever. The new was calling,
and I eagerly stretched out my hands towards it. I fell into a deep,
peaceful sleep.

I was awakened by Anna Minkin’s voice announcing the arrival
of Alexander Berkman. It was late afternoon.
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Chapter 3

Helen Minkin was away at work. Anna was out of a job just then.
She prepared tea, and we sat down to talk. Berkman inquired about
my plans for work, for activity in the movement. Would I like to
visit the Freiheit office? Could he be of help in any way? He was
free to take me about, he said; he had left his job after a fight with
the foreman. “A slave-driver,” he commented; “he never dared drive
me, but it was my duty to stand up for the others in the shop.” It was
rather slack now in the cigar-making trade, he informed us, but as
an anarchist he could not stop to consider his own job. Nothing
personal mattered. Only the Cause mattered. Fighting injustice and
exploitation mattered.

How strong he was, I thought; how wonderful in his revolution-
ary zeal! Just like our martyred comrades in Chicago.

T had to go to West Forty-second Street to get my sewing-machine
out of the baggage-room. Berkman offered to accompany me. He
suggested that on our way back we might ride down to Brooklyn
Bridge on the Elevated and then walk over to William Street, where
the Freiheit office was located.

I asked him whether I could hope to establish myself in New York
as a dressmaker. I wanted so much to free myself from the dread-
ful grind and slavery of the shop. I wanted to have time for reading,
and later T hoped to realize my dream of a co-operative shop. “Some-
thing like Vera’s venture in What’s to be Done?” 1 explained. “You
have read Chernishevsky?” Berkman inquired, in surprise, “surely
not in Rochester?” “Surely not,” I replied, laughing; “besides my sis-
ter Helena, I found no one there who would read such books. No,
not in that dull town. In St. Petersburg.” He looked at me doubt-
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Chapter 55

One is certain to be disappointed in American reporters, yet
never in the London weather during autumn or winter. It was foggy
and drizzling when I arrived in September, and it did not let up until
May. Unlike my visit in 1900, when I lived in a basement, my quar-
ters this time were on the heights: a bedroom on the third floor in
the house of my old friend Doris Zhook. I even had the luxury of
a gas-stove, which I kept going all day. The monster fog mocked
my futile attempts to keep the chill out of my old bones, even when
I tried to snatch a little cheer from an occasional ray of sunlight.
Doris and the other comrades insisted that it was “not really cold””
American steam-heated apartments had spoiled me for the “mild
British climate,” they said. They would not have their homes cen-
trally heated if they could. Fire-places were “more sensible, more
healthful, and pleasanter” I told my friends that I had been away
from America five years and had forgotten its material blessings. I
had been in Archangel when the temperature was fifty below zero
and I had not felt so chilly. Poetic fancy, they teased. If the damp
makes one miserable, it produces good complexions, rich foliage,
and the strength of the British Empire. Delicate skins, the luscious
green lawns and meadows, are due to the weather, and the need
to escape from his own climate has made the Englishman foremost
among globe-trotters and colonizers.

I soon realized that physical handicaps would be the least of
my difficulties. The anarchists of London were my friends of many
years, solicitous and willing to assist in anything I wanted to do.
They were the remnant of the old guard of the pre-war groups, in-
cluding John Turner, Doris Zhook, her brother William Wess, Tom
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visa to France, I might find England less irksome. Harry Weinberger
had sailed and most of the people I knew in Paris lacked the neces-
sary connexions to help me to a return visa.

My meeting with Ernest Hemingway held out some hope. It was
at a party given by Ford Madox Ford. The affair might have been
duller had not Hemingway been there. He reminded me of both Jack
London and John Reed because of his simplicity and exuberance of
spirit. He invited me to dinner together with a newspaper friend of
his who, Hemingway believed, could secure a French visa for me.
Ernest, in his réle as proud father of a buxom baby, looked younger
and was gayer in his home setting. His journalist friend did not
impress me, nor could he do anything about a visa, though he had
promised much. Instead he wrote a silly story about me, purporting
to be an interview on Russia, not one word of which was true.
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fully. “Chernishevsky was a Nihilist,” he remarked, “and his works
are prohibited in Russia. Were you connected with the Nihilists?
They are the only ones who could have given you the book.” I felt
indignant. How dared he doubt my word! I repeated angrily that I
had read the forbidden book and other similar works, such as Tur-
geniev’s Fathers and Sons, and Obriv (The Precipice) by Gontcharov.
My sister had got them from students and she let me read them. “I
am sorry if I hurt you,” Berkman said in a soft tone. “I did not really
doubt your word I was only surprised to find a girl so young who
had read such books”

How far I had wandered away from my adolescent days, I re-
flected. I recalled the morning in Kénigsberg when I’ had come upon
a huge poster announcing the death of the Tsar, “assassinated by
murderous Nihilists.” The thought of the poster brought back to my
memory an incident of my early childhood which for a time had
turned our home into a house of mourning. Mother had received a
letter from her brother Martin giving the appalling news of the ar-
rest of their brother Yegor. He had been mixed up with Nihilists, the
letter read, and he was thrown into the Petro-Pavlovsky Fortress
and would soon be sent away to Siberia. The news struck terror
in us. Mother decided to go to St. Petersburg. For weeks we were
kept in anxious suspense. At last she returned, her face beaming
with happiness. She had found that Yegor was already on the way
to Siberia. After much difficulty and with the help of a large sum
of money she had succeeded in getting an audience with Trepov,
the Governor General of St. Petersburg. She had learned that his
son was a college chum of Yegor and she urged it as proof that
her brother could not have been mixed up with the terrible Ni-
hilists. One so close to the Governor’s own son would surely have
nothing to do with the enemies of Russia. She pleaded Yegor’s ex-
treme youth, went on her knees, begged and wept. Finally Trepov
promised that he would have the boy brought back from the étape.
Of course, he would put him under strict surveillance; Yegor would
have to promise solemnly never to go near the murderous gang.
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Our mother was always very vivid when she related stories of
books she had read. We children used to hang on her very lips. This
time, too, her story was absorbing. It made me see Mother before
the stern Governor-General, her beautiful face, framed by her mas-
sive hair, bathed in tears. The Nihilists, too, I saw — black, sinister
creatures who had ensnared my uncle in their plotting to kill the
Tsar. The good, gracious Tsar — Mother had said — the first to give
more freedom to the Jews; he had stopped the pogroms and he was
planning to set the peasants free. And him the Nihilists meant to
kill! “Cold-blooded murderers,” Mother cried, “they ought to be ex-
terminated, every one of them!”

Mother’s violence terrorized me. Her suggestion of extermina-
tion froze my blood. I felt that the Nihilists must be beasts, but I
could not bear such cruelty in my mother. Often after that I caught
myself thinking of the Nihilists, wondering who they were and
what made them so ferocious. When the news reached Konigsberg
about the hanging of the Nihilists who had killed the Tsar, I no
longer felt any bitterness against them. Something mysterious had
awakened compassion for them in me. I wept bitterly over their
fate.

Years later I came upon the term “Nihilist” in Fathers and Sons.
And when I read What’s to be Done? I understood my instinctive
sympathy with the executed men. I felt that they could not witness
without protest the suffering of the people and that they had sacri-
ficed their lives for them. I became the more convinced of it when
I learned the story of Vera Zassulich, who had shot Trepov in 1879.
My young teacher of Russian related it to me. Mother had said that
Trepov was kind and humane, but my teacher told me how tyranni-
cal he had been, a veritable monster who used to order out his Cos-
sacks against the students, have them lashed with nagaikas, their
gatherings dispersed, and the prisoners sent to Siberia. “Officials
like Trepov are wild beasts,” my teacher would say passionately;
“they rob the peasants and then flog them. They torture idealists in
prison.
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at least a month. One look at Harry’s regalia, and the extension was
granted.

“Unknown?” said Harry triumphantly. “Say it again if you dare.”
I was as meek as a lamb.

In appreciation I offered to chaperon him through Paris. In the
same group with my friend were several of his colleagues. The one
I liked best was Arthur Leonard Ross. He was of the rare type that
one gets to consider in a short time as a good friend.

My dear old friends were thinning out. I had been more fortunate
in my friendships than most people, and I gained new ones, among
them Nellie Harris, Frank’s wife. I had never met her before; it was
love at first sight on my part, and Nellie seemed to like me also.
Frank continued to be eternally young; at sixty-eight he could still
run twelve blocks for exercise after an elaborate meal and enough
drink to make most men unsteady. Wine only made him more witty
and sparkling. What if he loomed largest in his own estimation? So
do most people whose gifts are not nearly so brilliant as his. He was
extremely entertaining with the stories of the people he had known
in every clime and station in life, from bricklayers, cowboys, and
statesmen to the geniuses of art and letters. Frank was an extremist
in his loves and hates. If he cared for you, no praise was too gen-
erous; if he disliked you, he saw you all black. His enemies, real
or imaginary, had no redeeming qualities. Often he was unfair and
unjust and we gave and took many verbal blows from each other.

My stay in Paris served to increase my aversion to going to Lon-
don. I dreaded its fogs, bleakness and chill. Frank urged me to delay
no longer. He expected the Labour Government to be defeated in
the coming elections; the Tories would probably ignore my visa. To
encourage me he enlarged on the many interesting people I should
meet there who would welcome me and help in my contemplated
campaign in behalf of the Russian politicals, as well as in my lec-
tures on the drama and literature.

Helpful as ever was Frank, but he could not make London’s au-
tumn and winter attractive to me. Perhaps if I could secure a return
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My Dutch visa permitted a stay of only three days, yet long
enough to address the twentieth anniversary celebration of the
Anti-Militarist Society, organized by our grand champion of peace,
our old comrade, Domela Nieuwenhuis. Dutch secret-service men
watched the house of my host, de Ligt. They followed us to the sta-
tion and waited until my train pulled out. At the same time the
Dutch Government was entertaining another visitor, a Soviet rep-
resentative. No limit was put on his stay, nor were his movements
shadowed. When I expressed surprise that a reactionary govern-
ment like that of Holland should offer hospitality to an emissary
of the Communist State, my friends smiled. “Russia is a wheat-
producing country and Rotterdam a good centre for the distribution
of her exports,” they explained.

My French transit visa was for two weeks. The inspector at the
border insisted that it did not permit me to stop and ordered me to
connect immediately with the boat train for England. I refused to
budge. After a long parley, greased by American cash, I was allowed
to proceed.

The two weeks in Paris, the city I love best in Europe, were en-
joyable in the company of friends from America. There were Paula,
who had come from Berlin, Harry Weinberger, little Dorothy Miller,
Frank and Nellie Harris, and many others, some of whom I had not
seen in five years.

“Two weeks!” objected Weinberger; “T'll get you an extension for
a month at least.”

“How can you — an unknown person here?” I retorted.

“Unknown — me? And coming straight from the Lawyers’
Congress, received by the King of England, and presented to the
President of the French Republic?” Harry protested indignantly.
“You wait and see”

Dressed in morning clothes, wearing a top hat, with ribbons on
his coat, Harry presented himself with me at Quai d’Orsay. His
client, Madame Kerschner, had come from Germany, he announced,
to confer with him on important business matters that would take
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I knew that my teacher spoke the truth. In Popelan everyone used
to talk about the flogging of peasants. One day I came upon a half
naked human body being lashed with the knout. It threw me into
hysterics, and for days I was haunted by the horrible picture. Listen-
ing to my teacher revived the ghastly sight: the bleeding body, the
piercing shrieks, the distorted faces of the gendarmes, the knouts
whistling in the air and coming down with a sharp hissing upon
the half-naked man. Whatever doubts about the Nihilists I had left
from my childhood impressions now disappeared. They became to
me heroes and martyrs, henceforth my guiding stars.

I was aroused from my reverie by Berkman’s asking why I had
become so silent. I told him of my recollections. He then related to
me some of his own early influences, dwelling particularly on his
beloved Nihilist uncle Maxim and on the shock he had experienced
on learning that he had been sentenced to die. “We have much in
common, haven’t we?” he remarked. “We even come from the same
city. Do you know that Kovno has given many brave sons to the
revolutionary movement? And now perhaps also a brave daughter,”
he added. I felt myself turn red. My soul was proud. “I hope I shall
not fail when the time comes,” I replied.

The train was passing narrow streets, the dreary tenements so
close by that I could see into the rooms. The fire-escapes were
littered with dirty pillows and blankets and hung with laundry
streaked with dirt. Berkman touched my arm and announced that
the next station was Brooklyn Bridge. We got off and walked to
William Street.

In an old building, up two dark and creaking flights, was the of-
fice of the Freiheit. Several men were in the first room setting type.
In the next we found Johann Most standing at a high desk, writing.
With a side-glance he invited us to sit down. “My damned torturers
there are squeezing the blood out of me,” he declared querulously.
“Copy, copy, copy! That’s all they know! Ask them to write a line —
not they. They are too stupid and too lazy.” A burst of good-natured
laughter from the composing-room greeted Most’s outburst. His
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gruff voice, his twisted jaw, which had so repelled me on my first
meeting him, recalled to me the caricatures of Most in the Rochester
papers. I could not reconcile the angry man before me with the in-
spired speaker of the previous evening whose oratory had so car-
ried me away.

Berkman noticed my confused and frightened look. He whis-
pered in Russian not to mind Most, that he was always in such a
mood when at work. I got up to inspect the books which covered
the shelves from floor to ceiling, row upon row. How few of them I
had read, I mused. My years in school had given me so little. Should I
ever be able to make up? Where should I get the time to read? And
the money to buy books? I wondered whether Most would lend
me some of his, whether I dared ask him to suggest a course of
reading and study. Presently another outburst grated on my ears.
“Here’s my pound of flesh, you Shylocks!” Most thundered; “more
than enough to fill the paper. Here, Berkman, take it to the black
devils in there!”

Most approached me. His deep blue eyes looked searchingly into
mine. “Well, young lady,” he said, “have you found anything you
want to read? Or don’t you read German and English?” The harsh-
ness of his voice had changed to a warm, kindly texture. “Not En-
glish,” T said, soothed and emboldened by his tone, “German.” He
told me I could have any book I wanted. Then he plied me with
questions — where I hailed from and what I intended to do. I said
I had come from Rochester. “Yes, I know the city. It has good beer.
But the Germans there are a bunch of Kaffern. Why New York ex-
actly?” he inquired; “it is a hard city. Work poorly paid, not easily
found. Have you enough money to hold out?” I was deeply touched
by the interest of this man in me, a perfect stranger. I explained that
New York had lured me because it was the centre of the anarchist
movement, and because I had read of him as its leading spirit. I had
really come to him for suggestions and help. I wanted very much
to talk to him. “But not now, some other time,” I said, “somewhere
away from your black devils.”
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German topics. From Brainard, who had broken our agreement and
botched my book, there was no hope of any income.

England did not appear very enticing. Still, it might afford me
asylum with comparative political freedom, and perhaps also an op-
portunity to earn my livelihood through lectures and articles. Frank
Harris was in Berlin, keeping open house. His interest and kindness,
as when I was in the Missouri prison, had not changed. It would be
quite easy to get me to England, he said. He knew almost everyone
in the Labour Government and he would try for a visa for me. Soon
after, Frank left for France, and several months passed before  heard
from him again. He informed me that the Home Office had asked
no questions about my political views or intentions. It had merely
inquired whether I had means of support. Frank had replied that
I was an able writer who earned my living by my pen. Moreover,
he could name a dozen persons who would consider it a privilege
to support his friend and he was one of them. Shortly afterwards I
was notified by the British Consulate in Berlin that a visa had been
granted me.

Except for the parting from Sasha and from the other friends who
had endeared themselves to me, I had no regrets on leaving Ger-
many. Vicissitudes of many kinds, not the least the death of my
mother in America, had not brought me cheer and joy. Enforced in-
activity embittered even the occasional hours of tranquillity during
my stay of twenty-seven months. Sasha had finished his The Bolshe-
vik Myth; he was in good health, had acquired a circle of friends,
and was devoting himself to the work of aid for the revolutionary
politicals in prison and exile in Russia. For the rest, I was glad to
get away. England might let me take root, offer an outlet for my
energies, respond to an appeal for the doomed and damned in the
Soviet land. That was worth going to England for; it was a new hope
to cling to.

With this thought to give me courage, I left Germany on July 24,
1924, via Holland and France, for England.
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promise. On his visit to Sweden he had again offered to take me back
to America as his bride. Good old scout! He had been unaware of the
new law by which an American husband was no longer a protection
for his foreign-born wife.

No such law existed in Germany, Rudolf informed me, and I
might as well give some man a chance to make a “respectable
woman” of me! If not that, then I should go to Great Britain. It was
still politically the freest country. He himself would go back there
if he could. He had deeper roots in England than in his native land,
having lived and worked in that country nearly as long as Sasha and
I had in America. He could understand why I felt alien everywhere
and why I did not want to be bound to Germany. I would probably
never be content anywhere, cut off from my old moorings. The next
best was England.

I was dubious. It did not seem possible that Great Britain had
escaped the reaction following upon the war any more than had
other countries; still, it might be worth trying. My present position
was insupportable. The only public meeting I had addressed in be-
half of the Russian politicals brought me an official warning against
expressing any further criticism of the Soviet Republic.

Another difficulty was how to earn my living by my pen. The Ger-
man press was out of the question; too many native writers were
starving. At the same time America’s hatred of Germany was still
strong. Two articles I had sent the New York World were refused.
One treated of Gerhart Hauptmann in connexion with his sixtieth
anniversary, celebrated on a national scale. The World had cabled
its consent to my going to Breslau, where the main festivities were
taking place, but declined my article on the ground that it was “too
high-brow.” My second essay was on the Ruhr occupation, with its
resulting bitterness and suffering. A third article, on the experimen-
tal new schools in Germany, and a fourth on the foremost women
in German art, letters, and labour, were returned by a dozen mag-
azines. I had not the least chance of earning my salt by writing on
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You have a sense of humor,” — his face lit up — you’ll need it if you
enter our movement.” He suggested that I come next Wednesday,
to help with expediting the Freiheit, to write addresses and fold the
papers — “and afterwards we may be able to talk”

With several books under my arm and a warm handshake, Most
sent me off. Berkman left with me.

We went to Sachs’s. I had had nothing to eat since the tea Anna
had given us. My escort, too, was hungry, but evidently not so much
as the night before: he did not call for extra steak or extra cups of
coffee. Or was he broke? I suggested that I was still rich and begged
him to order more. He refused brusquely, telling me that he couldn’t
accept it from anyone out of a job who had just arrived in a strange
city. I felt both angry and amused. I explained that I did not wish
to hurt him; I believed that one always shared with a comrade. He
repented his abruptness, but assured me that he was not hungry.
We left the restaurant.

The August heat was suffocating. Berkman suggested a trip to
the Battery to cool off. I had not seen the harbour since my arrival
in America. Its beauty gripped me again as on the memorable day.
But the Statue of Liberty had ceased to be an alluring symbol. How
childishly naive I had been, how far I had advanced since that day!

We returned to our talk of the afternoon. My companion ex-
pressed doubt about my finding work as a dressmaker, having no
connexion in the city. I replied that I would try a factory, one for
corsets, gloves, or men’s suits. He promised to inquire among the
Jewish comrades who were in the needle trade. They would surely
help find a job for me.

It was late in the evening when we parted. Berkman had told
me little about himself, except that he had been expelled from the
Gymnasium for an anti-religious essay he had composed, and that
he had left home for good. He had come to the United States in the
belief that it was free and that here everyone had an equal chance
in life. He knew better now. He had found exploitation more severe,
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and since the hanging of the Chicago anarchists he had become
convinced that America was as despotic as Russia.

“Lingg was right when he said: ‘If you attack us with cannon,
we will reply with dynamite’ Some day I will avenge our dead,” he
added with great earnestness. “I too! I too!” I cried; “their death
gave me life. It now belongs to their memory — to their work.” He
gripped my arm until it hurt. “We are comrades. Let us be friends,
too — let us work together” His intensity vibrated through me as I
walked up the stairs to the Minkin flat.

The following Friday, Berkman invited me to come to a Jew-
ish lecture by Solotaroff at 54 Orchard Street, on the East Side. In
New Haven Solotaroff had impressed me as an exceptionally fine
speaker, but now, after having heard Most, his talk appeared flat to
me, and his badly modulated voice affected me unpleasantly. His ar-
dour, however, made up for much. I was too grateful for the warm
reception he had given me on my first arrival in the city to allow
myself any criticism of his lecture. Besides, everybody could not be
an orator like Johann Most, I reflected. To me he was a man apart,
the most remarkable in all the world.

After the meeting Berkman introduced me to a number of people,
“all good active comrades,” as he put it. “And here is my chum Fedya,”
he said, indicating a young man beside him; “he is also an anarchist,
of course, but not so good as he should be”

The young chap was probably of the same age as Berkman, but
not so strongly built, nor with the same aggressive manner about
him. His features were rather delicate, with a sensitive mouth, while
his eyes, though somewhat bulging, had a dreamy expression. He
did not seem to mind in the least the banter of his friend. He smiled
good-naturedly and suggested that we retire to Sachs’s, “to give
Sasha a chance to tell you what a good anarchist is.”

Berkman did not wait till we reached the café. “A good anarchist,”
he began with deep conviction, “is one who lives only for the Cause
and gives everything to it. My friend here” — he indicated Fedya —
“is still too much of a bourgeois to realize that. He is a mamenkin
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and many of them brave fighters for the betterment of humanity.
“Where is that?” they demanded. “In America,” I replied. It drew a
volley of abuse from them. America had tricked Germany out of
victory, they cried. As the train reached my station and I alighted,
they shouted after me: “Wait till things change and we’ll fix such as
you just as we did Rosa Luxemburg”

Though in a desperate economic situation, Germany enjoyed con-
siderable political freedom. That is to say, the natives. But I was not
a German and consequently I had no right to express opinions. It
was not a matter of mere arrest: it meant expulsion. There was ap-
parently no other country willing to let me in, but I thought I might
try Austria again. Like his tribe in other lands, the Austrian Minister
for Foreign Affairs signified his readiness to admit me, but on con-
dition that I abstain from all political activity. Naturally I refused.

My friends Rudolf and Milly Rocker favoured one of the two
ways out of my dilemma: the legalization in Germany by mar-
riage, or England. The first method had been a frequent practice
among the Russian intelligentsia and revolutionists in the days
when women had no political status apart from their husbands or
fathers. In Germany Rosa Luxemburg had contracted such a nomi-
nal marriage to enable her to remain in the country and follow her
work. Why couldn’t I do the same? I, they said, should go through
with the ridiculous ceremony and end my troubles. Such a step had
long before been suggested in America. Several comrades had been
willing to sacrifice themselves for the cause, among them my old
friend Harry Kelly. It would have prevented the United States from
deporting me, Milly reiterated. But I had been unable to do the lu-
dicrous and inconsistent thing, having opposed the institution of
marriage all my life. Moreover, there had been the lure of Russia,
the glowing dream. That too was dead now, together with the no-
tion that one could remain on earth without making compromises.

My difficulties in Sweden and other countries made me amenable
to the suggestion of marriage in order to gain a foothold now in
some corner of the world. Harry Kelly was still ready to keep his
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under Cheka surveillance, and ordered to report every forty-eight
hours. Six months later Mollie’s room was raided and she was again
arrested. In the Cheka Mollie was grilled, kept in a filthy cell, and
once more compelled to hunger-strike.

Finally Mollie was deported by the Russian Socialist Federated
Soviet Republic which she had so staunchly championed in Amer-
ica and for which she had willingly taken fifteen years’ imprison-
ment. Could anything express more forcibly the degeneration of
the Kremlin rulers, once revolutionists themselves? Yet some anar-
chists censured me because I had refused to handle the Bolshevik
fetish with kid gloves. The case of Mollie and of her friend Fleshin,
both of whom had gone through the same persecution and suffer-
ing, would have been enough for me to brand the Moscow outfit.
They came straight to us in Berlin — starved, ill, penniless, without a
possibility of finding work in Germany or of being admitted to any
other country. Yet their spirit was undaunted none the less. They
had escaped the Bolshevik inferno. Not so thousands of other true
rebels who remained in the Communist paradise. What mattered
to me the condemnation and attacks of the zealots in comparison
with my inability to help the Mollies and the thousands of others
in prison and exile? I had done nothing for them since my arrival
in Germany.

The German Revolution was only skin-deep, but it succeeded in
establishing certain political liberties. Our comrades could publish
their papers, issue books, and hold meetings. The Communists car-
ried on their propaganda with little molestation, condemning in
Germany the abuses they defended in Russia. The reactionary na-
tionalist elements were also not interfered with. Their arrogance
knew no bounds, equalling that of the militarists of the old Prus-
sian regime. With two such I had an encounter in a subway train.
They were railing against the verdammte juden as idle vampires
and the cause of the ruin of the Fatherland. I listened for a while
and then remarked that they were talking nonsense. I had lived in a
land where there were millions of Jewish workingmen, I told them,
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sin (mother’s spoilt darling), who even accepts money from home”
He continued to explain why it was inconsistent for a revolution-
ary to have anything to do with his bourgeois parents or relatives.
His only reason for tolerating his friend Fedya’s inconsistency, he
added, was that he gave most of what he received from home to the
movement. “IfI’d let him, he’d spend all his money on useless things
— ‘beautiful, he calls them. Wouldn’t you, Fedya?” He turned to his
friend, patting him on the back affectionately.

The café was crowded, as usual, and filled with smoke and talk.
For a little while my two escorts were much in demand, while I was
greeted by several people I had met during the week. Finally we
succeeded in capturing a table and ordered some coffee and cake.
I became aware of Fedya watching me and studying my face. To
hide my embarrassment I turned to Berkman. “Why should one not
love beauty?” I asked; “flowers, for instance, music, the theatre —
beautiful things?”

“T did not say one should not,” Berkman replied; “I said it was
wrong to spend money on such things when the movement is so
much in need of it. It is inconsistent for an anarchist to enjoy luxu-
ries when the people live in poverty”

“But beautiful things are not luxuries,” I insisted; “they are neces-
saries. Life would be unbearable without them. Yet, at heart, I felt
that Berkman was right. Revolutionists gave up even their lives —
why not also beauty? Still the young artist struck a responsive chord
in me. I, too, loved beauty. Our poverty-stricken life in Kénigsberg
had been made bearable to me only by the occasional outings with
our teachers in the open. The forest, the moon casting its silvery
shimmer on the fields, the green wreaths in our hair, the flowers
we would pick — these made me forget for a time the sordid home
surroundings. When Mother scolded me or when I had difficulties
at school, a bunch of lilacs from our neighbour’s garden or the
sight of the colourful silks and velvets displayed in the shops would
cause me to forget my sorrows and make the world seem beautiful
and bright. Or the music I would on rare occasions be able to hear
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in Konigsberg and, later, in St. Petersburg. Should I have to forgo
all that to be a good revolutionist, I wondered. Should I have the
strength?

Before we parted that evening Fedya remarked that his friend had
mentioned that I would like to see something of the city. He was
free the next day and would be glad to show me some of the sights.
“Are you also out of work, that you can afford the time?” I asked.
“As you know from my friend, I am an artist,” he replied, laughing.
“Have you ever heard of artists working?” I flushed, having to admit
that I had never met an artist before. “Artists are inspired people,”
I said “everything comes easy to them” “Of course,” Berkman re-
torted, “because the people work for them.” His tone seemed too
severe to me, and my sympathy went out to the artist boy. I turned
to him and asked him to come for me the next day. But alone in my
room, it was the uncompromising fervour of the “arrogant young-
ster,” as I mentally called Berkman, that filled me with admiration.

The next day Fedya took me to Central Park. Along Fifth Avenue
he pointed out the various mansions, naming their owners. I had
read about those wealthy men, their affluence and extravagance,
while the masses lived in poverty. I expressed my indignation at
the contrast between those splendid palaces and the miserable ten-
ements of the East Side. “Yes, it is a crime that the few should have
all, the many nothing,” the artist said. “My main objections,” he con-
tinued, “is that they have such bad taste — those buildings are ugly.”
Berkman’s attitude to beauty came to my mind. “You don’t agree
with your chum on the need and importance of beauty in one’s life,
do you?” I asked. “Indeed I do not. But, then, my friend is a revolu-
tionist above everything else. I wish I could also be, but I am not”
I liked his frankness and simplicity. He did not stir me as Berkman
did when speaking of revolutionary ethics; Fedya awakened in me
the mysterious yearning I used to feel in my childhood at sight of
the sunset turning the Popelan meadows golden in its dying glow,
as the sweet music of Petrushka’s flute did also.
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My Communist accusers were not the only ones to cry “Crucify!”
There were also some anarchist voices in the chorus. They were
the very people who had fought me on Ellis Island, on the Buford,
and the first year in Russia because I had refused to condemn the
Bolsheviki before I had a chance to test their scheme.

Daily the news from Russia about the continued political perse-
cution strengthened every fact I had described in my articles and in
my book. It was understandable that Communists should close their
eyes to the reality, but it was reprehensible on the part of people
who called themselves anarchists to do so, especially after the treat-
ment Mollie Steimer had received in Russia after having valiantly
fought in America for the Soviet régime.

For her activities in behalf of Soviet Russia and against interven-
tion Mollie Steimer had been railroaded by an American court to
fifteen years in prison. Before she had begun her sentence in the
Missouri State Prison, she had endured incredible cruelty for six
months in the New York workhouse. After eighteen months in the
Jefferson City Penitentiary Mollie, together with three other mem-
bers of her group, had been released to be deported to Russia. Surely
these young people deserved well of the Communist State. The boys,
more adaptable to the new wrongs, managed to move safely among
the cliffs of the dictatorship. Not so Mollie, who was of different fi-
bre. She found the Soviet jails filled with her comrades, and, while
she could not make her protest heard as she had against the crimes
in the United States, she undertook to raise funds to supply food
to the incarcerated anarchists in the Petrograd jails. Such counter-
revolutionary work could not be tolerated on Soviet soil.

Eleven months after Mollie had come to Russia, she was arrested,
charged with the heinous offence of feeding her imprisoned com-
rades and corresponding with Alexander Berkman and Emma Gold-
man. A protracted hunger-strike and the vigorous protest of the
Anarcho-Syndicalist delegates to the Congress of the Red Trade
Union International brought about Mollie’s release, but not free-
dom of movement. She was forbidden to leave Petrograd, placed
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in her Preface she stated that she had left Russia in December 1921.
Had nothing happened in all the intervening time to impress the
author? The man’s perspicacity strikingly reflected on the dullness
of the “critics” who presume to pass literary judgment in the United
States.

The Communist response to my volume on Russia could have
been foreseen, of course. William Z. Foster’s “review” was to the ef-
fect that everybody in Moscow was aware that Emma Goldman was
receiving support from the American Secret Service Department.
Mr. Foster knew that I should not have lasted a day in Russia if the
Cheka had believed such a thing. Other Communists, who wrote as
kindly as Mr. Foster, also knew that I had not been bought. There
was only one who had the courage to say so: Rene Marchand, of
the French group in Moscow, who stated in his review that, though
he regretted my misguided judgment, he could not believe that my
stand against Soviet Russia was motivated by material reasons. I ap-
preciated his giving me credit for my revolutionary integrity, and I
wished he were brave enough to admit that he was unable to recon-
cile himself to some of the methods the Bolsheviki practiced in the
name of the Revolution. Commandeered to work in the Cheka, Rene
Marchand had seen enough to plead for his removal, as otherwise
he would be compelled to leave the Communist Party. Like many
other sincere Communists he did not understand the Revolution in
terms of the Cheka.

Not so Bill Haywood. As Sasha had foreseen, he easily took the
Bolshevik bait. Three weeks after his arrival in Russia he wrote to
America that the workers were in full control and that prostitution
and drunkenness had been abolished. Lending himself to such obvi-
ous falsehoods, why should Bill not also credit me with motives he
knew were absurd? “Emma Goldman did not get the soft jobs she
was looking for; that was why she wrote against the Dictatorship
of the Proletariat” Poor Bill! He began rolling down the precipice
when he ran away to save himself from the burning house of the
LW.W. He could not stop himself in his fall.
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The following week I went to the Freiheit office. Several people
were already there, busy addressing envelopes and folding the pa-
pers. Everybody talked. Johann Most was at his desk. I was assigned
a place and given work. I marvelled at Most’s capacity to go on writ-
ing in that hubbub. Several times I wanted to suggest that he was
being disturbed, but I checked myself. After all, they must know
whether he minded their chatter.

In the evening Most stopped writing and gruffly assailed the talk-
ers as “toothless old women,” “cackling geese,” and other appella-
tions I had hardly ever before heard in German. He snatched his
large felt hat from the rack, called to me to come along, and walked
out. I followed him and we went up on the Elevated. “T'll take you
to Terrace Garden,” he said; “we can go into the theatre there if you
like. They are giving Der Zigeunerbaron tonight. Or we can sit in
some corner, get food and drink, and talk” I replied that I did not
care for light opera, that what I really wanted was to talk to him, or
rather have him talk to me. “But not so violently as in the office,” I
added.

He selected the food and the wine. Their names were strange to
me. The label on the bottle read: Liebfrauenmilch. “Milk of woman’s
love — what a lovely name!” I remarked. “For wine, yes,” he retorted,
“but not for woman’s love. The one is always poetic — the other will
never be anything but sordidly prosaic. It leaves a bad taste”

I had a feeling of guilt, as if I had made some bad break or had
touched a sore spot. I told him I had never tasted any wine before,
except the kind Mother made for Easter. Most shook with laugh-
ter, and I was near tears. He noticed my embarrassment and re-
strained himself. He poured out two glassfuls, saying: “Prosit, my
young, naive lady,” and drank his down at a gulp. Before I could
drink half of mine, he had nearly finished the bottle and ordered
another.

He became animated, witty, sparkling. There was no trace of the
bitterness, of the hatred and defiance his oratory had breathed on
the platform. Instead there sat next to me a transformed human
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being, no longer the repulsive caricature of the Rochester press or
the gruff creature of the office. He was a gracious host, an atten-
tive and sympathetic friend. He made me tell him about myself and
he grew thoughtful when he learned the motive that had decided
me to break with my old life. He warned me to reflect carefully be-
fore taking the punge. “The path of anarchism is steep and painful,”
he said; “so many have attempted to climb it and have fallen back.
The price is exacting. Few men are ready to pay it, most women
not at all. Louise Michel, Sophia Perovskaya — they were the great
exceptions.” Had I read about the Paris Commune and about that
marvellous Russian woman revolutionist? I had to admit ignorance.
I had never heard the name of Louise Michel before, though I did
know about the great Russian. “You shall read about their lives —
they will inspire you,” Most said.

I inquired whether the anarchist movement in America had no
outstanding woman. “None at all, only stupids,” he replied; “most
of the girls come to the meetings to snatch up a man; then both
vanish, like the silly fishermen at the lure of the Lorelei” There was
a roguish twinkle in his eye. He didn’t believe much in woman’s
revolutionary zeal. But I, coming from Russia, might be different
and he would help me. If I were really in earnest, I could find much
work to do. “There is great need in our ranks of young, willing peo-
ple — ardent ones, as you seem to be — and I have need of ardent
friendship,” he added with much feeling.

“You?” I questioned; “you have thousands in New York — all over
the world. You are loved, you are idolized.” “Yes, little girl, idolized
by many, but loved by none. One can be very lonely among thou-
sands — did you know that?” Something gripped my heart. I wanted
to take his hand, to tell him that I would be his friend. But I dared
not speak out. What could I give this man — I, a factory girl, uned-
ucated; and he, the famous Johann Most, the leader of the masses,
the man of magic tongue and powerful pen?

He promised to supply me with a list of books to read — the rev-
olutionary poets, Freiligrath, Herwegh, Schiller, Heine, and Borne,
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In reply, Doubleday, Page and Company cabled that they had
bought from the McClure Syndicate the world rights to the twenty
four chapters in the belief that they comprised my complete story.
They had also been authorized to use their own title. They had
known nothing about the existence of the other chapters.

Energetic Harry Weinberger would not give up. He succeeded
in inducing Doubleday, Page and Company to publish the missing
chapters in a separate volume, the cost of printing to be guaranteed
by us. I appealed to our comrade Michael A. Cohn to extend the
loan, which he did without delay.

Meanwhile Stella had suffered a relapse. In crossing the Atlantic
she had done the very thing the Graf had warned her against. She
remained on deck during a storm without the prescribed bandage to
protect her eye. On landing she was caught in the vortex of family
worries, which helped to aggravate her condition. She regretted bit-
terly not having remained in Wiser’s care, and I reproached myself
for permitting her to leave when she was making such progress.

I had written a story on Wiser’s work and planned to send it to
the New York World. But it was out of the question now. My readers
could not be expected to take my word that Dr. Wiser was not re-
sponsible for Stella’s relapse. I decided to withhold my article until
she could again come under his care. However, the story appeared
after all, in the New Review, a magazine published in Calcutta in the
English language. Agnes Smedley and Chatto, the latter having also
been treated by the Graf, believed in the success of his new method
and they wanted to make him known in India. Its publication re-
sulted in a number of Hindus’ coming to Dr. Wiser as patients. It
was the only comfort in my grief over Stella’s condition.

The reviews of My Disillusionment in Russia showed as much dis-
cernment as the representative of Doubleday, Page and Company
who had bought three-quarters of a manuscript as a complete work.
Among the scores of reviewers only one guessed that the book was
an abortion. It was a Buffalo librarian, who pointed out in the Jour-
nal that Emma Goldman’s narrative ended with Kiev, 1920, while
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The police returned to the hotel the next morning in search of
Alexander Berkman, and the same day Stella was expelled from the
country because she was the niece of Emma Goldman. They did
not bother the other girls, but the latter decided that they had had
enough of Bavarian hospitality.

Stella went back to Wiser and I remained in Berlin till Fitzi’s sail-
ing. I planned to join my niece as soon as dear Fitzi should have
departed. It became unnecessary, because Stella could not longer
stand the separation from her son and his father. Moreover, Dr.
Wiser felt anxious about her because of the threatening political
situation in Germany. He knew the temper of the reactionaries in
his country and he would not expose his foreign patients to it. He
advised Stella to return to America, impressing upon her the ne-
cessity of the utmost precaution against exposing her sick eye. He
also mapped out a system of treatment that she could continue her-
self until the spring, when he expected her to come back. I fought
against her leaving. I dreaded some mishap — a cold, something
unforeseen, that might throw her back. But there was no holding
Stella any longer, and the reassurance of our Graf quieted my fears.

Stella had hardly left when I received a blow that staggered me.
A copy of my book arrived with the last twelve chapters missing
and with an entirely wrong title. As printed, the volume was an
unfinished work, because the last chapters and particularly my Af-
terword, which represented the culminating essence of the whole,
were left out. The unauthorized name was fearfully misleading: My
Disillusionment in Russia was sure to convey to the reader that
it was the Revolution that had disillusioned me rather than the
pseudo-revolutionary methods of the Communist State. The title I
had given my work was simply “My Two Years in Russia.” The spu-
rious title was a veritable misfit. I wrote a statement for the press,
which I sent to Stella, explaining that my manuscript had been am-
putated, and I cabled Harry Weinberger to demand of the publishers
an explanation. I wanted the sales stopped till the matter should be
straightened out.
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and our own literature, of course. It was almost daybreak when we
left Terrace Garden. Most called a cab and we drove to the Minkin
flat. At the door he lightly touched my hand. “Where did you get
your silky blond hair?” he remarked; “and your blue eyes? You said
you were Jewish.” “At the pigs’ market,” I replied; “my father told
me so.” “You have a ready tongue, mein Kind.” He waited for me to
unlock the door, then took my hand, looked deeply into my eyes,
and said: “This was my first happy evening in a long while” A great
gladness filled my being at his words. Slowly I climbed the stairs as
the cab rolled away.

The next day, when Berkman called, I related to him my won-
derful evening with Most. His face darkened. “Most has no right to
squander money, to go to expensive restaurants, drink expensive
wines,” he said gravely; “he is spending the money contributed for
the movement. He should be held to account. I myself will tell him.”

“No, no, you musn’t,” I cried. “I couldn’t bear to be the cause of
any affront to Most, who is giving so much. Is he not entitled to a
little joy?”

Berkman persisted that I was too young in the movement, that I
didn’t know anything about revolutionary ethics or the meaning of
revolutionary right and wrong. I admitted my ignorance, assured
him I was willing to learn, to do anything, only not to have Most
hurt. He walked out without bidding me good-bye.

I was greatly disturbed. The charm of Most was upon me. His
remarkable gifts, his eagerness for life, for friendship, moved me
deeply. And Berkman, too, appealed to me profoundly. His earnest-
ness, his self-confidence, his youth — everything about him drew
me with irresistible force. But I had the feeling that, of the two,
Most was more of this earth.

When Fedya came to see me, he told me that he had already heard
the story from Berkman. He was not surprised, he said; he knew
how uncompromising our friend was and how hard he could be,
but hardest towards himself. “It springs from his absorbing love of
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the people,” Fedya added, “a love that will yet move him to great
deeds”

For a whole week Berkman did not show up. When he came back
again, it was to invite me for an outing in Prospect Park. He liked
it better than Central Park, he said, because it was less cultivated,
more natural. We walked about a great deal, admiring its rough
beauty, and finally selected a lovely spot in which to eat the lunch
I had brought with me.

We talked about my life in St. Petersburg and in Rochester. I told
him of my marriage to Jacob Kershner and its failure. He wanted
to know what books I had read on marriage and if it was their
influence that had decided me to leave my husband. I had never
read such works, but I had seen enough of the horrors of married
life in my own home. Father’s harsh treatment of Mother, the con-
stant wrangles and bitter scenes that ended in Mother’s fainting
spells. I had also seen the debasing sordidness of the life of my
married aunts and uncles, as well as in the homes of acquaintances
in Rochester. Together with my own marital experiences they had
convinced me that binding people for life was wrong. The constant
proximity in the same house, the same room, the same bed, revolted
me. “If ever I love a man again, I will give myself to him without
being bound by the rabbi or the law;” I declared, “and when that
love dies, I will leave without permission.”

My companion said he was glad to know that I felt that way.
All true revolutionists had discarded marriage and were living in
freedom. That served to strengthen their love and helped them in
their common task. He told me the story of Sophia Perovskaya and
Zhelyabov. They had been lovers, had worked in the same group,
and together they elaborated the plan for the execution of Alexan-
der II. After the explosion of the bomb Perovskaya vanished. She
was in hiding. She had every chance to escape, and her comrades
begged her to do so. But she refused. She insisted that she must
take the consequences, that she would share the fate of her com-
rades and die together with Zhelyabov. “Of course, it was wrong of
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grateful for the hour with my family. My one regret was that I had
heard only Tristan and Isolde and Electra, and that my subscription
to the rest of the cycle would be lost.

Among the charges against me was that [ had been in Bavaria in
the Fall of 1893 on a secret mission. I denied the allegation because I
had then been “otherwise engaged” “What was it?” they demanded.
“T was taking a rest-cure at Blackwell’s Island Penitentiary in New
York.” And I had the effrontery to admit it? Why not? I had not been
there for stealing silver spoons or silk handkerchiefs. I was there
for my social ideas, for the very ones for which they were about to
expel me. “We know those ideas,” they roared, “plotting conspira-
cies, bombs, killing of rulers” Were they still afraid of such trifles
after the world slaughter they and their Government had helped
to launch? Oh, that was for the protection of the Fatherland, but I
could not be expected to understand such holy motives. I cheerfully
admitted my limitations.

In the late afternoon I was sent back to the hotel with a body-
guard and ordered to leave on the evening train. How to get Sasha
away was my main problem. My young police escort unwittingly
suggested a way. He complained that he had been on duty since
early morning and now he would be unable to get back to his wife
and child until he saw me leave Munich. I remarked that he could
just as well turn me over to the hotel porter, who would take me to
the station. He hesitated only long enough to see me pull out a five-
dollar bill. The matter could be arranged, he said, if I would promise
not to jump out of the train after it left the station. Reassured that I
had no intention of committing suicide, he went his way.

In the hotel I held a hurried conference with the members of our
party. We agreed that Sasha must get out of Munich at once, for it
was certain that the police would find him if he remained another
day. Fitzi, looking very ladylike in spite of her many “plots” while
she had been with us in America, saw Sasha to the station. We met
on the train when it was well out of Bavaria.
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came to him, not only professionally, but from his limited means as
well.

Dr. Wiser’s greatest offence in the eyes of his detractors, apart
from the fact that he achieved results where they had failed, was his
reluctance to return soldiers to the front who had had their sight im-
paired. In one of the many interviews I had with him, he remarked:
“I know nothing about politics and I care little about it. I only know
suffering humanity, the flower of the land shot to pieces by sense-
less hate. My aim, my sole interest, is to help them and instil in them
new faith in life”

Stella, having begun to show signs of strain from the three
months of daily application, Dr. Wiser ordered her to take a com-
plete rest. It was part of his general system to have his patients recu-
perate from time to time before continuing the treatment. She was
planning to visit Munich for the approaching Wagner-Strauss fes-
tival, with the latter conducting his own operas. Sasha, Fitzi, Paula,
and Ellen were also going and they all urged me to join them.

Bavaria being the stronghold of German jingoism, I was dubious
about the suggestion, but the girls insisted and I accompanied them.
Forty-eight hours after reaching Munich came again the familiar
knock on my door. Three men invited me to accompany them to
the Polizei Presidium. They were not nearly so polite as my early
callers in Berlin, but they consented to wait long enough to enable
me to apprise my friends of my arrest.

The dossier in the Munich rogues’ gallery was as complete as the
one on the German border. It contained material dating back to 1892
— nearly everything I had ever written or said — all about Sasha’s
activities and mine, and a complete collection of photographs. The
most surprising exhibit was a picture taken in New York by my un-
cle, a photographer, in 1889. My vanity flattered at seeing myself so
young and attractive, I offered to buy a copy. The police grew quite
angry at such “flightiness” in the face of my arrest and certain de-
portation. After several hours inquisition I was permitted to return
to my hotel for lunch on condition that I come back again. I was
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her to be moved by personal sentiment,” Berkman commented; “her
love for the Cause should have urged her to live for other activities.”
Again I found myself disagreeing with him. I thought that it could
not be wrong to die with one’s beloved in a common act — it was
beautiful, it was sublime. He retorted that I was too romantic and
sentimental for a revolutionist, that the task before us was hard and
we must become hard.

I wondered if the boy was really so hard, or was he merely try-
ing to mask his tenderness, which I intuitively sensed in him. I felt
myself drawn to him and I longed to throw my arms around him,
but I was too shy.

The day ended in a glowing sunset. Joy was in my heart. All the
way home I sang German and Russian songs, Veeyut, vitri, veeyut
booyniy, being one of them. “That is my favourite song, Emma, doro-
gaya (dear),” he said. “I may call you that, may I not? And will you
call me Sasha?” Our lips met in a spontaneous embrace.

I had begun to work in the corset factory where Helen Minkin
was employed. But after a few weeks the strain became unbearable.
I could hardly pull through the day; I suffered most from violent
headaches. One evening I met a girl who told me of a silk waist fac-
tory that gave out work to be done at home. She would try to get
me some, she promised. I knew it would be impossible to sew on
a machine in the Minkin flat, it would be too disturbing for every-
body. Furthermore, the girls’ father had got on my nerves. He was
a disagreeable person, never working, and living on his daughters.
He seemed erotically fond of Anna, fairly devouring her with his
eyes. The more surprising was his strong dislike of Helen, which
led to constant quarrelling. At last I decided to move out.

I found a room on Suffolk Street, not far from Sachs’s café. It was
small and half-dark, but the price was only three dollars a month,
and I engaged it. There I began to work on silk waists. Occasion-
ally I would also get some dresses to make for the girls I knew and
their friends. The work was exhausting, but it freed me from the fac-
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tory and its galling discipline. My earnings from the waists, once I
acquired speed, were not less than in the shop.

Most had gone on a lecture tour. From time to time he would
send me a few lines, witty and caustic comments on the people he
was meeting, vitriolic denunciation of reporters who interviewed
him and then wrote vilifying articles about him. Occasionally he
would include in his letters the caricatures made of him, with his
own marginal comments: “Behold the wife-killer!” or “Here’s the
man who eats little children.”

The caricatures were more brutal and cruel than anything I had
seen before. The loathing I had felt for the Rochester papers during
the Chicago events now turned into positive hatred for the entire
American press. A wild thought took hold of me and I confided
it to Sasha. “Don’t you think one of the rotten newspaper offices
should be blown up — editors, reporters, and all? That would teach
the press a lesson.” But Sasha shook his head and said that it would
be useless. The press was only the hireling of capitalism. “We must
strike at the root.”

When Most returned from his tour, we all went to hear his report.
He was more masterly, more witty and defiant against the system
than on any previous occasion. He almost hypnotized me. I could
not help going up after the lecture to tell him how splendid his talk
was.‘Will you go with me to hear Carmen Monday at the Metropoli-
tan Opera House?” he whispered. He added that Monday was an
awfully busy day because he had to keep his devils supplied with
copy, but that he would work ahead on Sunday if I would promise
to come. “To the end of the world!” I replied impulsively.

We found the house sold out — no seats to be had at any price.
We should have to stand. I knew that I was in for torture. Since
childhood I had had trouble with the small toe of my left foot; new
shoes used to cause me suffering for weeks, and [ was wearing new
shoes. But I was too ashamed to tell Most, afraid he would think
me vain. I stood close to him, jammed in by a large crowd. My foot
burned as if it were being held over a fire. But the first bar of the
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much, life had given me: friends whose love neither faltered nor
changed with the years, a treasure few possess.

Among the many birthday gifts and messages I received was
also one from my faithful friend and counsellor, Harry Weinberger.
It brought the good news that my manuscript had been sold by
Brainard to Doubleday, Page and Company and that the book would
be out in October of that year (1923). I cabled that page proofs be
sent to me. The publishers replied that it would delay the issue
of my book and assured me that they would keep strictly to the
manuscript.

After three months’ treatment by Dr. Wiser, Stella regained par-
tial sight of her blind eye. Nor was that the only achievement of
“our Graf,” as we began to call him. Every day in his private clinic
I had occasion to study various cases, afflictions similar to Stella’s,
that had been given up as hopeless and that Dr. Wiser succeeded
in curing, partially or completely. I thought it incredible that any-
one so skilled and eager to give relief should have been put in the
pillory.

From my talks with Dr. Wiser’s patients, some of whom had
known him for years, I learned of the most amazing conspiracy I
had ever heard of in the professional world. The statement sent to
the War Ministry by the group of eye specialists was only a minor
part of the dossier manufactured against the Graf. They had even
gone to the extent of sending one of their worthies to spy on him.
Among the accusations against him was that he was mercenary. I
never knew anyone less concerned with money than Wiser. When
the value of the mark was going down five times a day, he never
asked a pfennig from his patients until they had finished their treat-
ment. This involved losses that caused him to close his public clinic,
where the poorest were given the same treatment and attention as
those who could afford to pay. Sixty-three years of age, in delicate
health, Dr. Wiser worked twelve hours a day, seven days a week,
and though he had scores of patients, he and his wife lived in the
utmost frugality. At the same time he freely helped everybody who
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that Wiser did not hesitate to let his patients know the professional
attitude against him. He could not undertake to treat any person,
he stated in a foot-note, unless assured of confidence in his method.
This raised him considerably in my estimation and respect.

My first personal meeting with the proscribed doctor freed me
entirely from the last doubt raised by the circular. His entire de-
meanour belied the accusation against him. His simplicity and sin-
cerity were evident in every word. Though he had a line of people
waiting, he took an hour and a half to examine Stella and then de-
clined to form a definite opinion about her condition. He was cer-
tain, however, that she had neither a detached retina nor tubercu-
losis. He expressed the view that probable overstrain had resulted
in excessive blood-pressure, causing a haemorrhage that formed a
blood clot over the optic nerve. He hoped he could treat it in such
a manner that it would be absorbed in her system. Time and care
would tell. Much would depend on the patient herself. His treat-
ment was rather rigorous, and “The patience of an angel is required
to keep it up,” the doctor remarked, with a smile that lit up his fine
features. Six hours or more of daily exercises with various lenses
was a strenuous process that called for complete rest and relaxation
after the ordeal. His charm and human interest convinced me that
there was a beautiful personality beneath the physician who loved
his profession. Every day strengthened my first impression of Dr.
Wiser.

Our presence in Liebenstein brought to us many of our friends
from America. Fitzi and Paula, whom we had not seen since our
deportation, came for a stay. Ellen Kennan, our old Denver friend,
Michael Cohn and his new wife, Henry Alsberg, Rudolf and Milly
Rocker, Agnes Smedley, Chatto and comrades from England. My
life had not been so replete with friendship and affection in many
years. Joy over Stella’s improvement filled my cup of happiness to
the brim. “Queen E.G. and her court,” teased Henry at the lovely
surprise party my family arranged for my fifty-fourth birthday. This
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music, and the glorious singing, made me forget my agony. After
the first act, when the lights went on, I found myself holding on to
Most for dear life, my face distorted with pain. “What’s the matter?”
he asked. “I must get off my shoe,” I panted, “or I shall scream out.”
Leaning against him, I bent down to loosen the buttons. The rest of
the opera I heard supported by Most’s arm, my shoe in my hand. I
could not tell whether my rapture was due to the music of Carmen
or the release from my shoe!

We left the Opera House arm in arm, I limping. We went to a
café, and Most teased me about my vanity. But he was rather glad,
he said, to find me so feminine, even if it was stupid to wear tight
shoes. He was in a golden mood. He wanted to know if I had ever
before heard an opera and asked me to tell him about it.

Till I was ten years of age I had never heard any music, except the
plaintive flute of Petrushka, Father’s stable-boy. The screeching of
the violins at the Jewish weddings and the soundings of the piano
at our singing lessons had always been hateful to me. When I heard
the opera Trovatore in Konigsberg, I first realized the ecstasy music
could create in me. My teacher may have been largely responsible
for the electrifying effect of that experience: she had imbued me
with the romance of her favourite German authors and had helped
to rouse my imagination about the sad love of the Troubadour and
Leonore. The tortuous suspense of the days before Mother gave her
consent to my accompanying my teacher to the performance aggra-
vated my tense expectancy. We reached the Opera a full hour before
the beginning, myself in a cold sweat for fear we were late. Teacher,
always in delicate health, could not keep up with my young legs and
my frenzied haste to reach our places. I flew up to the top gallery,
three steps at a time. The house was still empty and half-lit, and
somewhat disappointing at first. As if by magic, it soon became
transformed. Quickly the place filled with a vast audience — women
in silks and velvets of gorgeous hue, with glistening jewels on their
bare necks and arms, the flood of light from the crystal chande-
liers reflecting the colours of green, yellow, and amethyst. It was a
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fairyland more magnificent than any ever pictured in the stories I
had read. I forgot the presence of my teacher, the mean surround-
ings of my home; half-hanging over the rail, I was lost in the en-
chanted world below. The orchestra broke into stirring tones, mys-
teriously rising from the darkened house. They sent tremors down
my back and held me breathless by their swelling sounds. Leonore
and the Troubadour made real my own romantic fancy of love. I
lived with them, thrilled and intoxicated by their passionate song.
Their tragedy was mine as well, and I felt their joy and sorrow as
my own. The scene between the Troubadour and his mother, her
plaintive song “Ach, ich vergehe und sterbe hier,” Troubadour’s re-
sponse in “0, teuere Mutter,” filled me with deep woe and made my
heart palpitate with compassionate sighs. The spell was broken by
the loud clapping of hands and the new flood of light. I, too, clapped
wildly, climbed on my bench, and shouted frantically for Leonore
and the Troubadour, the hero and heroine of my fairy world. “Come
along, come along,” | heard my teacher say, tugging at my skirts. I
followed in a daze, my body shaken with convulsive sobs, the mu-
sic ringing in my ears. I had heard other operas in Konigsberg and
later in St. Petersburg, but the impression of Trovatore stood out for
along time as the most marvellous musical experience of my young
life.

When I had finished relating this to Most, I noticed that his gaze
was far away in the distance. He looked up as if from a dream. He
had never heard, he remarked slowly, the stirrings of a child more
dramatically told. I had great talent, he said, and I must begin soon
to recite and speak in public. He would make me a great speaker —
“to take my place when I am gone,” he added.

I thought he was only making fun, or flattering me. He could not
really believe that I could ever take his place or express his fire, his
magic power. I did not want him to treat me that way — I wanted
him to be a true comrade, frank and honest, without silly German
compliments. Most grinned and emptied his glass to my “first public
speech”
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berger. I was confident he would succeed in making the McClure
people or Brainard give me an account.

In addition to this anxiety came the news of the frightful calamity
that had happened to my Stella. She had lost the sight of her right
eye. Specialists who had treated her nearly brought her to the grave
by their experiments. One of them dismissed her case as a detached
retina that could not be cured, and hinted at complete blindness.
Germany is famous for its eye specialists and I was entirely free
now to devote myself to my niece. I urged her to come to me at
once. She came, a shadow of the radiant girl that had visited me the
previous year. A specialist diagnosed her case as tuberculosis of the
eyes and held out no hope for recovery.

Dr. Magnus Hirschfeld, whom I knew for his pioneer work in
sex psychology, came to our rescue. He suggested Dr. Count Wiser,
of Bad Liebenstein, in Thuringen. He was a remarkable man, Dr.
Hirschfeld said, a great diagnostician and an innovator in the treat-
ment of eye affections. The doctor added that I should be particu-
larly interested in Wiser because he had been proscribed and per-
secuted by the profession, as I had been in the political field and he
himself in his humanitarian and social prophylactic work. I smiled
at the idea that an aristocrat should meet with the same opposi-
tion as a social rebel or even as Dr. Hirschfeld, a Jew working to
clear away the sexual prejudices of the German Michel. However,
we were willing to try Count Wiser.

Though we had been informed about the attitude of the medical
profession towards Dr. Wiser, we were rather dismayed by the cir-
cular handed us in his office when we arrived for a consultation. It
was an appeal to the Medical Department of the War Ministry to
have Dr. Graf Wiser suppressed on grounds of professional incom-
petence, quackery, and dishonesty, and it was signed by twenty-
two of the foremost eye specialists of Germany. For a moment the
thought came to me that there must be something wrong with Dr.
Wiser to have called forth the enmity of his illustrious colleagues.
Our unpleasant impression was somewhat mitigated by the fact
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of the Russian events a thorough revision of the old conception of
revolution had become imperative. He or I or both of us might un-
dertake it later. There was no need to fret about the matter now.
A book of impressions, such as mine, was no place for an analy-
sis of theories and ideas. Rudolf also held this view. As a result of
the advice of my two friends, whose judgment in such questions
rarely erred, and because of my own feeling about it, I wrote a clos-
ing chapter suggesting in general outline the practical, constructive
efforts during revolution.

I had reasons for a double celebration. I had regained my emo-
tional sanity and I had completed the manuscript of “My Two Years
in Russia.” Sasha also had cause to be exceedingly glad. The pre-
cious diary he had kept in Russia, which had escaped the Chekists
who ransacked his room because I had it hidden in mine, had been
lost after it was smuggled out of Russia. While Sasha was in Minsk,
a friend had taken his note-books to Germany, promising to de-
liver them to the Rockers. Great was our shock on learning that
our Berlin friends had failed to receive the precious package. Noth-
ing could replace the day-by-day record Sasha had kept of every
incident and event during our stay in Russia. Luckily the priceless
diary was discovered after many an anxious week.

Months passed after my manuscript had been mailed to the Mc-
Clure Newspaper Syndicate, but no word came about its receipt.
I wrote with every sailing and spent a little fortune on cables,
but there was no reply. Stella and Fitzi, whom I had asked to see
Brainard about it, reported that they had been told that the man
had not appeared in his office since his return from Germany, and
no one at the Syndicate knew anything about my manuscript. I then
cabled Mr. Swope, of the New York World, begging him to go after
the president of Harper’s. I saw Garet Garrett, of the Tribune, while
he was in Berlin and asked him to help me locate the manuscript.
I gave Albert Boni no peace. All these frantic efforts brought no
results. Unable to endure the worry about my book any longer, I
turned the matter over to my old friend and counsellor Harry Wein-
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After that we went out together often. He opened up a new world
to me, introduced me to music, books, the theatre. But his own rich
personality meant far more to me — the alternating heights and
depths of his spirit, his hatred of the capitalist system, his vision of
a new society of beauty and joy for all.

Most became my idol. I worshipped him.
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Chapter 4

The 11" of November was approaching, the aniversary of the
Chicago martyrdoms. Sasha and I were busy with preparations for
the great event of so much significance to us. Cooper Union had
been secured for the commemoration. The meeting was to be held
jointly by anarchists and socialists, with the co-operation of ad-
vanced labour organizations.

Every evening for several weeks we visited various trade unions
to invite them to participate. This involved short talks from the floor,
which I made. I always went in trepidation. On previous occasions,
at German and Jewish lectures, I had mustered up courage to ask
questions, but every time I would experience a kind of sinking sen-
sation. While I was listening to the speakers, the questions would
formulate themselves easily enough, but the moment I got up on my
feet, I would feel faint. Desperately I would grip the chair in front
of me, my heart throbbing, my knees trembling — everything in the
hall would turn hazy. Then I would become aware of my voice, far,
far away, and finally I would sink back in my seat in a cold sweat.

When I was first asked to make short speeches, I declined; I was
sure I could never manage it. But Most would accept no refusal,
and the other comrades sustained him. For the Cause, I was told,
one must be able to do everything, and I so eagerly wanted to serve
the Cause.

My talks used to sound incoherent to me, full of repetitions, lack-
ing in conviction; and always the dismal feeling of sinking would
be upon me. I thought everyone must see my turmoil, but appar-
ently no one did. Even Sasha often commented on my calm and
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I could not endure the silly hide-and-seek going on before my
eyes. I assured them that nothing would change my affection for
them, and that I wanted the girl to continue with me until the
manuscript was typed, but I would ask them to find quarters of
their own. It would be less wearing for the three of us.

They moved out. The girl continued to do my secretarial work,
but her attitude towards me had changed. The young Swede kept
coming to see me, generally in the evening, when his sweetheart
was not present. She could not bear to see him with me, he said, or
to be made to feel that I was his inspiration. I would always remain
that, he reiterated. It was something of a consolation; still, it would
be best if he stayed away altogether, I told him. I was past minding.
Their love was young, and it was unkind to cause it pain. He took
my advice and he did not come again until shortly before he left
with the girl for America, and then only to say good-bye.

I still had the hardest part of my book to do — an Afterword
that was to set forth the lessons of the Russian Revolution which
our comrades and the militant masses will have to learn if future
revolutions are not to be failures. I had come to realize that with
all the Bolshevik mania for power they could never have so com-
pletely terrorized the Russian people if it were not inherent in mass
psychology to be easily swayed. I was also convinced that the con-
ception of revolution in our own ranks was too romantic, and that
miracles cannot be expected even after capitalism shall have been
abolished and the bourgeoisie eliminated. I knew better now and I
wanted to help my comrades to a clearer understanding.

I felt that for an adequate treatment of the constructive side of
revolution I myself had to get away from the phantom of the Com-
munist State far enough for objective writing. I did not want my
book to go out into the world without some definite conclusions.
Yet in my state of mind I found it impossible to go into the com-
plex problems of the subject. After weeks of conflict I decided to jot
down a few thoughts, some fragments that might serve as a sketch
for a larger work on the vital subject. Sasha agreed that in the light
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new day. I wept, conscious of the eternal rebirth in nature, in the
dreams of man, in his quest for freedom and beauty, in the struggle
of humanity to greater heights. I felt the rebirth of my own life, to
blend once more with the universal, of which I was but an infinites-
imal part.

The Swede returned hale and sound. He had not written because
he was trying to muster up courage to go his own way. He failed. He
was drawn back by his need of me. Would I accept him again? I did,
certain that he could not consume me as before. I was back in Russia
now, in her triumph and defeat, my every fibre intent on recreating
the tremendous panorama I had witnessed for twenty-one months.

My dear old pal Sasha, though rarely sympathetic with my affairs
of the heart, never failed me in our common activities or in his coop-
eration with my literary efforts. Just as soon as he saw me working
in earnest, he came back with his old eagerness to help. I should
have made considerable progress now but for a new disturbance.

Young people are rarely generous to each other, nor have they
patience with each other’s shortcomings. My secretary, an intelli-
gent and efficient Jewish-American girl, and my young Swede could
apparently not get on. They argued violently and quarrelled over ev-
ery trivial matter. The strain was aggravated when the girl moved
into our apartment. It was large enough, and each of us had his own
room. But the two young things glared and fumed at each other ev-
ery moment they were together.

Soon I discovered the truth of the German saying: Was liebt sich,
das neckt sich. The two young people had fallen in love with each
other and were fighting to distract my attention from their real feel-
ings. They were too unsophisticated to be guilty of deliberate decep-
tion. They simply lacked the courage to speak and were perhaps
afraid to hurt me. As if their frankness could have been more lacer-
ating than my realization that their show of indifference was only
a shield! At heart I had not ceased to believe that my love would
rekindle his affection, so rich and abundant during our months in
Stockholm.
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self-control. I do not know whether it was due to my being a begin-
ner, to my youth, or to my intense feeling for the martyred men,
but I never once failed to interest the workers I had been sent to
invite.

Our own little group, consisting of Anna, Helen, Fedya, Sasha,
and I, decided on a contribution — a large laurel-wreath with broad
black and red satin ribbons. At first we wanted to buy eight wreaths,
but we were too poor, since only Sasha and I were working. At last
we decided in favour of Lingg: in our eyes he stood out as the sub-
lime hero among the eight. His unbending spirit, his utter contempt
for his accusers and judges, his will-power, which made him rob his
enemies of their prey and die by his own hand — everything about
that boy of twenty-two lent romance and beauty to his personality.
He became the beacon of our lives.

At last the long-awaited evening arrived — my first public meet-
ing in memory of the martyred men. Since I had read the accounts
in the Rochester papers of the impressive march to Waldheim — the
five mile line of workers who followed the great dead to their last
resting place — and the large meetings that had since been held all
over the world, I had ardently looked forward to being present at
such an event. Now the moment had at last come. I went with Sasha
to Cooper Union.

We found the historic hall densely packed, but with our wreath
held high over our heads we finally managed to get through. Even
the platform was crowded. I was bewildered until I saw Most stand-
ing next to a man and a woman; his presence made me feel at ease.
His two companions were distinguished-looking people; the man
radiated friendliness, but the woman, clad in a tight-fitting black
velvet dress with a long train, her pale face framed in a mass of cop-
per hair, seemed cold and aloof. She evidently belonged to another
world.

Presently Sasha said: “The man near Most is Sergey Shevitch, the
famous Russian revolutionist, now editor-in-chief of the socialist
daily Die Volkszeitung; the woman is his wife, the former Helene von
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Donniges.” “Not the one Ferdinand Lassalle loved — the one he lost
his life for?” I asked. “Yes, the same; she has remained an aristocrat.
She really doesn’t belong among us. But Shevitch is splendid.”

Most had given me Lassalle’s works to read. They had impressed
me by their profound thought, force, and clarity. I had also studied
his manifold activities in behalf of the incipient workers’ movement
in Germany in the fifties. His romantic life and untimely death at
the hands of an officer in a duel fought over Helene von Dénniges
had affected me deeply.

I was repelled by the woman’s haughty austerity. Her long train,
the lorgnette through which she scrutinized everybody, filled me
with resentment. I turned to Shevitch. I liked him for his frank,
kindly face and the simplicity of his manner. I told him I wanted
to put our wreath over Lingg’s portrait, but it was hung so high
that I would have to get a ladder to reach it. “T’ll lift you up, little
comrade, and hold you until you have hung your wreath,” he said
pleasantly. He picked me up as if I were a baby.

I felt greatly embarrassed, but I hung the wreath. Shevitch set
me down and asked why I had chosen Lingg rather than some one
of the other martyrs. I replied that his appeal was strongest to me.
Raising my chin gently with his strong hands, Shevitch said: “Yes,
he was more like our Russian heroes.” He spoke with much feeling.

Soon the meeting began. Shevitch and Alexander Jonas, his coed-
itor on the Volkszeitung, and a number of other speakers in various
languages told the story I had first heard from Johanna Greie. I had
since read and reread it until I knew every detail by heart.

Shevitch and Jonas were impressive speakers. The rest left me
cold. Then Most ascended the platform, and everything else seemed
blotted out. I was caught in the storm of his eloquence, tossed about,
my very soul contracting and expanding in the rise and fall of his
voice. It was no longer a speech, it was thunder interspersed with
flashes of lightning. It was a wild, passionate cry against the terrible
thing that had happened in Chicago — a fierce call to battle against
the enemy, a call to individual acts, to vengeance.

58

all its joy and travail, of what is admirable and what is hateful in
my adopted land.

A dissonant note soon disturbed our idyll. Stella had always kept
me on a pedestal. She could not bear to see my feet of clay. She
had suffered through my relation to Ben, and now again my dear
one resented that her adored Tante should “throw herself away”
My young Swede was quick to sense the disdain of my niece. He
became more contrary and went out of his way to be particularly
disagreeable to her.

Ian, a beautiful youngster of six, wild and unbridled as a young
colt, found our apartment too small for his energies. He knew no
German and he could not understand why everybody should walk
as on glass because “granny’s” nerves were on edge. There was wis-
dom from the mouth of a child. Even our baby had learned to go by
years, and, fool that I was, I still felt young, reaching out hungrily
for the fire of youth. Fortunately my sense of the ridiculous had not
entirely forsaken me. I could still laugh at my own folly. But I could
not write, or do as my Swede — run away!

He would go to the seashore for a few days, so that Stella and I
could be with each other undisturbed, he said. I did not protest; I
felt rather relieved. The two days lengthened into a week without
a word to reassure me that all was well with him. My anxiety grew
into an obsession that he had taken or lost his life. To escape the
torturing thought I tried once more to start my book. As if by magic
the load I had carried for months was lifted; the harrowing shadows
disappeared together with the boy and my frustrations. I myself
became dissolved into the picture that was taking form on the paper
before me.

A storm began in the late afternoon and continued throughout
the night. Thunder and lightning, followed by wind and rain, beat
against the windows of my room. I wrote on, oblivious of every-
thing except the storm in my own soul. I found release at last.

The storm outside had stopped. The air was still, the sun slowly
rising and spreading its red and gold over the sky in greeting of the
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French, as Peter had rightly said — could I do it justice in one volume
and in the limited time set? Years were needed for such a work, and
a far abler pen than mine to make the story as vivid and moving as
its reality. Had I gained the necessary perspective and detachment
to write without personal grievance or rancour against the men at
the helm of the dictatorship? These doubts assailed me at my desk,
gaining momentum the more I tried to concentrate on my task.

My immediate surroundings were anything but helpful. My
young friend had got into the same slough as I. He had not the
strength to leave, nor I to send him away. Loneliness, the yearning
to be cared for in an intimate sense, made me cling to the boy. He
admired me as a rebel and as a fighter; as a friend and companion
I had awakened his spirit and had opened to him a new world of
ideas, books, music, art. He did not want to live away from me and
he needed the fellowship and understanding that he found in our
relationship, he said. But the difference, the ever present difference
of twenty-four years, he could not forget.

My friends Rudolf and Milly Rocker sensed the physical and men-
tal stress I was going through. I had not seen them since 1907, when
we had known each other only as comrades. During my stay in
Berlin I came to appreciate and love their beautiful spirit. Rudolf
was very much like my old companion Max, as understanding, ten-
der, and generous, and not given so much to paralysing introspec-
tion. Intellectually brilliant and with a prodigious capacity for work,
he was a force in the German anarchist movement and an inspira-
tion to everyone who came in contact with him. Milly was also sen-
sitively attuned to human suffering and unstinted in her sympathy
and affection. They were a soothing help in the battle I was fighting
to get control of myself. I desperately needed to begin my book.

The arrival of my beloved Stella and Ian, my baby almost as much
as hers, somewhat dulled my gnawing pain. I had not seen them for
three years and I had longed for their coming. One week went by
in sweet harmony with my own, in reminiscences of the past, with
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The meeting was at an end. Sasha and I filed out with the rest.
I could not speak; we walked on in silence. When we reached the
house where I lived, my whole body began to shake as in a fever. An
overpowering yearning possessed me, an unutterable desire to give
myself to Sasha, to find relief in his arms from the fearful tension
of the evening.

My narrow bed now held two human bodies, closely pressed to-
gether. My room was no longer dark; a soft, soothing light seemed
to come from somewhere. As in a dream I heard sweet, endearing
words breathed into my ear, like the soft, beautiful Russian lullabies
of my childhood. I became drowsy, my thoughts in confusion.

The meeting ... Shevitch holding me up ... the cold face of Helene
von Donniges ... Johann Most ... the force and wonder of his speech,
his call to extermination — where had I heard that word before?
Ah, yes, Mother — the Nihilists! The horror I had felt at her cruelty
again came over me. But, then, she was not an idealist! Most was an
idealist, yet he, too, urged extermination. Could idealists be cruel?
The enemies of life and joy and beauty are cruel. They are relentless,
they have killed our great comrades. But must we, too, exterminate?

I was roused from my drowsiness as if by an electric current. I felt
a trembling, shy hand tenderly glide over me. Hungrily I reached
for it, for my lover. We were engulfed in a wild embrace. Again I
felt terrific pain, like the cut of a sharp knife. But it was numbed by
my passion, breaking through all that had been suppressed, uncon-
scious, and dormant.

The morning still found me eagerly reaching out, hungrily seek-
ing. My beloved lay at my side, asleep in blissful exhaustion. I sat
up, my head resting on my hand. Long I watched the face of the boy
who had so attracted and repelled me at the same time, who could
be so hard and whose touch was yet so tender. Deep love for him
welled up in my heart — a feeling of certainty that our lives were
linked for all time. I pressed my lips to his thick hair and then I, too,
fell asleep.
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The people from whom I rented my room slept on the other side
of the wall. Their nearness always disturbed me, and now in Sasha’s
presence it gave me a feeling of being seen. He also had no privacy
where he lived. I suggested that we find a small apartment, and he
consented joyfully. When we told Fedya of our plan, he asked to be
taken in. The fourth of our little commune was Helen Minkin. The
friction with her father had become more violent since I had moved
out, and she could not endure it. She begged to come with us. We
rented a four room flat on Forty-second Street and we all felt it a
luxury to have our own place.

From the very first we agreed to share everything, to live like
real comrades. Helen continued to work in the corset factory, and
I divided my time between sewing silk waists and keeping house.
Fedya devoted himself to painting. The expense of his oils, canvases,
and brushes often consumed more than we could afford, but it never
occurred to any one of us to complain. From time to time he would
sell a picture to some dealer for fifteen or twenty-five dollars, where-
upon he would bring an armful of flowers or some present for me.
Sasha would up braid him for it: the idea of spending money for
such things, when the movement needed it so badly, was intolera-
ble to him. His anger had no effect on Fedya. He would laugh it off,
call him a fanatic, and say he had no sense of beauty.

One day Fedya arrived with a beautiful blue and white striped
silk jersey, considered very stylish then. When Sasha came home
and saw the jersey, he flew into a rage, called Fedya a spendthrift
and an incurable bourgeois, who would never amount to anything
in the movement. The two nearly came to blows, and finally both
left the flat. I felt sick with the pain of Sasha’s severity. I began to
doubt his love. It could not be very deep or he would not spoil the
little joys that Fedya brought into my life. True, the jersey cost two
dollars and a half. Perhaps it was extravagant of Fedya to spend so
much money. But how could he help loving beautiful things? They
were a necessity to his artist’s spirit. I grew bitter, and was glad
when Sasha did not return that night.
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“Nonsense! You ought to be able to dictate it right off the bat in
a month.” “Your name and the subject will make the book, not its
literary quality,” he asserted. He would bet anything that a volume
by Emma Goldman on the Bolsheviki, with an introduction by Her-
bert Hoover, would prove the greatest thriller of the day. “Why, it
means a fortune for you! Did you ever expect that, E.G.?” “No, never
in all my life,” I admitted, wondering whether he was joking or so
incredibly ignorant of my life, my ideas, the importance of Russia
to me, or why I wanted to write about it. I felt that Mr. Brainard was
so naive, so like the average American mind, that I could not take
offence at his suggestion of Mr. Hoover, another perfect average
American, to introduce my poor book to the world.

I expressed surprise to Albert Boni that anyone so limited as the
president of Harper’s should be at the head of a publishing house
of quality and reputation. He explained that Mr. Brainard’s domain
was business and not the literary department, which was some re-
lief.

I had had no experience with publishers, our books in Amer-
ica having always been issued by ourselves through the Mother
Earth Publishing Association. Albert Boni, representing Brainard
and the McClure Newspaper Syndicate, did not find it necessary
to enlighten me on their commercial methods. The result was that
I sold to Mr. Brainard the world rights to my book on Russia for
$1,750 advance against the usual royalties and fifty per cent for
the serial rights. It seemed a very satisfactory arrangement to me,
the most gratifying provision in the agreement being that nothing
could be changed in my manuscript without my knowledge and
consent.

My visa was renewed for another two months and the hope held
out that I could have further extensions. My living-expenses were
now also secured. I could proceed with my book. I had lived with it
since Kronstadt and had worked it out in all its aspects. But when
I came to write it, | was overwhelmed by the magnitude of my sub-
ject. The Russian Revolution, greater and more profound than the
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strong enough to be content with that, I reasoned. The rest and joy
I had hoped for were turned into eight months of purgatory.

My misery was increased by Sasha’s lack of sympathy with my
struggle, the more surprising because he had been kind and solici-
tous when I fought against the growing infatuation for my friend.
He had ridiculed the silly conventions regarding difference in age,
and advised me to follow my desire for the youth who had come
into my life. Sasha was fond of the boy, and as for the latter, he
worshipped my old chum. But my young Swede’s arrival in Berlin
and his presence in the same apartment somehow changed their
former fine comradeship into silent antagonism. I knew they did
not mean to hurt me, and yet in their male short-sightedness they
did nothing else.

I was in no state of mind for writing a book on Russia. The
thought of that unfortunate country and of its political martyrs was
ever present with me and I felt I was betraying their trust. I was do-
ing nothing to make their condition and the even more poignant
drama of “October” known. I tried to salve my conscience by a con-
tribution I made from the sums earned by my articles and from the
brochure the London group had published at my expense. Sasha
was doing splendid work, writing articles and issuing pamphlets
on The Russian Tragedy, The Communist Party, Kronstadt, and re-
lated subjects. Our Taganka deportees were now also in Germany
and they were making themselves heard in the anarchist press and
on the platform regarding the Soviet reality. And even before our
voices were raised, our able comrades Rudolf Rocker and Augustin
Souchy had been enlightening the German workers on the true con-
ditions in Russia.

Through Herbert Swope, of the New York World, and Albert Boni,
Clinton P. Brainard, then president of Harper’s, became interested
in my planned work on Russia. He proved a jovial old man, a breezy
Westerner, expansive in manner and conversation; but he did not
seem to have the slightest idea of books and their relation to their
authors. “Six months for a book on the Soviets!” he exclaimed.
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He stayed away for some days. During that time I was a great deal
with Fedya. He had so much that Sasha lacked and that I craved. His
susceptibility to every mood, his love of life and of colour, made him
more human, more akin to me. He never expected me to live up to
the Cause. I felt release with him.

One morning Fedya asked me to pose for him. I experienced no
sense of shame at standing naked before him. He worked away for
a time, and neither of us talked. Then he began to fidget about and
finally said he would have to stop: he could not concentrate, the
mood was gone. I went back behind the screen to dress. I had not
quite finished when I heard violent weeping. I rushed forward and
found Fedya stretched on the sofa, his head buried in the pillow,
sobbing. As I bent over him, he sat up and broke loose in a torrent
— said he loved me, that he had from the very beginning, though
he had tried to keep in the background for Sasha’s sake; he had
struggled fiercely against his feeling for me, but he knew now that
it was of no use. He would have to move out.

I sat by him, holding his hand in mine and stroking his soft wavy
hair. Fedya had always drawn me to him by his thoughtful attention,
his sensitive response, and his love of beauty. Now I felt something
stronger stirring within me. Could it be love for Fedya, I wondered.
Could one love two persons at the same time? I loved Sasha. At that
very moment my resentment at his harshness gave way to yearning
for my strong, arduous lover. Yet I felt Sasha had left something
untouched in me, something Fedya could perhaps waken to life. Yes,
it must be possible to love more than one! All I had felt for the boy
artist must have really been love without my being aware of it till
now, I decided.

I asked Fedya what he thought of love for two or even for more
persons at once. He looked up in surprise and said he did not know,
he had never loved anyone before. His love for me had absorbed
him to the exclusion of anyone else. He knew he could not care
for another woman while he loved me. And he was certain that
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Sasha would never want to share me; his sense of possession was
too strong.

I resented the suggestion of sharing. I insisted that one can only
respond to what the other is able to call out. I did not believe that
Sasha was possessive. One who so fervently wanted freedom and
preached it so wholeheartedly could never object to my giving my-
self to someone else. We agreed that, whatever happened, there
must be no deception. We must go to Sasha and tell him frankly
how we felt. He would understand.

That evening Sasha returned straight from work. The four of us
sat down, as usual, to our supper. We talked about various things.
No reference was made to Sasha’s long absence and there was no
chance to speak to him alone about the new light that had come
into my life. We all went to Orchard Street to a lecture.

After the meeting Sasha went home with me, Fedya and Helen
remaining behind. In our flat he asked permission to come to my
room. Then he began to talk, pouring out his whole soul. He said
he loved me dearly, that he wanted me to have beautiful things; that
he, too, loved beauty. But he loved the Cause more than anything
else in the world. For that he would forgo even our love. Yes, and
his very life.

He told me about the famous Russian revolutionary catechism
that demanded of the true revolutionist that he give up home,
parents, sweetheart, children, everything dear to one’s being. He
agreed with it absolutely and he was determined to allow nothing
to stand in the way. “But I do love you,” he repeated. His inten-
sity, his uncompromising fervour, irritated and yet drew me like a
magnet. Whatever longing I had experienced when near Fedya was
silent now. Sasha, my own wonderful, dedicated, obsessed Sasha,
was calling. I felt entirely his.

Later in the day I had to meet Most. He had spoken to me about
a short lecture tour he was planning for me, but though I did not
take it seriously, he had asked me to come to see him about it.
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The day’s hard work over, my sponsors turned to me. After listen-
ing to my account of the interview at the Foreign Office, they took
up the telephone. A rather warm argument followed, in the course
of which the party at the other end was told that he would be re-
ported to his chief for “suppressing the extension issued to Frau
E. G. Kerschner” The threat seemed to be effective as indicated by
“Well, then — we knew you’d be sensible.” The following morning
my passport was stamped for another two months’ stay.

With this respite, I decided on a little apartment. I had been
driven about so much that I felt bruised in every bone and I was
in need of a rest under my own roof. I wanted some peace to collect
my thoughts before beginning my book on Russia. I longed for my
flaxen-haired, blue-eyed Swedish boy, whose tender devotion had
been my mainstay in the three and a half months of my existence
in Stockholm. I'd send for him and have two months of personal
life in a lifetime that had never been my own. Vain hope! I realized
it the moment I met my friend at the station. His fine eyes had not
lost their friendliness, but the glow that had rekindled my soul was
no longer there. They had come to see what I had known from the
start, yet did not wish to realize — that he was twenty-nine and I
fifty-three.

Would that the adventure had ended at its height, a golden mem-
ory on my thorny road! But his eagerness to rejoin me, and my own
heart-hunger had been hard to resist. “Berlin soon!” had been our
parting word. Only four weeks had passed since, and his flame had
burned out. I was too staggered by the unexpected blow to think
clearly and I clung to the straw that I might reawaken the love that
had been mine.

There were various reasons why I could not tell him to go. He
had avoided conscription and he had aroused the suspicion of the
Stockholm police because of his attempt to help Sasha with some
papers. He had no means and he would not be permitted to work
in Germany. I felt I could not send him away. What if his love had
died? Our friendship would still be sweet — my affection for him
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Much to everybody’s surprise, the Foreign Office made no dif-
ficulties about granting me a month’s stay. At its expiration I was
informed that two more months had been secured for me, and that I
was to call at the Foreign Office. I found the Secretary engaged with
a man who looked like a Russian. The latter was evidently leaving
for his native land; the Secretary was seeing him to the door and
impressing upon his visitor not to forget to bring back caviar and
ein Pelz. Then the official turned on me with good old Prussian po-
liteness. What did I mean by coming back, he shouted, after he had
told me I should have to leave at the end of the month? My time
would be up tomorrow, he said, and I’d have to go or I should be
forcibly put across the border. His changed manner made me think
that Moscow and its Berlin satraps were again at my heels. The man
who had just left was probably a Chekist.

However, I could not afford to lose my temper. I explained in as
ladylike a tone as I could under the circumstances that another two
months had been granted me and that I came to have my passport
stamped for that. He knew nothing about it and he would not give
me the extension if he did know, he declared. I had better leave the
country quietly or be kicked out. In that case, I replied, he would
have to send several men to carry me out. I left him confounded by
my Frechheit and went to the Reichstag in search of my sponsors.
They kept me waiting three hours, too busy with affairs of State
to see me. I was in a disturbed state of mind, but soon I forgot my
troubles in watching the antics of what Johann Most used to call
“the House of Marionettes.”

Judging by the continuous stream of deputies to the refreshment
rooms, the latter seemed to be the real seat of the august body. There,
amid quantities of Stullen, Seidels of beer, and gusts of cigar-smoke,
the weal and woe of the German masses was being decided. In the
legislative hall someone was talking against time, no doubt to hold
the fort till his political group should have recouped themselves
sufficiently to knock the other on the head. It was an entertainment
I should have been sorry to miss.
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The Freiheit office was crowded. Most suggested a nearby saloon,
which he knew to be quiet in the early afternoon. We went there.
He began to explain his plans for my tour; I was to visit Rochester,
Buffalo, and Cleveland. It threw me into a panic. “It is impossible!”
I protested; “I don’t know a thing about lecturing” He waved my
objections aside, declaring that everybody felt that way in the be-
ginning.

He was determined to make a public speaker of me, and I would
simply have to begin. He had already chosen the subject for me
and he would help me prepare it. I was to speak on the futility of
the struggle for the eight-hour workday, now again much discussed
in labour ranks. He pointed out that the eight-hour campaigns in
’84, ’85, and ’86 had already taken a toll far beyond the value of
the “damned thing.” “Our comrades in Chicago lost their lives for it,
and the workers still work long hours.” But even if the eight-hour
day were established, there would be no actual gain, he insisted.
On the contrary, it would serve only to distract the masses from
the real issue — the struggle against capitalism, against the wage
system, for a new society. At any rate, all I would have to do would
be to memorize the notes he would give me. He was sure that my
dramatic feeling and my enthusiasm would do the rest. As usual, he
held me by his eloquence. I had no power to resist.

When I got home; away from Most’s presence, I again experi-
enced the sinking feeling that had come upon me when I had first
tried to speak in public. I still had three weeks in which to read up,
but I was sure I never could go through with it.

Stronger than my lack of faith in myself was my loathing for
Rochester. I had completely broken with my parents and my sister
Lena, but I yearned for Helena, for little Stella, now in her fourth
year, and for my youngest brother. Oh, if I were really an accom-
plished speaker, I would rush to Rochester and fling my accumu-
lated bitterness into the smug faces of the people who had treated
me so brutally. Now they would only add ridicule to the hurt they
had given me. Anxiously I waited for the return of my friends.
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How great was my astonishment when Sasha and Helen Minkin
grew enthusiastic about Most’s plan! It was a marvellous opportu-
nity, they said. What if I would have to work hard to prepare my
talk? It would be the making of me as a public lecturer, the first
woman speaker in the German anarchist movement in America!
Sasha was especially insistent: I must set aside every consideration,
I must think only of how useful I would become to the Cause. Fedya
was dubious.

My three good friends insisted that I stop work to have more time
for study. They would also relieve me of every domestic responsibil-
ity. I devoted myself to reading. Now and then Fedya would come
with flowers. He knew that I had not yet spoken to Sasha. He never
pressed me, but his flowers spoke more appealingly than anything
he could have said. Sasha no longer scolded him for wasting money.
“T know you love flowers,” he would say; “they may inspire you in
your new work.

I read up a great deal on the eight-hour movement, went to ev-
ery meeting where the matter was to be discussed; but the more I
studied the subject, the more confused I became. “The iron law of
wages,” “supply and demand,” “poverty as the only leaven of revolt”
— I could not follow it all. It left me as cold as the mechanistic the-
ories I used to hear expounded in the Rochester Socialist local. But
when I read Most’s notes, everything seemed clear. The imagery
of his language, his unanswerable criticism of existing conditions,
and his glorious vision of the new society awakened enthusiasm in
me. I continued to doubt myself, but everything Most said seemed
irrefutable.

One thought took definite shape in my mind. I would never mem-
orize Most’s notes. His phrases, the flower and spice of his invective,
were too well known for me to repeat them parrot-like. I would use
his ideas and present them in my own way. But the ideas — were
they not also Most’s? Ah, well, they had become such a part of me
that I could not distinguish how far I was repeating him or to what
extent they had been reborn as my own.
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Chapter 54

At the German border I fell right into the loving arms of two
stalwart Prussian officials whose Kaiser Wilhelm moustaches had
lost nothing of pride by the ignominious retreat of their namesake.
Quickly they led me into a private office. I was confronted with a
dossier comprising all the events of my life, almost from my cradle
days, whereupon they began grilling me for an hour. I congratu-
lated them on their German thoroughness in having kept such a
complete record that there was nothing I could add. What were my
intentions in Germany? Honourable, of course: to find a millionaire
old bachelor in search of a handsome young wife. At the expiration
of my visa I would proceed to Czechoslovakia on the same quest.
“Ein verflixtes Frauenzimmer” they roared, and after a further ex-
change of compliments I was escorted back to the train.

Five months after our comrades had begun the campaign to en-
able me to enter Germany, I landed in Berlin, with no more hope
that I should be more successful than they in securing a longer stay.
I accepted Czechoslovakia as a last resort — a place of exile. I had
no connexions or friends there; the comrade who had helped to se-
cure my visa was about to leave the country. I knew I should be cut
off from everybody I cared about. Moreover, the cost of living was
high. But in Germany I was on familiar ground: its language was
my mother tongue. Whatever schooling I had received was in that
country, and my early influences were German. Most important,
there was a strong anarchist and anarcho-syndicalist movement in
which I might take root. My friends Milly and Rudolf Rocker and
many other dear comrades were also in Berlin. I would try my luck
there, and, should I have to leave, it would not be without a fight!
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wharf in the deep snow to be near our stowaway, whom fate had
woven into the very texture of my life.

A week after Sasha’s departure I also decided on a sub rosa route.
Accompanied by my young companion, I travelled to the southern
part of Sweden in the hope of finding there means to be smuggled
over to Denmark. Some sailors my friend knew had agreed to aid
me for three hundred kronen, equal to about a hundred dollars. At
the last moment they demanded double the amount. I was not im-
pressed with their reliability and we dropped the scheme. We found
a man with a motor boat. We were instructed to get aboard before
midnight, the “lady to lie flat and covered with a blanket until the
inspector had made his rounds.” I did. It was not the inspector, how-
ever. It was a policeman. We explained that we were lovers and
destitute, and we had taken refuge on the boat. He was a kindly
man, but he wanted to arrest us just the same, until a generous tip
changed his mind. I could not help laughing at our impromptu story,
for it really expressed the situation.

My friend was crestfallen at the way things were bungled. I con-
soled him by saying that I had always been a bum conspirator and
that I was glad the scheme had failed. It had certain advantages,
however — did it not give me a chance to see a warmer part of Swe-
den and more attractive women than the capital, and — not the least
— forty new varieties of hors-d’oeuvre that would inspire the most
fastidious gourmet.

Upon my return to Stockholm the next day, I found a letter from
the German Consul. A visa for ten days had been granted me.
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The day of my departure for Rochester arrived. I met Most for
a last talk; I came in a depressed mood, but a glass of wine and
Most’s spirit soon lifted the weight. He talked long and ardently,
made numerous suggestions, and said I must not take the audiences
too seriously; most of them were dullards, anyway. He impressed
upon me the need of burnout. “If you can make people laugh, sailing
will be easy.” He told me that the construction of my lecture did not
matter much. I must talk in the way I related to him my impressions
of my first opera. That would move the audience. “For the rest, be
bold, be arrogant, I am sure you will be brave.”

He took me to the Grand Central in a cab. On the way he moved
close to me. He yearned to take me in his arms and asked if he might.
I nodded, and he held me pressed to him. Conflicting thoughts and
emotions possessed me; the speeches I was going to make, Sasha,
Fedya, my passion for the one, my budding love for the other. But I
yielded to Most’s trembling embrace, his kisses covering my mouth
as of one famished with thirst. I let him drink; I could have denied
him nothing. He loved me, he said; he had never known such long-
ing for any woman before. Of late years he had not even been at-
tracted to anyone. A feeling of growing age was overcoming him,
and he felt worn from the long struggle and the persecution he had
endured. More depressing even was the consciousness that his best
comrades misunderstood him. But my youth had made him young,
my ardour had raised his spirit. My whole being had awakened him
to a new meaning in life. I was his Blondkopf, his “blue eyes”; he
wanted me to be his own, his helpmate, his voice.

I lay back with my eyes closed. I was too overpowered to speak,
too limp to move. Something mysterious stirred me, something en-
tirely unlike the urge towards Sasha or the sensitive response to
Fedya. It was different from these. It was infinite tenderness for the
great man-child at my side. As he sat there, he suggested a rugged
tree bent by winds and storm, making one supreme last effort to
stretch itself towards the sun. “All for the Cause,” Sasha had so of-
ten said. The fighter next to me had already given all for the Cause.
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But who had given all for him? He was hungry for affection, for
understanding. I would give him both.

At the station my three friends were already waiting for me.
Sasha held out an American Beauty rose to me. “As a token of
my love, Dushenka, and as a harbinger of luck on your first public
quest”

Precious Sasha; only a few days before, when we went shopping
on Hester Street, he had protested strenuously because I wanted
him to spend more than six dollars for a suit and twenty-five cents
for a hat. He would not have it. “We must get the cheapest we
can,” he reiterated. And now — what tenderness there was under
his stern exterior! Like Hannes. Strange, I had never before realized
how much alike they were. The boy and the man. Both hard; one
because he had never yet tasted life, and the other because it had
struck him so many blows. Both equally unyielding in their zeal,
both so childlike in their need for love.

The train sped on towards Rochester. Only six months had passed
since [ had cut loose from my meaningless past. [ had lived years in
that time.
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was being heralded by the Communist chorus that thirty thousand
dollars had been paid to the traitor E.G. I was wishing it were true! I
might have saved at least some portion of it for the Russian political
victims who were suffering cold, hunger, and despair in the prisons
and exile of the Bolshevik paradise.

Under pressure from the Swedish syndicalists Branting had ex-
tended permission for us to stay for another month. It was to be
the last. Visas to other countries were not in sight, and Sasha and
Schapiro decided to take matters into their own hands. The latter
soon left and Sasha was to go next. A comrade in Prague had se-
cured a visa for me to Czechoslovakia and I implored Sasha to al-
low our friend to do the same for him. But the mere suggestion of
it aroused his wrath.

Sasha stowed away on a tramp steamer, but before the boat
pulled out of Stockholm word reached me from the Austrian Con-
sulate that a visa had been granted us. Sick with fear that the boat
might leave before I should have the visa in my hands, I did not
care if the chauffeur broke all speed limits. I found the visa ready
for all three of us, but with it a demand of the Austrian Minister for
Foreign Affairs that we give a written pledge not to engage in any
political activities in his country. I had no intention of doing so, and
I was confident that neither of the boys would consent to it. How-
ever, I could not disclose the clandestine departure of the one and
the impending going of the other. I would consult my comrades, I
told the Consul, and return with the answer the next day. It was not
altogether a lie, as I still had time to reach Sasha. A blizzard had de-
scended on the city, and the boat was held up for forty-eight hours.
It afforded me the chance to send word to Sasha about the Austrian
visa and the string attached to it. I did not expect him to accept it,
but I felt he should be informed about it. A young Swedish friend,
the one comforting association of my dismal sojourn in Stockholm,
brought back word that Sasha had decided on his course and would
not be swerved from it. I hovered about the neighbourhood of the
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fellow fighter in a hundred battles that had scorched our beings and
tested our souls. We had gone our separate ways while in Russia re-
garding the question of “revolutionary necessity.” There had been
no break between us, however, because I also had been uncertain
for a long time in my stand. Kronstadt had cleared our minds and
had brought us closer again. It was harrowing now to have to take
a position so divergent from my friend’s attitude. Days and weeks
went into the conflict, the hardest life had allotted me. All through
the spiritual torture it beat against my brain: I must, I would be
heard, even if it should be for the last time. Finally I cabled to Stella
to turn over the articles, seven in all, to the New York World.

In my decision I was spared the bitterness of complete isolation.
Our Grand Old Man Enrico Malatesta, Max Nettlau, Rudolf Rocker,
the London Freedom group, Albert and Elise Jensen, Harry Kelly,
and several other friends and comrades whose opinion I valued ex-
pressed their approval of my stand. I should have walked the way
of Golgotha in any event. But it was balm to have their support.

I was too far away to witness the fury my articles aroused in
the Communist ranks or to be affected by their poisonous venom.
But from the descriptions sent me about Communist meetings
against me and from their press I could see the similarity between
their blood-lust and that of Southern whites at Negro lynchings.
One such occasion must have been most edifying: the gathering
presided over by Rose Pastor Stokes. Once she had sat at E.Gs feet
— now she was calling for volunteers to burn E.G., at least in ef-
figy. What a picture! The chairlady intoning the International, and
the audience holding hands in an orgiastic dance round the flames
licking Emma Goldman’s body to the tune of the liberating song.

The stereotyped accusation that I had forsworn my revolutionary
past, by people who had no past to forswear, was also nothing to
worry about. What did trouble me was that the New York World
had not rated my literary value as highly as did my Communist
admirers. It had paid me a paltry three hundred dollars for each
article, or twenty-one hundred dollars for the series of seven. And it
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Chapter 5

I had begged Most not to give the time of my arrival to the Ger-
man Union in Rochester, before which I was to speak. I wanted to
see my beloved sister Helena first. I had written her about my com-
ing, but not the purpose of my visit. She met me at the station and
we clung to each other as if we had been separated for decades.

I explained to Helena my mission in Rochester. She stared at me
open-mouthed. How could I undertake such a thing, face an audi-
ence? I had been away only six months; what could I have learned
in such a brief time? Where did I get the courage? And in Rochester,
of all cities! Our parents would never get over the shock.

I had never before been angry with Helena; there never had been
occasion for it. In fact, it was always I who tried her patience to the
breaking-point. But the reference to our parents made me wroth. It
brought back Popelan, Helena’s crushed young love for Susha, and
all the other ghastly pictures. I broke out in a bitter arraignment
of our people, especially picking out my father, whose harshness
had been the nightmare of my childhood, and whose tyranny had
held me even after my marriage. I reproached Helena for having
allowed our parents to rob her of her youth. “They came near doing
it to me, too!” I cried. I had finished with them when they joined
the Rochester bigots and cast me out. My life was now my own, the
work I had chosen more precious to me than my life! Nothing could
take me from it, least of all consideration for my parents.

The pain in my darling’s face checked me. I took her in my arms
and assured her that there was nothing to worry about, that our
family need not know about my plans. The meeting was to be only
before a German union; no publicity would be connected with it.
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Besides, the Jews on St. Joseph’s Street knew nothing about the ad-
vanced Germans, or about anything else, for that matter, outside
of their own colourless, petty lives. Helena brightened up. She said
that if my public speech was as eloquent as my arguments to her, I
would make a hit.

When I faced the audience the next evening, my mind was a
blank. I could not remember a single word of my notes. I shut my
eyes for an instant; then something strange happened. In a flash I
saw it — every incident of my three years in Rochester: the Garson
factory, its drudgery and humiliation, the failure of my marriage,
the Chicago crime. The last words of August Spies rang in my cars:
“Our silence will speak louder than the voices you strangle today.”

I began to speak. Words I had never heard myself utter before
came pouring forth, faster and faster. They came with passionate
intensity; they painted images of the heroic men on the gallows,
their glowing vision of an ideal life, rich with comfort and beauty:
men and women radiant in freedom, children transformed by joy
and all affection. The audience had vanished, the hall itself had dis-
appeared, I was conscious only of my own words, of my ecstatic
song.

I stopped. Tumultuous applause rolled over me, the buzzing of
voices, people telling me something I could not understand. Then
I heard someone quite close to me: “It was an inspired speech; but
what about the eight-hour struggle? You’ve said nothing about that.”
I felt hurled down from my exalted heights, crushed. I told the chair-
man I was too tired to answer questions, and I went home feeling
ill in body and mind. I let myself quietly into Helena’s apartment
and threw myself on the bed in my clothes.

Exasperation with Most for forcing the tour on me, anger with
myself for having so easily succumbed to his influence, the con-
viction that I had cheated the audience — all seethed in my mind
together with a new revelation. I could sway people with words!
Strange and magic words that welled up from within me, from some
unfamiliar depth. I wept with the joy of knowing.
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a capitalist paper like the New York World.I did not mind Schapiro’s
objection because he was of the old sectarian school that had al-
ways frowned on the idea of anarchists’ writing for bourgeois pub-
lications, though nearly all of our leading comrades had done so.
But Sasha knew that the bulk of workers, particularly in the United
States, read nothing but the capitalist papers. It was they whom
he wanted to enlighten on the difference between the Revolution
and Bolshevism. His attitude hurt me very much and we argued
for days. I had repeatedly written for the New York World in the
past, as well as for other similar publications. Was it not more im-
portant how and what one said than where? Sasha insisted that it
did not apply in this case. Anything I might write in the capitalist
press would inevitably be used by the reactionaries against Russia
and I would justly be censured for it by our own comrades. I was
well aware of it. Had I not myself condemned the old revolutionist
Breshkovskaya for speaking under the auspices of bourgeois spon-
sors? Nothing my comrades would say against me could be so lac-
erating as the compunction I suffered for having sat in judgment
over Babushka. Fifty years of her life had gone into the preparation
of the Revolution, only to see it exploited by the Communist Party
for its political aims. She had witnessed the great débdcle while I
had been thousands of miles away. And I had added my stone to
the pile hurled against her when she had been in America. For that
very reason I must speak out now. But Sasha urged that we could do
so by means of pamphlets that our people would circulate. He had
several of them in preparation; a number of his articles had already
appeared in our press; three of them had also been published in the
New York Call, the Socialist daily. Why could I not do the same? The
comrades of the International Aid Federation in the United States
were also urging similar means for my presentation of the Russian
situation. They had cabled and written, stressing that I refrain from
writing for the capitalist press. Their main point was that it would
hurt the cause. Their condemnation left me cold. But it was differ-
ent with Sasha. He was my lifelong comrade in arms, my friend and
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publish my series of articles on Soviet Russia. Stella had cabled me
that the World was eager for the story of my Russian experience.
I had already been informed to the same effect in Riga by a World
representative. In fact, he told me his paper had tried to reach me
several times while I was still in Moscow. If I had been informed
about it there and even if I could have safely sent out an article
from R.S.F.S.R,, I should have declined to write for a capitalist pa-
per on so vital an issue as Russia. I was just as loath to consider
the offer that came through Stella. I wrote her that I preferred to
have my say in the liberal and labour press in the United States,
and that I should be willing to have them publish my articles with-
out any pay rather than have them appear in the New York World
or similar publications.

Stella tried the Freeman, with an article on the martyrdom of
Maria Spiridonovna. It was declined. The other American liberal
papers showed equal illiberality. I realized that in addition to be-
ing stamped an Ishmaelite I should also be gagged on the question
of the Bolsheviki. I had kept silent long enough. I had witnessed
the slaughter of the Revolution and had heard its death-rattle. I had
weighed the evidence that was daily being added to the mountain
of Bolshevik crimes. I had seen the collapse of the last vestige of rev-
olutionary pretence of the dictatorship. And all I had done during
the two years was to beat my chest and cry: “I have sinned, sinned.”
In America I had presumed to write The Truth about the Bolsheviki
and to uphold and defend them in the sincere and ignorant belief
that they were the protagonists of the Revolution. Now that I knew
the truth, was I to be forced to slay it and keep silent? No, I must
protest. I must cry out against the gigantic deception posing as truth
and justice.

This I told Sasha and Schapiro. They also were determined to
speak out, and, indeed, Sasha had already written a series of articles
dealing with various phases of the Bolshevik regime, and they were
being published in the anarchist press. But both he and Schapiro em-
phasized that the workers would not credit my story if published in
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I went to Buffalo, determined to make another effort. The pre-
liminaries of the meeting threw me into the same nervous tension,
but when I faced the audience, there were no visions to inflame my
mind. In an endless, repetitious manner I made my speech about the
waste of energy and time the eight-hour struggle involved, scoffing
at the stupidity of the workers who fought for such trifles. At the
end of what seemed to me several hours I was complimented on
my clear and logical presentation. Some questions were asked, and
I answered them with a sureness that brooked no gainsaying. But on
the way home from the meeting my heart was heavy. No words of
exaltation had come to me, and how could one hope to reach other
hearts when one’s own remained cold? I decided to wire Most the
next morning, begging him to relieve me of the necessity of going
to Cleveland. I could not bear to repeat once more the meaningless
prattle.

After a night’s sleep my decision seemed childish and weak. How
could I give up so soon? Would Most have given up like that? Would
Sasha? Well, I, too, would go on. I took the train for Cleveland.

The meeting was large and animated. It was a Saturday night,
and the workers attended with their wives and children. Every-
body drank. I was surrounded by a group, offered refreshments, and
asked questions. How did I happen to come into the movement?
Was I German? What was I doing for a living? The petty curiosity
of people supposed to be interested in the most advanced ideas re-
minded me of the Rochester grilling on the day of my arrival in
America. It made me thoroughly angry.

The gist of my talk was the same as in Buffalo, but the form was
different. It was a sarcastic arraignment, not of the system or of
the capitalists, but of the workers themselves — their readiness to
give up a great future for some small temporary gains. The audience
seemed to enjoy being handled in such an outspoken manner. They
roared in some places, and in others vigorously applauded. It was
not a meeting; it was a circus, and I was the clown!
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A man in the front row who had attracted my attention by his
white hair and lean, haggard face rose to speak. He said that he
understood my impatience with such small demands as a few hours
less a day, or a few dollars more a week. It was legitimate for young
people to take time lightly. But what were men of his age to do?
They were not likely to live to see the ultimate overthrow of the
capitalist system. Were they also to forgo the release of perhaps
two hours a day from the hated work? That was all they could hope
to see realized in their lifetime. Should they deny themselves even
that small achievement? Should they never have a little more time
for reading or being out in the open? Why not be fair to people
chained to the block?

The man’s earnestness, his clear analysis of the principle involved
in the eight-hour struggle, brought home to me the falsity of Most’s
position. I realized I was committing a crime against myself and the
workers by serving as a parrot repeating Most’s views. I understood
why I had failed to reach my audience. I had taken refuge in cheap
jokes and bitter thrusts against the toilers to cover up my own inner
lack of conviction. My first public experience did not bring the re-
sult Most had hoped for, but it taught me a valuable lesson. It cured
me somewhat of my childlike faith in the infallibility of my teacher
and impressed on me the need of independent thinking.

In New York my friends had prepared a grand reception for me;
our flat was spotlessly clean and filled with flowers. They were ea-
ger for an account of my tour and they felt apprehensive of the
effect upon Most of my changed attitude.

The next evening I went out with Most, again to Terrace Garden.
He had grown younger during my two weeks’ absence: his rough
beard was trimmed neatly and he wore a natty new grey suit, a red
carnation in his buttonhole. He joined me in a gay mood, presenting
me with a large bouquet of violets. The two weeks of my absence
had been unbearably long, he said, and he had reproached himself
for having let me go just when we had grown so close. But now he
would never again let me go — not alone, anyhow.
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Sweden was at the time discussing the recognition of the Russian
Government. An additional reason was the bid the Bolsheviki were
making for a united front with the Social Democrats, whom but
yesterday they had been denouncing as social traitors and counter-
revolutionists. Moreover, the reactionary press started a campaign
of denunciation against Branting for having given asylum to anar-
chists and Bolsheviks. The latter charge referred to Angelica Bala-
banoff, who was then in Sweden. We were informed that another
extension of one month had been given us, but at the expiration
of that time we would be expected to shake the dust of Sweden off
our revolutionary feet. Poor Branting seemed anxious to quiet the
storm against him by securing our departure as soon as possible. He
would not drive us out, of course, his secretary assured our people,
but we should try at once to find some other country for our abode.

Comrades in half a dozen lands were working hard to secure asy-
lum for us. Our Berlin friends kept up their strenuous efforts. In
Austria our old comrade Dr. Max Nettlau was exerting himself in
our behalf. In Czechoslovakia others were working to obtain visas.
Also in France. The smaller countries were hopeless, Denmark and
Norway having already signified to our comrades that there was
“nothing doing”

The situation was rather desperate, made more so by several
other circumstances. The cost of living in a Stockholm hotel had
bankrupted us within a month. The hospitable Jensens invited me
to share their two-room apartment, which I accepted in the belief
that it would be only for a short time. Sasha had found a room with a
Swedish family whose place was too small even for themselves. He
regretted that we had not followed his original plan of going by the
Minsk route. It had been stupid to ask Moscow for passports. At any
rate, he would not apply for a visa any more and he was determined
to leave without giving notice and to enter without permission. I
could do as I pleased, he declared.

There was something else that had come between us — the ques-
tion whether I should or should not permit the New York World to
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dered. My companions said that the reason was obvious. To refuse
us permission to leave would have caused too much protest abroad,
as in the case of Peter Kropotkin. He had in fact never attempted
to leave Russia, but the mere rumour that he had not been permit-
ted to do so had aroused the entire revolutionary and liberal world
abroad and rained endless inquiries on the Kremlin. Moscow ev-
idently did not want to invite a similar uproar again. Our arrest
in Russia would have caused undesirable publicity. On the other
hand, the Cheka, aware of our stand on the dictatorship and of our
part in the protest of the foreign delegates in regard to the Taganka
hunger-strike, could not leave us at large much longer. The best so-
lution of the situation was therefore to permit us to depart. It was
better policy to appear magnanimous and do the dirty work against
us outside the territory of the R.S.F.S.R. This was also the view ex-
pressed by our Berlin correspondents. The German Consul in Riga
had communicated to his uncle Paul Kampfmeier, the well-known
Social Democrat, the role played by the Bolshevik Chekist in the
matter.

Our Swedish anarchists and anarcho-syndicalists were certain
we could remain in their country as long as we pleased. We might
as well live there as anywhere else and carry out our plan of writing
about our Russian experiences. The Arbetaren was anxious for arti-
cles from us, as was also the Brand. But Sasha as well as I felt that
America, our old home, had first claim on us. It had been our field
of activity for over thirty years. For good or evil we were known
there and we could reach a wider audience than in Sweden or in
any other country. We agreed, however, to be interviewed for the
Arbetaren and the Brand and to write appeals in them for the polit-
icals imprisoned and exiled in Russia.

No sooner had our first article appeared in the Arbetaren than Mr.
Branting had his secretary notify the Syndicalist Committee that
had obtained our visa to Sweden that “it was inadvisable for the
Russians to appear in print” Branting was a Social Democrat and
was opposed to the Bolsheviki. But he was also Prime Minister, and

1106

I tried several times to tell him about my trip, hurt to the quick
that he had not asked about it. He had sent me forth against my
will, he had been so eager to make a great speaker of me; was he
not interested to know whether I had proved an apt pupil?

Yes, of course, he replied. But he had already received the reports
from Rochester that I had been eloquent, from Buffalo that my pre-
sentation had silenced all opponents, and from Cleveland that I had
flayed the dullards with biting sarcasm. “What about my own reac-
tions?” I asked. “Don’t you want me to tell you about that?” “Yes,
another time” Now he wanted only to feel me near — his Blondkopf,
his little girl-woman.

I flared up, declaring I would not be treated as a mere female.
I blurted out that I would never again follow blindly, that I had
made a fool of myself, that the five-minute speech of the old worker
had convinced me more than all his persuasive phrases. I talked on,
my listener keeping very silent. When I had finished, he called the
waiter and paid the bill. I followed him out.

On the street he burst out in a storm of abuse. He had reared a
viper, a snake, a heartless coquette, who had played with him like a
cat with a mouse. He had sent me out to plead his cause and I had
betrayed him. I was like the rest, but he would not stand for it. He
would rather cut me out of his heart right now than have me as a
lukewarm friend. “Who is not with me is against me,” he shouted,;
“I will not have it otherwise!” A great sadness overwhelmed me, as
if I had just experienced an irreparable loss.

Returning to our flat, I collapsed. My friends were disturbed and
did everything to soothe me. I related the story from beginning to
end, even to the violets I had mechanically carried home. Sasha
grew indignant. “Violets at the height of winter, with thousands out
of work and hungry!” he exclaimed. He had always said that Most
was a spendthrift, living at the expense of the movement. And what
kind of a revolutionist was I, anyway, to accept Most’s favours?
Didn’t I know that he only cared for women physically? Most of
the Germans were that way. They considered women only as fe-
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males. I would have to choose once for all between Most and him.
Most was no longer a revolutionist; he had gone back on the Cause.

Angrily he left the house, and I remained bewildered, bruised,
with my new-found world in debris at my feet. A gentle hand took
mine, led me quietly into my room, and left me. It was Fedya.

Soon a new call came to me, of workers on strike, and I followed
it eagerly. It came from Joseph Barondess, whom I had previously
met; he was of the group of young Jewish socialists and anarchists
who had organized the cloakmakers and other Yiddish unions. The
aggregation numbered more informed men and abler speakers than
Barondess, but he stood out by reason of his greater simplicity.
There was no bombast about this attractive, lanky chap. His mind
was not of a scholarly type; it was of a practical turn. He was just the
man the workers needed to help them in their daily struggle. Baron-
dess was now at the head of the union, directing the cloakmakers’
strike.

Everybody on the East Side who was able to say a few words
in public was drawn into the struggle. They were nearly all men,
except Annie Netter, a young girl who had already made a name
for herself by her untiring activity in the anarchist and labour ranks.
She had been one of the most intelligent and indefatigable women
workers in various strikes, including those of the Knights of Labor,
an organization which had been for a number of years the storm-
centre of the intense campaigns of the eighties. It had reached its
zenith in the eight-hour fight led by Parsons, Spies, Fielden and the
other men who had died in Chicago. It began its downward course
when Terence V. Powderly, Grand Master of the Knights of Labor,
had allied himself with the enemies of his comrades who were being
rushed to their doom. It was well known that Powderly, in return for
thirty pieces of silver, had helped to pull the strings that strangled
the men in Chicago. Militant workers withdrew from the Knights
of Labor, and it became a dumping-ground for unscrupulous job-
hunters.
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Jensen, who steered us safely past the shoals of American newspa-
per men. Not that I was averse to greeting my enemies who had
been so eager to lie about my doings in Russia. But I preferred not
to be misquoted on the Soviet experiment until I had a chance to
express my thoughts over my own signature. With the Stockholm
Arbetaren, our daily syndicalist publication, and the Brand, an anar-
chist weekly, open to us to have our say, there was no need to be
interviewed by reporters, and we were all grateful to our friends for
saving us from falling into their hands.

Letters from Berlin explained the sudden change of heart on the
part of the German Consul in Riga after he had led us to believe that
the visa would be issued to us. He had been warned by a Chekist
that we were dangerous conspirators on a secret mission to the An-
archist Congress in Berlin. This also shed a light on the insistence
of the Lettish officials that “our friends the Bolsheviks” had been
behind our trouble in Riga. The Latvian Government had known
of our presence in Riga, and the repeated extensions of our stay
had been registered with the local police. They would have hardly
waited with our arrest till we were leaving the country, except that
they were at the last moment supplied by the Soviet emissary with
the same information he had given the German Consul in Riga. Our
examiners everywhere stressed our alleged possession of secret doc-
uments. Their exceptionally thorough search also tended to indicate
that our good friends in the Kremlin had denounced us.

I realized with a shock what strong hold the Bolshevik supersti-
tion still had on me. Well knowing the nature of the beast, I had
yet protested vehemently against the insinuations of the Lettish of-
ficials in regard to the Soviet people in Moscow. Notwithstanding
my two years’ daily experience of Bolshevik political depravity, I
was yet unable to credit such Jesuitism on their part — to give us
passports and at the same time make it impossible for us to enter
any other country. I fully understood now the significance of Litvi-
nov’s assurance that “the capitalistic countries will not be anxious
to have you.” But why, then, did they let us go out of Russia, I won-
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but I was anxious to prepare a Christmas feast for my friends in the
adjoining cells. In return for a tip the old guard’s heart softened and
he permitted me the use of the kitchen situated on the same floor. I
took my time and found excuses for going back and forth to my cell,
humming all the time: “Christ has risen, rejoice, ye heathen!” and
finding a chance to whisper a few words to my invisible compan-
ions. Two neatly wrapped packages and a large thermos bottle of
steaming coffee were carried by the guard to the two desperadoes
next door in return for a little Christmas gift to his family.

We were finally released with profuse apologies. My friends re-
lated their experiences to me. They had also been searched to the
skin, the lining of their coats ripped open, and the bottoms of their
suit-cases torn out for the secret documents we were supposed to
have brought out with us. It had been a real burlesque to watch
the eager faces of the guards gradually turn to baffled disappoint-
ment. Sasha, old jail-bird that he was, had managed to signal at
night with lighted matches to a young fellow who sat reading in a
house opposite. He threw out notes to the man, one of which the
latter picked up, and Sasha hoped it might reach our friends in the
city. Schapiro had repeatedly tried to get in touch with me by tap-
ping. I had answered, but he could not make me out. “Nor I you,
old man,” I confessed. “Next time we’ll agree on the key” Even if I
could not understand his good old Russian prison signals, he added,
I somehow always managed to start a cuisine. “She loves to cook,
and even prison can’t stop her,” Sasha interposed.

At last, on January 2, 1922, we departed from Reval, Esthonia.
To avoid a repetition of our Riga adventure we went directly to
the steamer, though the boat was not to leave until the following
morning. We made good use of the free day to see the quaint town,
much older and more picturesque than Riga.

Our reception in Stockholm was fortunately unofficial. Neither
soldiers nor workers were ordered out to meet us with music and
speeches, as on our arrival in Belo-Ostrov. Just a few comrades gen-
uinely glad to see us. Our good chaperons were Albert and Elise
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Annie Netter had been among the first to turn from the Judas
organization. She was now a member of the Pioneers of Liberty, to
which most of the active Jewish anarchists in New York belonged.
An ardent worker, she gave unstintingly of her time and meagre
earnings. In her efforts she was sustained by her father who had
developed himself out of religious orthodoxy to atheism and so-
cialism. He was a man of exceptional quality, a great scholar, of
warm humanity, a lover of life and youth. The Netter home, behind
their little grocery store, became the oasis for the radical element,
an intellectual centre. Mrs. Netter kept open house: the samovar and
a generous spread of zakusky were never off the table. We young
rebels were appreciative, if not profitable, customers of the Netter
grocery.

I had never known a real home. At the Netters’ I basked in the
sunny atmosphere of the beautiful understanding that existed be-
tween the parents and their children. The gatherings there were in-
tensely interesting, the evenings spent in discussions, enlivened by
the entertaining banter of our kindly host. Among the frequenters
were some very able young men whose names were well known in
the New York ghetto; among others, David Edelstadt, a fine ideal-
istic nature, a spiritual petrel whose songs of revolt were beloved
by every Yiddish-speaking radical. Then there was Bovshover, who
wrote under the name of Basil Dahl, a high-strung and impul-
sive man of exceptional poetic gifts. Young Michael Cohn, M. Katz,
Girzhdansky, Louis, and other young men of ability and promise
used to meet at the Netters’, all helping to make the evenings real
intellectual feasts. Joseph Barondess often participated, and it was
he who sent for me to help in the strike.

I threw myself into the work with all the ardour of my being
and I became absorbed in it to the exclusion of everything else. My
task was to get the girls in the trade to join the strike. For that
purpose meetings, concerts, socials, and dances were organized. At
these affairs it was not difficult to press upon the girls the need of
making common cause with their striking brothers. I had to speak
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often and I became less and less disturbed when on the platform. My
faith in the justice of the strike helped me to dramatize my talks and
to carry conviction. Within a few weeks my work brought scores
of girls into the ranks of the strikers.

I became alive once more. At the dances I was one of the most un-
tiring and gayest. One evening a cousin of Sasha, a young boy, took
me aside. With a grave face, as if he were about to announce the
death of a dear comrade, he whispered to me that it did not behoove
an agitator to dance. Certainly not with such reckless abandon, any-
way. It was undignified for one who was on the way to become a
force in the anarchist movement. My frivolity would only hurt the
Cause.

I grew furious at the impudent interference of the boy. I told him
to mind his own business, I was tired of having the Cause constantly
thrown into my face. I did not believe that a Cause which stood
for a beautiful ideal, for anarchism, for release and freedom from
conventions and prejudice, should demand the denial of life and joy.
I insisted that our Cause could not expect me to became a nun and
that the movement should not be turned into a cloister. If it meant
that, I did not want it. “I want freedom, the right to self-expression,
everybody’s right to beautiful, radiant things” Anarchism meant
that to me, and I would live it in spite of the whole world — prisons,
persecution, everything. Yes, even in spite of the condemnation of
my own closest comrades I would live my beautiful ideal.

I'had worked myself into a passion, my voice ringing out. I found
myself surrounded by many people. There was applause, mingled
with protests that I was wrong, that one must consider the Cause
above everything. All the Russian revolutionists had done that, they
had never been conscious of self. It was nothing but narrow ego-
tism to want to enjoy anything that would take one away from the
movement. In the hubbub Sasha’s voice was the loudest.

I turned in his direction. He was standing near Anna Minkin. I
had noticed their growing interest in each other long before our last
altercation. Sasha had then moved out of our flat, where Anna used
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separated only by a wall. Great peace came over me, contentment
and sleep.

On the second day I was taken downstairs for examination. A
youth in his twenties was my inquisitor. He demanded to know
about our secret Bolshevik mission in Europe, why we had stayed in
Riga so long, with whom we had associated, and what had become
of the important documents he knew we had smuggled into the
country. I assured him he still had much to learn to achieve fame
and fortune as an interrogator of such an experienced criminal as he
had before him. I would not take him into my confidence, I told him,
even if I had any information that he might want. I would divulge,
however, that I was an anarchist not a Bolshevik. As he did not seem
to know the difference, I promised him some anarchist literature,
which I would forward to him after leaving the country. He might
exchange information and tell me why we had been arrested and
on what charge.

He would within a few days, he promised. Strange to say, he kept
his word. The day before Christmas he came to my cell to inform
me that “it was an unfortunate mistake” I started at the familiar
phrase. “Yes, an unfortunate mistake,” he repeated, “and the fault is
with your friends the Bolsheviki, not my Government’s.” I scorned
his insinuation. “The Soviet Government gave us passports and per-
mitted us to depart. What interest could it have to land us all in
your jail?” I demanded. “I cannot reveal State secrets,” he replied,
“but it is true, just the same.” We would find out later that this was
no idle talk. By right we should be immediately released, he added,
but there were some formalities to attend to, and all the superior
officials had already left for their holidays. I assured him it did not
matter. I had spent more than the birthday of Jesus in prison, and
that was, after all, the place where the Nazarene would now find
himself if he happened to visit our Christian world. The man was
duly scandalized, as behooved a prospective State prosecutor.

The guard did my Christmas shopping for me, bringing me fruit,
nuts, cake, coffee, and a can of evaporated milk. Luxuries they were,
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dently realized that it was useless to threaten or coax me, and he
ordered me taken to another room, for later disposition.

The room was filled with officials, sitting about, talking, appar-
ently with nothing to do. I had a book with me, and as in the olden
days in my adopted country — how far away and long ago it seemed
now! — I'was soon lost in reading. I did not even notice that the men
had left and I was alone. Another hour passed and there was still
no sign of my two companions. I grew somewhat uneasy, though I
was not alarmed. I knew that Sasha was seasoned in handling dif-
ficult situations, and Schapiro was also no novice in such matters.
He had had previous experience with the police. During the war,
as editor of the London Yiddish weekly, the Arbeiter Freund, he had
taken over the editorial duties of Rudolf Rocker, who had been in-
terned. Before long he was arrested and had to serve six months
for an article someone else had written. He was a man of discretion
and cool-headed. I felt confident that whatever might happen to my
two friends or to me, we should at least have a chance for a fight. It
would reach the outside world and would thus serve our ideas.

Someone broke in on my reflections. A large policewoman stood
before me. She came to search me, she announced. “Really?” I re-
marked; “the three hours I was waiting here were more than enough
time to destroy any evidence of the conspiracy the police suspect
us of” Her stolidity was not affected by my raillery. She proceeded
to search me to the skin. But when she attempted to go further, I
slapped her face. She dashed out of the room vowing she would
bring men to finish the job. I dressed in order to receive the gentle-
men without shocking their modesty. Only one came, who invited
me to follow him to my cell, which he locked upon me. He was an
obliging chap. Silently he pointed to the adjoining cells, indicating
that my two friends were there. That was a pleasant surprise and
gave me great relief. I was in solitary confinement, yet I had not felt
so free and at peace for the past twenty-one months. I had ceased
to be an automaton. I had regained my will. I was back where I had
been in the past — in the fight. And my comrades were near me,
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to be almost a daily visitor. It was now the first time in weeks that I
had seen either of them. My heart contracted with yearning for my
impetuous, headstrong lover. I longed to call him by the name he
loved best, Dushenka — to stretch out my arms to him — but his face
was set, his eyes full of reproach, and I checked myself. I danced no
more that evening.

Presently I was called into the committee room, where I found
Joseph Barondess and other strike leaders already at work. Next to
Barondess I noticed Professor T. H. Garside, a Scotchman, formerly
lecturer for the Knights of Labor, and now at the head of the strike.
Garside was about thirty-five, tall, pale, and languid-looking. His
manner was gentle and ingratiating, and he resembled somewhat
the pictures of Christ. He was always trying to pacify conflicting
elements, to smooth things over.

Garside informed us that the strike would be lost if we did not
consent to a compromise. I disagreed with him and objected to his
proposal. Several members of the committee upheld me, but Gar-
side’s influence prevailed. The strike was settled according to his
suggestions.

The strenuous weeks of the strike now gave way to less arduous
activities: lectures, evenings at the Netters’ or at our flat, and ef-
forts to secure employment again. Fedya had begun to work with
crayons, enlarging photographs; he declared that he could not keep
on wasting our money, Helen’s and mine, on paints. He felt he
would never become a great painter, anyway. I suspected it was
something else: no doubt his desire to earn money so that he could
relieve me of hard work.

I had not been feeling very well, especially during periods, on
which occasions I always had to take to bed, in excruciating pain for
days. It had been so since my great shock when Mother slapped my
face. It grew worse when I caught a cold on our way from Konigs-
berg to St. Petersburg. We had to be smuggled across the border,
Mother, my two brothers, and I. It was in the latter part of 1881 and
the winter was particularly severe. The smugglers had told Mother
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that we would have to wade through deep snow, even across a half-
frozen brook. Mother worried about me because I was taken sick
a few days earlier than my time, owing to the excitement of our
departure from Konigsberg. At five in the morning, shivering with
cold and fear, we started out. Soon we reached the brook that sep-
arated the German and Russian frontiers. The very anticipation of
the icy water was paralysing, but there was no escape; we had to
plunge in or be overtaken and perhaps shot by soldiers patrolling
the border. A few roubles finally induced them to turn their backs,
but they had cautioned us to be quick.

We plunged in, Mother loaded with bundles and I carrying my
little brother. The sudden chill froze my blood; then I felt a stinging
sensation in my spine, abdomen, and legs, as if I were being pierced
with hot irons. I wanted to scream, but terror of the soldiers checked
me. Soon we were over, and the stinging ceased; but my teeth kept
chattering and I was in a hot sweat. We ran as fast as we could to
the inn on the Russian side. I was given hot tea with maliny, packed
in hot bricks, and covered with a large feather bed. I felt feverish
all the way to St. Petersburg, and the pain in my spine and legs was
racking. I was laid up for weeks, and my spine remained weak for
years afterwards.

In America I had consulted Solotaroff about my trouble, and he
took me to a specialist, who urged an operation. He seemed sur-
prised that I could have stood my condition so long and that I had
been at all able to have physical contact. My friends informed me
that the physician had said I would never be free from pain, or ex-
perience full sexual release, unless I submitted to the operation.

Solotaroff asked me whether I had ever wanted a baby. “Because
if you have the operation,” he explained, “you will be able to have
a child. So far your condition has made that impossible.”

A child! T had loved children madly, ever since I could remember.
As a little girl I used to look with envious eyes on the strange little
babies our neighbour’s daughter played with, dressing them up and
putting them to sleep. I was told they were not real babies, they

76

there, nor could we return to Riga again. He would arrange a sub
rosa route. He knew some freighters whose crews were syndical-
ists, and he would manage the matter. But could Emma stand be-
ing stowed away? I bristled at the implication that I could stand
less than the boys. “But your cough — it will give you all away!”
he retorted. I protested vigorously. To escape my feminine indigna-
tion our friend left to establish the necessary connexions. But his
scheme proved a bubble — luckily for us all. For on the following
day, the last we could remain in Latvia, came Swedish visas that our
syndicalist comrades in Stockholm had obtained. Mr. Branting, the
Socialist Prime Minister, had proved more decent than his German
comrades.

Accompanied by Tsvetkov and Mrs. C., Secretary Shakol’s sister,
who had befriended us and supplied us with a large lunch-basket for
the journey, we went to the railroad station to board the train which
was to take us to Reval. As it pulled out, we heaved a deep sigh of
relief. For a while, at least, our visa troubles were over! But the train
was barely out of the sight of our friends when we discovered that
we had an escort with us. It proved to be three Latvian secret ser-
vice men. They demanded our passports, which they immediately
confiscated, declaring that we were all under arrest. In vain were
our protests against the sudden interruption of our journey, when
they could have arrested us during our stay in Riga. The train was
stopped and we were taken off, bag and baggage, bundled into an al-
ready waiting automobile, and driven by a roundabout route to the
city. The car came to a halt before a large brick building, and great
was our astonishment when, some feet distant, we recognized the
house where we had occupied rooms in the apartment of Tsvetkov.
It was the Political Police Department and we could not help laugh-
ing at the manoeuvres of the authorities to “catch” us when all the
time we had been so close at hand.

One by one we were taken into an inner office and examined
about our “Bolshevism.” I informed the official that, though I was
not a Bolshevik, I refused to discuss the subject with him. He evi-
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given our people to make known to the world the colossal fraud
wrapped in the Red mantle of “October.”

News from Germany was reassuring. Our comrades were work-
ing to secure our admission and they were confident of success. But
they needed a little more time and therefore we must get our Lat-
vian visa extended for a few days. The few days dragged into three
weeks. Owing to our persistency, the visas were renewed, but only
in driblets. We would have to get out of their country, the local
authorities informed us, go anywhere or back to Russia, where we
belonged “as Bolsheviks.” The officials were almost without excep-
tion mere youths. Their new statehood had evidently gone to their
heads like suddenly acquired riches. They were “climbers,” coarse
and arrogant, overbearing to the point of disgust.

A ray of hope broke at last through our dark sky. “All is settled,”
our Berlin comrades notified us. The German Consul in Riga had
been given instructions to issue the necessary visa. We hastened to
the Consulate. It was all right about our visa, we were told there, but
our application must first be sent on to Berlin. Within three days
we would receive them.

In high spirits our boys again went to the Consulate, confident of
securing the visas this time. When they returned, I knew the result
without a word being spoken. Our application was refused.

Again it was necessary to procure a prolongation of our stay in
Latvia. The sullen youngsters in office demurred, but finally permit-
ted us another forty-eight hours. At the expiration of that time we
must leave, they insisted, whether we procured any visa by then or
not. “You’ll go back to your own country,” they declared perempto-
rily. Our country? Where was it? The war had destroyed the ancient
right of asylum, and Bolshevism had turned Russia into a prison. We
could not return even there. Nor would we if we could. We’ll go to
Lithuania, we thought, and we should have really gone there if we
had not missed the train on our arrival in Riga.

Our friend Tsvetkov would not hear of it. Lithuania was a trap,
he declared. It would be impossible for us to get to Germany from
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were only dolls, although to me they were living things because
they were so beautiful. I longed for dolls, but I never had any.

When my brother Herman was born, I was only four years old.
He replaced the need of dolls in my life. The arrival of little Leibale
two years later filled me with ecstatic joy. I was always near him,
rocking and singing him to sleep. Once when he was about a year
old, Mother put him in my bed. After she left, the child began to
cry. He must be hungry, I thought. I remembered how Mother gave
him the breast. I, too, would give him my breast. I picked him up
in my arms and pressed his little mouth close to me, rocking and
cooing and urging him to drink. Instead he began to choke, turned
blue in the face, and gasped for breath. Mother came running in
and demanded to know what I had done to Baby. I explained. She
broke out into laughter, then slapped and scolded me. I wept, not
from pain, but because my breast had no milk for Leibale.

My compassion for our servant Amalia had surely been due to
the circumstance that she was going to have ein Kindchen. I loved
babies passionately, and now — now I might have a child of my
own and experience for the first time the mystery and wonder of
motherhood! I closed my eyes in blissful day-dreaming.

A cruel hand clutched at my heart. My ghastly childhood stood
before me, my hunger for affection, which Mother was unable to sat-
isfy. Father’s harshness towards the children, his violent outbreaks,
his beating my sisters and me. Two frightful experiences were par-
ticularly fresh in my mind: Once Father lashed me with a strap so
that my little brother Herman, awakened by my cries, came running
up and bit Father on the calf. The lashing stopped. Helena took me
to her room, bathed my bruised back, brought me milk, held me to
her heart, her tears mingling with mine, while Father outside was
raging: “T'1l kill her! I will kill that brat! I will teach her to obey!”

Another time, in Konigsberg, my people, having lost everything
in Popelan, were too poor to afford decent schooling for Herman
and myself. The city’s rabbi, a distant relative, had promised to
arrange the matter, but he insisted on monthly reports of our be-
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haviour and progress at school. I hated it as a humiliation that out-
raged me, but I had to carry the report. One day I was given a low
mark for bad behaviour. I went home in trembling fear. I could not
face Father — I showed my paper to Mother. She began to cry, said
that I would be their ruin, that I was an ungrateful and willful child,
and that she would have to let Father see the paper. But she would
plead with him for me, although I did not deserve it. I walked away
from her with a heavy heart. At our bay window I looked out over
the fields in the distance. Children were playing there; they seemed
to belong to another world — there never had been much play in
my life. A strange thought came to me: how wonderful it would
be if I were stricken with some consuming disease! It would surely
soften Father’s heart. I had never known him soft save on Sukkess,
the autumnal holiday of rejoicing. Father did not drink, except a
little on certain Jewish fétes, on this day especially. Then he would
grow jolly, gather the children about him, promise us new dresses
and toys. It was the one bright spot in our lives and we always ea-
gerly looked forward to it. It happened only once a year. As long as
I could think back, I remembered his saying that he had not wanted
me. He had wanted a boy, the pig woman had cheated him. Per-
haps if I should become very ill, near death, he would become kind
and never beat me again or let me stand in the corner for hours,
or make me walk back and forth with a glass of water in my hand.
“If you spill a drop, you will get whipped!” he would threaten. The
whip and the little stool were always at hand. They symbolized my
shame and my tragedy. After many attempts and considerable pun-
ishment I had learned to carry the glass without spilling the water.
The process used to unnerve me and make me ill for hours after.

My father was handsome, dashing, and full of vitality. Iloved him
even while I was afraid of him. I wanted him to love me, but I never
knew how to reach his heart. His hardness served only to make me
more contrary. Why was he so hard, I was wondering, as I looked
out of the bay window, lost in recollections.
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Chapter 53

Riga! Jostling crowds at the station, strange speech, laughter, and
glaring lights. It was bewildering and it aggravated my feverish con-
dition from the bad cold I had contracted on the way. We planned to
go to our comrade Tsvetkov, who was employed in the Soviet trans-
port department. He and his lovely wife Maryussa had been our
close friends in the early Petrograd days. Little Maryussa, delicate
as a lily, together with Tsvetkov and others, had guarded Petrograd
against General Yudenich. Rifle over shoulder, brave Maryussa had
been prepared to lay down her life for the Revolution. Later they
had endured untold privation and hardships, which undermined
Maryussa’s health, and finally she succumbed to typhus. Both she
and Tsvetkov were of sterling quality. He remained unchanged in
his ideas, notwithstanding that he was compelled to earn his living
in the employ of the Bolshevik regime. I knew he would bid us a
hearty welcome. Still, I shrank from renewed contact with what I
had left behind. Nor was I in a condition to meet people and argue
the questions I had definitely settled for myself. I needed a rest and
I wanted to forget — to shut out the nightmare behind me and not
to have to think of the void before me. We considered it inadvis-
able to go to a hotel: we would arouse too much attention and we
were particularly anxious to avoid newspaper men. At Tsvetkov’s
we could live quietly.

Our first thought was to prepare a manifesto setting forth the
appalling conditions of the politicals in the Communist State and
urging the anarchist press in Europe and America to help save
them from a slow death. It was our desperate cry after twenty-
one months of forced silence, the initial step of fulfilling the pledge
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I clutch the bar at the frozen window-pane and grit my teeth to Suddenly I felt a terrific pain in my head, as if I had been struck
suppress my sobs. with an iron bar. It was Father’s fist that had smashed the round
comb I wore to hold my unruly hair. He pounded me and pulled
me about, raging: “You are my disgrace! You will always be so! You
can’t be my child; you don’t look like me or like your mother; you

don’t act like us!”

Sister Helena wrestled with him for my life. She tried to tear me
away from his grip, and the blows intended for me fell upon her. At
last Father became tired, grew dizzy, and fell headlong to the floor.
Helena shouted to Mother that Father had fainted. She hurried me
along to her room and locked the door.

All my love and longing for my father were turned to hatred.
After that I avoided him and never talked to him, unless in answer.
I did what I was told mechanically; the gulf between us widened
with the years. My home had become a prison. Every time I tried
to escape, I was caught and put back in the chains forged for me
by Father. From St. Petersburg to America, from Rochester to my
marriage, there were repeated attempts to escape. The last and final
one was before I left Rochester for New York.

Mother had not been feeling well and I went over to put her house
in order. I was on the floor scrubbing while Father was nagging
me for having married Kershner, for having left him, and again for
returning to him. “You are a loose character,” he kept on saying;
“you have always disgraced yourself in the family.” He talked, while
I continued scrubbing

Then something snapped within me; my lone and woeful child-
hood, my tormented adolescence, my joyless youth — I flung them
all into Father’s face. He stood aghast as I denounced him, empha-
sizing every charge by beating my scrubbing-brush on the floor.
Every cruel incident of my life stood out in my arraignment. Our
large barn of a home, Father’s angry voice resounding through it,
his ill-treatment of the servants, his iron grip on my mother — ev-
erything that had haunted my days and terrorized my nights I now
recalled in my bitterness. I told him that if I had not become the har-
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lot he repeatedly called me, it was not his fault. I had been on the
verge even of going on the street more than once. It was Helena’s
love and devotion that had saved me.

My words rushed on like a torrent, the brush pounding the floor
with all the hatred and scorn I felt for my father. The terrible scene
ended with my hysterical screams. My brothers carried me up and
put me to bed. The next morning I left the house. I did not see Father
again before I went to New York.

I had learned since then that my tragic childhood had been no
exception, that there were thousands of children born unwanted,
marred and maimed by poverty and still more by ignorant misun-
derstanding. No child of mine should ever be added to those unfor-
tunate victims.

There was also another reason: my growing absorption in my
new found ideal. I had determined to serve it completely. To fulfil
that mission I must remain unhampered and untied. Years of pain
and of suppressed longing for a child — what were they compared
with the price many martyrs had already paid? I, too, would pay
the price, I would endure the suffering, I would find an outlet for
my mother-need in the love of all children. The operation did not
take place.

Several weeks’ rest and the loving care of my friends — of Sasha,
who had returned to the house, the Minkin sisters, Most, who called
often and sent flowers, and, above all, the artist boy — gave me
back to health. I rose from my sick-bed renewed in faith in my own
strength. Like Sasha I now felt that I, too, could overcome every
difficulty and face every test for my ideal. Had I not overcome the
strongest and most primitive craving of a woman — the desire for
a child?

During those weeks Fedya and I became lovers. It had grown
clear to me that my feelings for Fedya had no bearing on my love
for Sasha. Each called out different emotions in my being, took me
into different worlds. They created no conflict, they only brought
fulfilment.
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ried heavy loads of provisions to the Taganka prison in contin-
uous stress and anguish about the fate of her beloved Maximov,
could still crave beauty and social fellowship. Yarchook, a daunt-
less fighter, with trials and tribulations to break the strongest, had
also withstood all the Taganka horrors. The rest of the men await-
ing deportation were of the same fibre and grit. Amazing were they,
and those other wonderful friends and comrades we had met in the
Ukraine and all through Russia, men of courage, ability, and heroic
endurance for the sake of their ideals. I owed much to them, and in
my heart I felt grateful for having known them. Their staunch com-
radeship, understanding, and faith had helped to sustain me spir-
itually and had kept me from being swept away by the avalanche
that had passed over all of us. Their lives had become one with mine;
the approaching parting would, I knew, be a wrench and bitter hard.
My special favourites were Alexey Borovoy and Mark Mrachny, the
first because of his brilliant mind and gracious personality, the other
for his sparkling vitality, ready wit, and understanding of human
frailty. It was hardest for me to leave them behind; and of course
also our dear Manya and Vassily. To ease the pangs of parting, our
dear friends kept assuring us that by leaving our tragic Russia we
should be aiding them, for we could do much more for the country
abroad than in Russia, work for a better understanding of the chasm
between the Revolution and the régime and for the political victims
in Soviet prisons and concentration camps. They were certain our
voices would be heard in western Europe and America to good ad-
vantage, and they were glad we were leaving. They pretended a gay
mood to cheer us at our farewell party.

Belo-Ostrov, January 19, 1920. O radiant dream, O burning faith!
O Matushka Rossiya, reborn in the travail of the Revolution, purged
by it from hate and strife, liberated for true humanity and embrac-
ing all. I will dedicate myself to you, O Russia!

In the train, December 1, 1921! My dreams crushed, my faith bro-
ken, my heart like a stone. Matushka Rossiya bleeding from a thou-
sand wounds, her soil strewn with the dead.
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looked at my suit-case — well, the rope was there, but no suit-case.
Couldn’t find it anywhere in the car. Clever of them, wasn’t it?”

“Clever of you, too — the third time, isn’t it?” “You’re a hard loser,
old girl,” he teased, “you ought to be glad it wasn’t sixteen hundred
dollars again” What could one do with such an irrepressible one? I
had to laugh with him.

Triumphantly I held out the passports. He scrutinized them from
every side. “Well,” he drawled, “I was sure they’d refuse. A fellow
may be wrong, sometimes.”

But I could see he felt relieved that it would not have to be the
Minsk route. His trip must have been ghastly. It took him a week to
recuperate from it.

The Lithuanian visa was granted for two weeks. A transit
through Latvia was obtained without much trouble. We could leave
any day. The certainty made us feel doubly the plight of the com-
rades and friends whom we were leaving behind — in want, dis-
tress, fettered and utterly helpless in the Soviet void. The Taganka
men awaiting deportation were still kept in uncertainty. Exhausted
by their daily chase after the authorities to secure some definite
statement or action, they were spending most of their time in the
corridor of our apartment trying to reach the Cheka by telephone.
There was no lack of promises but not a single one of them had
been kept during the four months that had passed since the agree-
ment to deport the men. Every gamut of human suffering had been
experienced by them, every physical and spiritual torture for opin-
ion’s sake. Yet they were undaunted. Nothing could affect their ideal
or weaken their faith in its final triumph. Mark Mrachny, recently
robbed by death of his young wife, with a poor little sickly infant
on his hands, remained brave and unbent. Volin, with his four small
children doomed to starvation before his very eyes, and with his
wife ailing in their cold and barren quarters, still continued to write
poetry. Maximov, his health broken by several previous hunger-
strikes, had lost nothing of his studious interests. Olya Maximova,
delicate and sensitive, who had for seven months twice weekly car-
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I told Sasha about my love for Fedya. His response was bigger and
more beautiful than I bad expected. “I believe in your freedom to
love,” he said. He was aware of his possessive tendencies and hated
them like everything else he had got from his bourgeois background.
Perhaps if Fedya were not his friend, he might be jealous; he knew
he had a large streak of jealousy in his make-up. But not only was
Fedya his friend, he was his comrade in battle; and I was more to
him than merely a woman. His love for me was intense, but the
revolutionist and the fighter meant more to him.

When our artist friend came home that day, the boys embraced.
Late into the night we talked of our plans for further activities.
When we separated, we had made a pact — to dedicate ourselves
to the Cause in some supreme deed, to die together if necessary, or
to continue to live and work for the ideal for which one of us might
have to give his life.

The days and weeks that followed were illumined by the glorious
new light in us. We became more patient with each other, more
understanding.
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Chapter 6

Most had told me that he was planning a short lecture tour
through the New England States. Now he informed me that he was
about to leave, and he invited me to accompany him. He said that I
looked worn and thin and that a change of scene would do me good.
I promised to consider his invitation.

The boys urged me to go; Fedya stressed the need of getting away
from household duties, while Sasha said it would help me to get ac-
quainted with the comrades and open up a way for further activi-
ties.

Two weeks later I went with Most by the Fall River Line to Boston.
I had never before seen such a spacious, luxurious boat, such cosy
state-rooms; mine, not far from Most’s, looked bright with a bunch
of lilacs he had sent. We stood on the deck as the boat steamed out,
and presently a beautiful green island came into view, with large
stately trees shading grey stone buildings. The sight was pleasing
after the endless tenement-houses. I turned to Most. His face was
ashy, his fist clenched. “What is it?” I cried in alarm. “That is Black-
well’s Island Penitentiary, the Spanish Inquisition transferred to the
United States,” he replied; “soon it will again hold me within its
walls”

Soothingly I placed my hand on his convulsed fingers. Gradu-
ally they relaxed, and his hand stretched out in mine. We stood for
a long time, each absorbed in his thoughts. The night was warm,
pungent with the May air. Most’s arm was around me as he related
his experiences on Blackwell’s Island, and of his early life and de-
velopment.
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dire want, butI did not have the patience to walk. I wanted to see the
passports with my own eyes before I would believe that they had
actually been granted. It proved true, however, really true. Sasha
and I would not have to hide and cheat to leave the country. We
should be able to go as we had come — in the open, even if desolate
and denuded of dreams.

Our comrade A. Schapiro had applied independently and I was
happy to learn that his passport was also ready and awaiting his
call.

I telegraphed Sasha: “This time I win, old scout. Come back
quickly” It was probably cattish, but revenge was sweet. In my joy-
ous exuberance I had not stopped to consider the anomaly of the
Foreign Office demanding valuta when the possession of such cur-
rency was strictly prohibited. Well, I mused, laws were made to be
broken, and none so skilful as the lawmakers themselves.

Passports on hand, I was now beset by other misgivings. Visas
how were they to be obtained? Our Berlin comrades notified us that
they were trying their utmost to secure our admission to Germany.
If we could somehow reach Latvia or Esthonia, it would be easier
to get visas, they wrote.

Sasha burst into the house unannounced. He looked a fright, un-
shaven and apparently unwashed for days, tired and exhausted, and
without the suit-case he had taken with him. “What’s this?” he de-
manded; “just a hoax to get me back here?” He had made all prepa-
rations, he said, to cross the border and had come to fetch me. The
papers would be awaiting us in Minsk and he had given fifty dollars’
deposit on them. “Is the money to be lost?” he demanded. “And the
suit-case,” I returned, “is that to be lost too?” He grinned. “That’s al-
ready lost,” he replied; “you know, they are clever, these Russians. I
was told the safest way on trains is to tie your bags to your legs. I did
so, and the rope was strong. But the car was pitchdark — no lights
whatever — and so crowded I had to stand all the way. The train
stopped at innumerable stations and I must have dozed off. When I
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demanded. “No, only reminding you of facts. I have been strength-
ened in my anarchist attitude that all governments are fundamen-
tally alike, whatever their protestations. However, what about our
passports?”

He would let us know, he replied. At any rate, the Soviet Govern-
ment would not undertake to supply us with visas. That was our
own look-out, and, saying so, Litvinov closed the interview.

Sasha had left for Minsk, and ten days passed before I received
a sign from him. Then a short note arrived in a roundabout way,
informing me that the trip had been hideous, but that he had finally
reached his destination and was busy “collecting historical material
for the Museum of the Revolution” He had given this as a reason
for his journey when he had purchased his ticket.

I was somewhat distracted from my anxiety and worry by the
glad news that Maria Spiridonovna had been released. She was al-
most at death’s door from another hunger-strike. Fearing she was
about to die in prison, the Cheka had permitted her friends to take
her out for a rest and recuperation. Should she get well and show
the least sign of renewed activity, the authorities had warned, she
would be immediately arrested and imprisoned again. Her friends
had indeed to take Maria away bodily, as she was too weak and ill
to walk. Her companion lzmailovich was permitted to accompany
her, and both women were installed by their friends in Malakhovka,
near Moscow. The Government stationed Chekists about the place
to guard against any attempt to spirit Maria away.

There was to be no end to Maria’s martyrdom, but I felt that she
would at least be with her own friends and comrades, and those
who loved her would be privileged to look after her needs. It was a
comforting thought.

On the twelfth day, when I had about given up hope of hearing
from the Foreign Office again, Angelica telephoned to me that pass-
ports had been issued to us. I should call for them at the Foreign
Office, she said, and take with me dollars or English pounds to pay
for them. Cabs were a luxury when so many of our people were in
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He was, it seems, the offspring of a clandestine affair. His father
had at first led an adventurous life, later becoming a copyist in a
lawyer’s office. His mother had been a governess in a wealthy fam-
ily. He was born without legal, moral, or religious sanction; subse-
quently the union was legalized.

It was his mother who had the most potent influence on him as
a child. She taught him his first lessons and, most important of all,
kept his young mind free from prevalent religious dogmas. His first
seven years were care-free and happy. Then his great tragedy hap-
pened — the poisoning of his cheek and the consequent disfigure-
ment of his face as the result of an operation. Perhaps if his beloved
mother had remained alive, her affection would have helped him
over the taunts his distorted appearance brought upon him, but she
had died when he was only nine. Some time later his father mar-
ried again. His stepmother turned the erstwhile joyous home into
a purgatory for the child. His life became unbearable. At fifteen
he was taken out of school and apprenticed to a bookbinder. That
only changed one hell for another. His deformity pursued him like
a curse and caused him untold misery.

He loved the theatre madly, and every pfennig he could save he
used to invest in tickets. He became obsessed by a yearning to go on
the stage. Schiller’s plays, especially Wilhelm Tell, Die Riuber, and
Fiesco, were his inspirations and he longed to play in them. Once he
had applied to a manager of a theatre, but he was curtly told that his
face was more fit for a clown than for an actor. The disappointment
was crushing and made him still more sensitive about his affliction.
It became the horror of his existence. It made him pathologically
self-conscious, particularly in the presence of women. He wanted
them passionately, but the harrowing thought of his deformity al-
ways drove him from them. For many years, until he was able to
grow a beard, he could not overcome his morbid shyness. It came
near driving him to end his life, when he was saved by his spiritual
awakening. The new social ideas he had become acquainted with
inspired him with a great purpose and made him hold on to life.
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Blackwell’s Island revived his old horror of his appearance. They
had there shaved his beard, and the sight of the hideous image look-
ing back at him from a piece of mirror he had smuggled into his cell
was more terrifying than the prison. He was sure that a great deal
of his fierce hatred of our social system, of the cruelty and injustice
of life, was due to his own maimed condition, to the indignities and
maltreatment it had caused him.

He spoke with intense feeling. He had been married twice, he
continued; both marriages were failures. Since then, he went on, he
had given up hope for a great love — until he met me, when the old
yearning came upon him again. But with it returned the monster
of tormenting shyness. For months a great conflict had been rag-
ing within him. Fear that he was repellent to me haunted him. He
became obsessed by one thought — to win me, to bind me to him-
self, to make himself indispensable to me. When he realized that I
had talent and the making of a forceful speaker, he clutched at it
as a means of reaching my heart. In the cab on the way to Forty-
second Street his love had overcome his fears. He hoped that I also
loved him, in spite of his affliction. But when I returned from my
trip, he saw the change at once: I had awakened to independent
thinking, I had slipped out of his reach. It made him frantic, roused
bitter recollections, and drove him to attack the one he loved and
wanted so much. Now, he concluded, he asked for nothing more
than friendship.

I was stirred to my depths by the simple, frank confession of a
tormented being. It was too overwhelming for speech. In silence I
took Most’s hand. Years of suppressed intensity crushed my body,
cried out ecstatically, dissolving in me. His kisses mingled with my
tears covering the poor mutilated face. It was beautiful now.

During the two weeks of our tour I saw Most alone only occasion-
ally: for an hour or two during the day or while journeying from one
city to another. The rest of the time he was busy with comrades. I
marvelled how he could talk and drink until the last moment before
going on the platform and then speak with such fire and abandon.

84

I wrote: “As an anarchist I have never pledged loyalty to any gov-
ernment, much less can I do it to the R.S.F.S.R., which claims to be
Socialist and revolutionary. I consider it an insult to my past to ask
anyone to stand the consequences of anything I may say or do. I
therefore refuse to have anyone vouch for me”

Angelica was considerably perturbed by my declaration. She
feared it might spoil our chances of securing permission to leave
the country. “Either we go out without any strings attached to us,
or we will find another way, I declared. We would leave no hostages
behind. Angelica understood.

I went to the Foreign Office to find out whether a request from
our German comrades that we be permitted to attend the Anarchist
Congress had been received. I was called before Litvinov, who was
acting in behalf of Commissar Chicherin. I had never met him be-
fore. He looked like a commis voyageur, short and fat and disgust-
ingly content with himself. Reclining in an easy chair in his luxuri-
ous office he began to ply me with questions as to why we wanted
to leave Russia, what our intentions were abroad, and where we
meant to live. Had the Foreign Office not received any communica-
tion from the Berlin anarchists, I inquired. It had, he admitted, and
he knew we had been invited to attend the Anarchist Congress in
Berlin. That was explanation enough, I told him; I could add nothing
further. “But if you are refused?” he demanded suddenly. If his Gov-
ernment wanted it known abroad that we were being kept prison-
ers in Russia, it could certainly do so, for it had the power, I replied.
Litvinov peered at me steadily out of little eyes bulging from his
pufty face. He made no comment, but asked whether our Berlin
comrades had made sure that the German Government would admit
us. Certainly the latter would not be anxious to increase the num-
ber of anarchists in its territory. It was a capitalist country and we
could not expect the reception there that Soviet Russia had given us.
“Yet, strange to say, I replied, “the anarchists continue their work
in most European countries, which cannot be said to be the case in
Russia.” “Are you singing the praises of the bourgeois countries?” he
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Our preparations had to be made in the strictest privacy, at night,
when the rest of the tenants in the apartment were asleep. Manya
Semenoff, her lovable Vassily, and a few other trusted ones knew
of our plan. It was tragic indeed, this scheming to steal out of the
country that had held our highest longings and hopes.

In the midst of the packing the long-expected letter from Ger-
many arrived. It contained an invitation for Sasha, Schapiro, and me
to attend the Anarchist Congress that was to take place in Berlin at
Christmas. It sent me spinning round the room, weeping and laugh-
ing at the same time. “We shan’t have to hide and cheat and resort
to false papers, Sasha,” I cried in glee; “we shan’t have to sneak out
like thieves in the night!” But Sasha did not seem elated over it.
“Ridiculous,” he retorted, “you don’t mean that our Berlin comrades
can exert any influence over Chicherin, the Communist Party, or
the Cheka! Moreover, I have no intention of applying to them for
anything. I've already told you that” I knew from experience that
it was useless to argue with my stubborn pal when he was angry.
I would wait for a more propitious time. The new hope held out
by the letter had reawakened my objections to leaving secretly the
land that had known the glory and the defeat of the great “October.”

I sought out Angelica. She had told me that she would help us se-
cure the consent of the Soviet authorities to leave the country. She
herself was planning to go abroad to regain her health in some quiet
spot. She, too, had reached the spiritual breaking-point, though she
would not admit it even to herself. Dear Angelica immediately of-
fered to get the necessary application blanks, and she would go to
Chicherin and even to Lenin, if need be, to vouch for Sasha and me.
“No, dear Angelica,” I protested, “you shall do nothing of the kind””
I knew what it meant to leave such security. We would not have
anyone endangered for us, nor did we care to have the benediction
of Lenin. I informed Angelica that all I wanted of her was to help
quicken action if passports were to be granted at all.

In the space in the application reserved for the promise of loyalty
and the signature of two party members vouching for the applicant
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He seemed oblivious of the audience, yet I was sure that he was
aware of everything that went on around him. Most could, in the
midst of an oratorical pitch, take out his watch to see if he had not
spoken too long. Was his speech studied, I wondered; not at all spon-
taneous? It troubled me considerably. I hated to think that he did
not intensely feel what he said, that his eloquence and his expres-
sive gestures were conscious theatricality rather than inspiration.
I was impatient with myself for such thoughts and I could not tell
Most about them. Besides, the little time we could spend together
was too precious: I was eager to hear about the social struggle in the
various countries in which he had played an important part. Ger-
many, Austria, Switzerland, and, later, England had all been Most’s
arena. His enemies had not been slow to understand the danger of
the young, fiery rebel. They strove to crush him. Repeated arrests,
years of imprisonment and exile, followed; even the customary im-
munity accorded to members of the German parliament was denied
him.

Most had been elected to the Reichstag by a large Socialist vote,
but unlike his colleagues he soon discovered what was going on be-
hind the scenes of the “House of Marionettes,” as he had nicknamed
that legislative assembly. He realized that the masses had nothing
to gain from that source. He lost faith in the political machinery.
By August Reinsdorf, a very remarkable young German who was
later executed for conspiracy against the life of the Kaiser, Most
was introduced to anarchist ideas. Subsequently, in England, he def-
initely broke with his Social Democratic adherents and became the
spokesman of anarchism.

Our two weeks together, or what we had of them alone, gave
me more information about the political and economic struggle in
European countries than years of reading could have done. Most
had revolutionary history at his fingers’ tips: the rise of socialism
as sponsored by Lassalle, Marx, and Engels; the formation of the
Social Democratic Party, originally imbued with revolutionary fire,
but gradually absorbing political ambitions; the difference between
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the various social schools; the bitter struggle between social democ-
racy and anarchism, as personified by Marx and Engels on one side
and Michael Bakunin and the Latin sections on the other — a feud
that finally broke the First International.

Most spoke interestingly of his past and he also wanted to know
about my childhood and youthful life. All that had preceded my
coming to New York seemed to me insignificant, but Most disagreed
with me about it. He insisted that early environment and conditions
are powerful factors in moulding one’s life. He wondered whether
my awakening to social problems was due entirely to the shock the
Chicago tragedy had given me, or whether it was the flowering of
what had its roots in myself, in the past and in the conditions of my
childhood.

Irelated to him incidents of my recollections — some experiences
of my schooldays, which seemed particularly to interest him.

When I was eight years of age, Father sent me to Konigsberg to
live with my grandmother and go to school there. Grandmother was
the owner of a hairdressing parlour managed by her three daugh-
ters, while she herself continued to ply the trade of smuggler. Father
took me as far as Kovno, where we were met by Grandmother. On
the way he sternly impressed upon my mind what a sacrifice it was
going to be for him to pay forty roubles a month for my board and
schooling. I was going to be in a private school, as he would not per-
mit his child in the Volkschule. He was willing to do anything for
me if I would be a good girl, study hard, obey my teachers, grand-
mother, aunts, and uncles. He would never take me back if there
should be any complaint against me and he would come to Konigs-
berg to thrash me. My heart was heavy with fear of my father. I
was even too miserable to care for Grandmother’s loving reception.
I had only one desire, to get away from Father.

Grandmother’s quarters in Konigsberg were cramped, consisting
of only three rooms and a kitchen. The best room had been assigned
to my aunt and uncle, while I had to sleep with my youngest aunt. I
had always hated sharing my bed with anyone else. In fact, that was
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and very thoughtful work on Associational Anarchism. They knew
he was respected by numerous Communists and they did not dare
publish that they had murdered the man. It was only Turchaninov
who had been executed.

And our dear, splendid Fanya, radiant with life and love,
unswerving in her consecration to her ideals, touchingly feminine,
yet resolute as a lioness in defence of her young, of indomitable will,
she had fought to the last breath. She would not go submissively to
her doom. She resisted and had to be carried bodily to the place of
execution by the knights of the Communist State. Rebel to the last,
Fanya had pitted her enfeebled strength against the monster for a
moment and then was dragged into eternity as the hideous silence
in the Cheka cellar was rent once more by her shrieks above the
sudden pistol-shots.

I had reached the end. I could bear it no longer. In the dark I
groped my way to Sasha to beg him to leave Russia, by whatever
means. ‘I am ready, my dear, to go with you, in any way,” I whis-
pered, “only far away from the woe, the blood, the tears, the stalking
death”

Sasha was planning to go to the Polish frontier, to arrange for our
leaving by that route. I was afraid to let him go alone in his present
condition, his nerves shattered by the fearful shock of recent events.
On the other hand, it would arouse suspicion if both of us should
disappear from our quarters at the same time. Sasha realized the
danger and consented to wait another week or two. The idea was
for him to proceed to Minsk; I was to follow when he should have
made the necessary arrangements. As we should have to travel like
the rest of the damned portion of the population, Sasha insisted that
I take no baggage. He would carry with him what we absolutely
needed; the rest of our things were to be distributed among our
friends. We had come to starved and naked Russia overflowing with
the need of giving of ourselves as well as of the trunkfuls of gifts
we had brought with us. Our hearts were empty now and so must
be our hands.
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to associate with their comrades, and denied the right to work, al-
though informed that their deportation would be delayed. At the
same time the Cheka announced that none of the other impris-
oned anarchists would be liberated. Trotsky had written a letter
to the French delegates to that effect, notwithstanding the original
promise of the Central Committee to the contrary.

Our Taganka comrades found themselves “free,” weak and ill as
a result of their long hunger-strike. They were in tatters, without
money or means of existence. We did what we could to alleviate
their need and to cheer them, although we ourselves felt anything
but cheerful. Meanwhile Sasha had somehow succeeded in commu-
nicating with Fanya in the inner Cheka prison. She informed him
that she had been transferred the previous evening to another wing.
The note did not indicate whether she realized the significance of
it. She asked that a few toilet things be sent her. But neither she
nor Lev Tchorny needed them any more. They were beyond human
kindness, beyond man’s savagery. Fanya was shot in the cellar of
the Cheka prison, together with eight other victims, on the follow-
ing day, September 30, 1921. The life of the Communist brother of
Aaron Baron was spared. Lev Tchorny had cheated the executioner.
His old mother, calling daily at the prison, was receiving the as-
surance that her son would not be executed and that within a few
days she would see him at liberty. Tchorny indeed was not executed.
His mother kept bringing parcels of food for her beloved boy, but
Tchorny had for days been under the ground, having died as the
result of the tortures inflicted on him to force a confession of guilt.

There was no Lev Tchorny on the list of the executed published
in the official Izvestia the next day. There was “Turchaninov” —
Tchorny’s family name, which he almost never used and which was
quite unknown to most of his friends. The Bolsheviki were aware
that Tchorny was a household word in thousands of labour and rev-
olutionary homes. They knew he was held in the greatest esteem as
a beautiful soul of deep human kindliness and sympathy, a man
known for poetic and literary gifts and as the author of the original
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a constant bone of contention between my sister Helena and myself.
Every night we would repeat the same argument: who should sleep
next to the wall and who on the outside? I insisted always on the
outside; it gave me the feeling of greater freedom. Now, too, the
prospect of having to sleep with my aunt was oppressing me. But
there was no other place.

From the very first I took a violent dislike to my uncle. I missed
our large yard, the fields, and the hills. I felt stifled and alone in the
world. Before long I was sent to school. I made friends there with
the other children and began to feel a little less lonely. All went well
for a month; then Grandmother had to go away indefinitely. Almost
immediately my purgatory began. Uncle insisted that it was no use
wasting money on my schooling, and that forty roubles were barely
enough for my keep. My aunts protested, but to no purpose. They
were afraid of the man who bullied them all. I was taken out of
school and put to work in the house.

From early morning, when I had to fetch the rolls, milk, and
chocolate for our breakfast, until late at night I was kept busy, mak-
ing beds, cleaning boots, scrubbing floors, and washing clothes. Af-
ter a while I was even put to cooking, but my uncle was never sat-
isfied. His gruff voice shouting orders all day long would send cold
shivers down my spine. I drudged on. At night I would weep myself
to sleep.

I became thin and pale; my shoes were run down at the heels,
my clothes were threadbare, and I had no one to go to for comfort.
My only friends were the two old maids who owned our flat and
lived below, and one of my mother’s sisters, a noble soul. She was
ill most of the time, and I could rarely get away to see her, but I
was often taken in by the two dear ladies, fed on coffee, and treated
to burnt almonds, my favourite delicacy. I used to see such sweets
in the Konditorei and look yearningly at them, but I never had ten
pfennige to buy any. My two friends gave me all I wanted, as well
as flowers from their lovely garden.
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I never dared slip into their place until my uncle was away, but
their friendly greeting was balm to my aching heart. It was always
the same: “Na, Emmchen, noch immer im Gummi?” That was be-
cause I wore large rubbers, my shoes having become too worn out.

On the rare occasions when I could get away to see my aunt Yetta
she insisted that my people must be written to and told to come
and take me away. I would not listen to it. I had not forgotten Fa-
ther’s last words; besides, Grandmother was expected every day
and I knew she would save me from my dreaded uncle.

One afternoon, after an especially hard day’s work and endless
errands, Uncle came into the kitchen to say that I would have to
deliver one more parcel. I knew by the address that it was far away.
Whether from fatigue or because I disliked the man so violently, I
took the courage to say that I could not make the journey; my feet
hurt me too much. He slapped me full in the face, shouting: “You
are not earning your keep! You are lazy!” When he left the room,
I went out into the corridor, sat down on the stairs, and began to
cry bitterly. All of a sudden I felt a kick in the back. I tried to grab
the banister as I rolled to the bottom, landing below in a heap. The
clatter roused the sisters, who came running to see what had hap-
pened. “Das Kind is tot!” they screamed. “The scoundrel has killed
her!” They took me to their room and I clung to them, beseeching
them not to let me go back to my uncle. A doctor was called, who
found no bones broken, but my ankle was sprained. I was put to
bed, nursed and petted as I had never been before, except by my
own Helena.

The elder of the two sisters, Wilhelmina, went upstairs, stick in
hand.Idon’t know what she said to my uncle, but after that he never
came near me again. I remained with my benefactors, basking in
their garden and their love, and eating burnt almonds to my heart’s
content.

Soon my father and grandmother arrived. Aunt Yetta had tele-
graphed them to come. Father was shocked by my appearance;
he actually took me in his arms and kissed me. Such a thing had
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Plans in Russia, however, almost always go awry. Word reached us
from Moscow that the apartment on the Leontevsky where we had
stayed had been raided and Sasha’s room in particular had been ran-
sacked from top to bottom. A number of our friends, among them
Vassily Semenoff, our old American comrade, had been caught in
the dragnet laid by the Cheka. A zassada of soldiers remained in
the apartment. It was apparent that our callers, who did not know
we were away, were being made to suffer for our sins. We decided
to return to Moscow forthwith. To save the expenses of our trip I
went to see Mme Ravich, to inform her that we were at the call of
the Cheka whenever wanted. I had not seen the Petrograd Commis-
sar of the Interior since the memorable night of March 5 when she
had come for the information Zinoviev had expected from Sasha
regarding Kronstadt. Her manner, while no longer so warm as be-
fore, was still cordial. She knew nothing about the raid of our rooms
in Moscow, she said, but would inquire by long-distance telephone.
The next morning she informed me that it all had been a misunder-
standing, that we were not wanted by the authorities, and that the
zassada had been removed.

We knew that such “misunderstandings” were a daily occurrence,
not infrequently involving even execution, and we gave little cre-
dence to Mme Ravich’s explanation. The particularly suspicious cir-
cumstance was the special attention given to Sasha’s room. I had
been in opposition to the Bolsheviki longer than he and more out-
spoken. Why was it that his room was searched and not mine? It
was the second attempt to find something incriminating against us.
We agreed to leave immediately for Moscow.

On reaching the capital we learned that Vassily, arrested when
he had called on us during our absence, had already been liber-
ated. So were also ten of the thirteen Taganka hunger-strikers. They
had been kept in prison two months longer, despite the pledge of
the Government to free them immediately upon the termination of
their hunger-strike. Their release, however, was the sheerest farce,
because they were placed under the strictest surveillance, forbidden
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at on the street by Chekists and taken prisoners. They were existy
(expropriators), the Cheka declared.

Sasha had seen Fanya the preceding evening. She had been in a
hopeful mood: the preparations for Aaron’s escape were progress-
ing satisfactorily, she had told him, and she felt almost gay, all un-
conscious of the sword that was to fall upon her head the following
morning. “And now she is in their clutches and we are powerless
to help,” Sasha groaned.

He could not go on any longer in the dreadful country, he de-
clared. Why would I persist in my objection to illegal channels? We
were not running away from the Revolution. It was dead long ago;
yes, to be resurrected, but not for a good while to come. That we,
two such well-known anarchists, who had given our entire lives
to revolutionary effort, should leave Russia illegally would be the
worst slap in the face of the Bolsheviki, he emphasized. Why, then,
should I hesitate? He had learned of a way of going from Petrograd
to Reval. He would go there to make the preliminary arrangements.
He was suffocating in the atmosphere of the bloody dictatorship.
He could not stand it any more.

In Petrograd the “party” that traded in false passports and aided
people to leave the country secretly turned out to be a priest with
several assistants. Sasha would have nothing to do with them, and
the plan was off. I sighed with relief. My reason told me that Sasha
was right in ridiculing my objection to being smuggled out of Rus-
sia. But my feelings rebelled against it and were not to be argued
away. Moreover, somehow I felt certain that we should hear from
our German comrades.

We planned to remain in Petrograd for awhile, since I hated
Moscow, so overrun by Chekists and soldiers. The city on the Neva
had not changed since our last visit; it was as dreary in appear-
ance and as famished as before. But the warm welcome from our
former co-workers in the Museum of the Revolution, the affection-
ate friendship of Alexandra Shakol and of our nearest comrades,
would make our stay more pleasant than in the capital, I thought.
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not happened since I was four. There was a terrible scene between
Grandmother and her son-in-law, which ended in his moving out
of the house with his wife. Before long, Father took me back to
Popelan. I then discovered that he had been sending forty roubles
regularly every month, and that my uncle had just as regularly been
reporting to him that I was doing splendidly at school.

Most was deeply moved by my story. He patted my head and
kissed my hands. “Armes Aschenpridelchen,” he kept on saying;
“your childhood was like mine after that beast of a stepmother came
to our house.” He was now more convinced than ever, he told me,
that it was the influence of my childhood that had made me what I
was.

I returned to New York much strengthened in my faith, proud of
having the confidence and love of Johann Most. I wanted my young
friends to see him as he appeared to me. In glowing colours I told
them everything that had occurred during the two weeks on tour
— everything except the episode on the boat. To do otherwise, I felt,
would have meant to tear open Most’s heart. I could not bear even
the least reflection on anything he said or did.

We had moved to Thirteenth Street. Helen Minkin had gone back
to live with her sister, as their father was no longer with them.
Sasha, Fedya, and I shared our new flat. It became an oasis for Most
from the bedlam of the Freiheit office. Often there would be ver-
bal clashes between him and Sasha: nothing personal, it seemed,
but about revolutionary consistency, methods of propaganda, the
difference in zeal between the German and Russian comrades, and
such matters. But I could not free myself from the feeling that un-
derneath there might be something else, something concerning me.
Their disputes used to make me uneasy, but as I always succeeded
in diverting their particular arguments into general issues, the dis-
cussions ended in a friendly manner.

In the winter of that year (1890) the radical ranks were aroused
over the report brought from Siberia by George Kennan, an Ameri-
can journalist. His account of the harrowing conditions of the Rus-
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sian political prisoners and exiles moved even the American press
to lengthy comments. We on the East Side had all along known
of the horrors through underground messages. A year before, fear-
ful things had taken place in Yakutsk. Politicals who had protested
against the maltreatment of their comrades were lured into the
prison yard and fired upon by guards; a number of prisoners were
killed, among them women, while several others were subsequently
hanged in the prison for “inciting an outbreak.” We knew of other
cases equally terrible, but the American press had kept silent on the
inhumanities committed by the Tsar.

Now, however, an American had brought back authentic data
and photographs, and he could not be ignored. His story aroused
many public-spirited men and women, among them Julia Ward
Howe, William Lloyd Garrison, Edmund Noble, Lucy Stone Black-
well, James Russell Lowell, Lyman Abbott, and others, who orga-
nized the first society of the Friends of Russian Freedom. Their
monthly journal, Free Russia, initiated the movement against the
proposed extradition treaty with Russia, and their activity and agi-
tation brought splendid results. Among other things they succeeded
in preventing the delivery of the famous revolutionist Hartmann
into the clutches of the Tsarist henchmen.

When we first learned of the Yakutsk outrage, Sasha and I began
discussing our return to Russia. What could we hope to achieve
in barren America? It would require years to acquire the lan-
guage thoroughly, and Sasha had no aspirations to become a public
speaker. In Russia we could engage in conspiratorial work. We be-
longed to Russia. For months we went about nursing the idea, but
the lack of necessary funds compelled us to give it up. But now, with
George Kennan'’s exposé of the Russian horrors, our plans were re-
vived. We decided to speak to Most about them. He became enthu-
siastic over the idea. “Emma is fast developing into a good speaker,”
he said; “when she will have mastered the language, she will be-
come a force here. But you can do more in Russia,” he agreed with
Sasha. He would issue a confidential appeal for funds to some trust-
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That was entirely out of the question, Sasha declared. It was
enough for one of us to take the risk. I had already courted enough
danger, he argued, by my visits to the Arshinov family. The Bol-
sheviki had set a price on Pyotr Arshinov’s head, dead or alive, as
the closest friend and associate of Nestor Makhno. He was in hid-
ing and he could only venture out after dark to call on his wife and
infant in the city. [ had indeed been repeatedly to see them and to
take things for their baby, and once Sasha had accompanied me.
Now he insisted that I promise not to attempt to see Fanya. My
dear, faithful pal was so concerned about my safety that I would
have promised anything to reassure him. But at heart I determined
to visit my haunted comrade.

Fanya’s mission in Moscow, Sasha confided to me, was to prepare
the escape of Aaron Baron. She had learned of the persecution he
was undergoing in prison and she had determined to rescue her
lover from his living death. Her own escape was made for that very
purpose. Brave, wonderful Fanya, dedicated to Aaron as few wives
are, yet not tied by law! My heart went out to our splendid comrade
in trembling fear for her mission, her sweetheart, and herself.

Sasha’s account of his meetings with Fanya served to allay my
anxiety about her and him. It even made me laugh. The city was
crowded and the parks filled with spooning couples. Ladies of plea-
sure were about everywhere, entertaining some of the foreign dele-
gates in return for real valuta or delicacies from the Hotel de Luxe.
Sasha and Fanya were no doubt considered by the passers-by as
engaged in similar propaganda activities. Fanya looked much im-
proved physically and was in fine spirits. She was less worried about
Aaron now, because his brother, to whom she had confided her mis-
sion, had promised to aid her scheme. Again I felt my heart flutter
at the risk Fanya was taking, but I kept my own counsel.

Then the blow came and left us stunned. Two of our comrades
fell into the Cheka net — Lev Tchorny, gifted poet and writer, and
Fanya Baron! She had been arrested in the home of her Communist
brother-in-law. At the same time eight other men had been shot
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tors, the long hours without sleep, and the great strain of the Trade
Union Congress made me feel tired to death.

Sasha returned from one of his long tramps in the city looking
unusually pale and distressed. When he made sure that I was alone,
he said in a whisper: “Fanya Baron is in Moscow. She has just es-
caped from the Ryazan prison and she is in great danger; without
money or papers and no place to go.”

I was struck dumb with horror of the fate awaiting Fanya if dis-
covered. Fanya in the very fortress of the Cheka! “Oh, Sasha, why
did she come here, of all places?” I cried. “That isn’t the question
now, he returned; “better let us think quickly how we can help
her”

Our own place would be a trap for her. She would be discov-
ered within twenty-four hours. The other comrades were also being
watched. To give her shelter would mean death for them as for her.
Of course, we would supply her with money, clothing, and food. But
how about a roof over her head? She was safe for the night, Sasha
said, but on the morrow something would have to be devised. There
was no more sleep for me that night — Fanya weighed heavily on
my mind.

Early next morning Sasha left the house with money and things
for Fanya, and I remained in sickening suspense until the late af-
ternoon, beset by fears for both. My friend had a less anxious look
when he returned. Fanya had found shelter with a brother of Aaron
Baron. He was a Communist and his place therefore safe for Fanya.
I stared in amazement. “It’s all right,” Sasha said, trying to soothe
my fears, “the man has always been fond of Aaron and Fanya. He
will not betray her” I was dubious of a Communist allowing family
ties or personal feelings to interfere with his party’s commands. But
I could suggest no safer place and I knew that Fanya could not re-
main out on the streets. Sasha felt so relieved that Fanya was under
cover that I did not want to arouse his fears again. I plied him with
questions about the daring girl — why she had come to Moscow and
when I could see her.
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worthy comrades in order to equip Sasha for his trip and for his
work afterwards. In fact, Sasha himself could help draw up the doc-
ument. Most also suggested that it would be advisable for Sasha to
learn the printing trade so as to enable him to start a secret press
for anarchist literature in Russia.

I was happy to see Most become rejuvenated by his ardour over
our plans. I loved him for his confidence in my boy, but my heart
contracted with the thought that he did not want me to go also. He
surely did not realize what it would mean to me to let Sasha go
alone to Russia. No, that could never be, I decided inwardly.

It was agreed that Sasha should go to New Haven; in the printing
shop of a comrade there he would familiarize himself with every as-
pect of the work. I too, would go to New Haven to be near Sasha. I
would invite Helen and Anna Minkin to join us, and also Fedya. We
could rent a house and there we would at last carry out my orig-
inal purpose: start a co-operative dressmaking establishment. We
could work for the Cause, too; organize lectures and invite Most
and other speakers, arrange concerts and plays, and raise funds for
the propaganda. Our friends welcomed the idea, and Most said he
would be glad to have a home and friends to go to, a real place of rest.
Sasha immediately left for New Haven. With Fedya I disposed of the
household things we could not take with us, and the rest, together
with my faithful sewing-machine, we carried to New Haven. Once
there, we hung out a shingle: “Goldman and Minkin, Dressmakers,”
but we were soon compelled to realize that customers were not ex-
actly standing in line on the corner and that it would be necessary
at first to earn money by other means. I went back to the corset
factory where I had worked after my first separation from Kersh-
ner. Three years only had passed since then, but it seemed ages, my
world had changed so completely, and I with it.

Helen joined me in the factory, while Anna remained at home.
She was a good seamstress, but she was not able to cut or fit dresses.
I prepared the work for her in the evening, so she could finish it in
the day-time.
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It was a great physical strain to run the machine all day in the
factory, come home to prepare supper (no one else in our little com-
mune could cook), then cut and fit dresses for the next day. But I
had been in good health for some time and we had a great purpose.
Then, too, there were our social interests. We organized an educa-
tional group, arranged lectures, socials, and dances. We hardly had
time to think of ourselves; our lives were busy and full.

Most came for a series of lectures and visited with us. Solotaroff
also, and we celebrated the event in memory of my first hearing
him in New Haven. Our group became a centre for the progressive
Russian, Jewish, and German elements. Our work, being carried on
in foreign languages, did not arouse the attention of the press or
police.

Gradually we built up a good clientele, which gave promise of my
leaving the factory soon. Sasha was making great headway at the
printer’s. Fedya had gone back to New York because he could secure
no work in New Haven. Our propaganda activities were bringing re-
sults. The lectures drew large crowds, much literature was sold, and
many subscribers to the Freiheit gained. Our life was active and in-
teresting, but presently it was disturbed. Anna, who had been ailing
in New York, now grew worse, showing signs of consumption; and
one Sunday afternoon, at the close of Most’s lecture, Helen became
hysterical. There seemed to be no particular cause for her attack,
but the next morning she confided to me her love for Most, declar-
ing that she would have to leave for New York, as she could not
bear being away from where he was.

I myself had of late not been much with Most alone. He would
come to us after his lecture, but there were always other visitors
about, and in the evening he would take the train for New York.
Occasionally I went to New York at Most’s request, but our meet-
ings there generally ended in a scene. He would urge closer contact,
which I could not grant. Once he grew angry, declaring he didn’t
have to beg from me; he could “get Helen any time” I thought he
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was William Z. Foster, once the champion of revolutionary syndi-
calism in America. He was keen-eyed and he had come as a press
correspondent. He went back to do Moscow’s bidding.

No word had arrived from our comrades in Germany in reply to
the letter sent them about securing visas. Sasha was chafing under
the delay of getting out of Russia. He could stand the fearful tragi-
comedy no longer, he said. A German Syndicalist delegate, member
of the Seamen’s and Transport Workers’ Union, had also taken a let-
ter from us and had promised to see our people in Berlin. There was
no news yet. As in his early days after coming out of the Western
Penitentiary, Sasha became very restless. He could not endure be-
ing indoors or seeing people. He would roam the streets of Moscow
most of the day and late into the night, and my anxiety about him
grew.

In his absence one day Bob Minor called. Not finding Sasha, he
edged out. I did not try to detain him, for our old ties had snapped.
Shortly after, there arrived a letter from him, addressed to Sasha. He
read it and handed it to me without comment. Bob’s letter dilated
on the “momentous and world-revolutionizing resolutions” passed
by the Congress of the Third International. He had always known
Sasha as the clearest mind in the anarchist movement in America
and as an indomitable and fearless rebel. Could he not see now that
his place was in the Communist Party? He belonged there, and it
offered him a large field for his abilities and devotion. He could not
give up the hope that Sasha would yet come to realize the supreme
mission of the Communist dictatorship in Russia and its approach-
ing conquest of capitalism throughout the world.

Bob was sincere, Sasha commented, but the veriest blockhead
politically and blind as a bat socially. He should have stuck to his
real field, that of art. I urged Sasha to reply to Bob’s letter, but
he refused. It was useless, he said, and he was weary of talk and
arguments. How well I understood his weariness! I also felt com-
pletely fagged out. The physical drudgery of our existence and the
excessive summer heat had sapped my strength. The stream of visi-
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self to be persuaded to vote at the Congress for the Communist plan
to “liquidate” the militant minority labour organizations, including
the LWW., and force their members to join the American Federation
of Labor, which Haywood had for years denounced as “capitalistic
and reactionary.”

The smaller fry among his comrades, the Ella Reeves Bloors, the
Browders, and Andreychins, took the cue from their chief. Andr-
eychin had never been blessed with much backbone. During the
Mesaba Range strike he had been willing to make any compromise
to save himself from deportation. Sasha had interested Amos Pin-
chot and other influential liberals in his behalf and through them
had stayed the hand of the Immigration Bureau. While Andreychin
was in Leavenworth, he again showed the white feather. I ascribed
his weaknss to the fear of tuberculosis, which had begun to under-
mine his health. I was at the time in the Missouri prison, but in com-
pliance with Andreychin’s repeated requests I urged Stella and Fitzi
to raise the ten thousand dollars needed to release him on bail. The
faithful girls had worked like galley-slaves to secure bonds for other
victims of the war mania, but they would not refuse me. They pro-
cured part of the bail, while a friend gave the balance. Andreychin,
spineless creature that he was, emulated his teacher Bill Haywood
and jumped his bond. On the very first day of his arrival in Moscow
he delivered a public speech in which he denounced his LIW.W. fel-
lows in the United States and pledged the Bolsheviki his help in
destroying the organization. Yet I felt that this treachery was not
so much the fault of Andreychin, Bill Haywood, and the many oth-
ers who were on their knees before the holy shrine of the Kremlin.
It was rather the appalling superstition, the Bolshevik myth, that
duped and ensnared them, as it had also formerly done to us.

Soviet Russia had become the modern socialist Lourdes, to which
the blind and the lame, the deaf and the dumb were flocking for
miraculous cures. I was filled with pity for these deluded ones, but
I felt only contempt for those others who had come, had seen with
open eyes and understood, and had yet been conquered. Of these
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was joking, until Helen’s confession. Now I wondered if Most really
loved the child.

The following Sunday he lunched at our place and we went out
for a walk. I asked him to tell me about his feelings for Helen.
“Ridiculous,” he replied; “the girl simply needs a man. She thinks
she loves me. I am sure any other man would do as well” I resented
the insinuation, for I knew Helen; I knew she was not one who
could give herself in the way he hinted. “She yearns for love,” I
replied. Most laughed cynically. “Love, love — it’s all sentimental
nonsense,” he cried; “there is only sex!” So Sasha was right, after all,
I thought. Most cared for women only as females. Probably he had
also never wanted me for any other reason.

I had realized long before that Most’s appeal to me was not phys-
ical. It was his intellect, his brilliant abilities, his peculiar, contradic-
tory personality that fascinated me; the suffering and persecution
he had endured melted my heart, even though I resented many of
his traits. He would charge me with being cold, with not loving him.
Once, while we were walking in New Haven, he became especially
insistent. My refusal made him angry and he launched into a tirade
against Sasha. He had known long ago, he said, that I preferred
“that arrogant Russian Jew” who had dared to hold him, Most, to
account; to tell him what was in keeping with revolutionary ethics.
He had ignored the criticism of “the young fool who knew nothing
of life” But he was tired of the whole thing, and that was why he
was helping him go to Russia, far away from me. I would have to
choose between him and Sasha.

I had been aware of the silent antagonism between the two, but
Most had never spoken of Sasha before in such a manner. It stung
me to the quick. I forgot Most’s greatness; I was conscious only
that he had dared to attack what was the most precious thing to
me, my Sasha, my wild, inspired boy. I wanted Most and the very
hills to know my love for this “arrogant Russian Jew.” I cried it out,
impulsively, passionately. I, too, was a Russian Jew. Was he, Most,
the anarchist, an anti-Semite? And how dare he say that he wanted
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me all to himself? Was I an object, to be taken and owned? What
kind of anarchism was that? Sasha had been right in claiming that
Most was no longer an anarchist.

Most kept silent. Presently I heard a moan as of a wounded an-
imal. My outburst came to an abrupt stop. He lay stretched on
the ground, face downward, his hands clenched. Various emotions
struggled within me — love for Sasha, mortification that I had spo-
ken so harshly, anger with Most, intense compassion for him, as he
lay like a child before me, crying. I lifted his head gently. I longed
to tell him how sorry I felt, but words seemed banal. He looked up
into my face and whispered: “Mein Kind, mein Kind, Sasha is a lucky
dog to have such love. I wonder if he appreciates it” He buried his
head in my lap and we sat in silence.

Suddenly voices broke upon our ears. “Get up, you two, get up!
What do you mean making love in public? You are arrested for
disorderly conduct” Most was about to raise himself. Cold terror
clutched me, not for myself, but for him. I knew that if they rec-
ognized him they would take him to the station-house, and the
next day the papers would again carry scurrilous stories about him.
Quick as lightning the thought came to me to make up some yarn,
anything that would prevent a scandal. “I am so glad you have
come,” I said; “my father had a sudden attack of dizziness. I was
hoping someone would pass along so we could get a doctor. Won'’t
one of you gentlemen do something?” The two broke out into loud
laughter. “Father, huh, you shrew! Well, if your father will give us
five bucks, we’ll let you off this time.” I fumbled in my purse ner-
vously and got out the only five-dollar bill I owned. The men left,
their suggestive laugh grating on my ears.

Most sat bolt upright, trying hard to suppress a chuckle. “You are
clever,” he said; “but I can see now that I shall never be anything
else to you but a father” That evening, after the lecture, I did not go
to the station to see Most off.

Early next morning I was torn out of sleep by Sasha. Anna had
had a hemorrhage of the lungs. The physician, hurriedly summoned,
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ous voice denounced the double-dealing tactics of the Soviet Gov-
ernment and brilliantly refuted the cowardly charges against the
Taganka men and the Russian anarchists.

When the news of the approaching deportation became known,
the Left Socialist-Revolutionists, comrades of Maria Spiridonovna,
decided to benefit by the presence of the foreign delegates and
labour men. In a statement distributed among them they set forth
that Maria, taken from her sick-bed the previous year, was still be-
ing kept in prison. She had undergone several hunger-strikes in
protest and had demanded her release and that of her lifelong friend
and companion Izmailovich. She had twice been at death’s door
and was now in a most precarious state. Her comrades would sup-
ply the means of sending Maria abroad for medical treatment, the
statement read, if the Soviet authorities would permit her to go.

Dr. L. Steinberg requested me to interest the delegates of the Inter-
national Women’s Congress, then taking place in Moscow. I went
to see Clara Zetkin, the famous old Social Democrat, who was now
high in the councils of the Government. She was working to rally
the support of the women of every country for the world revolution,
she informed me. Well, Maria Spiridonovna had already served that
cause, I told her, served it the greater part of her life. She was in-
deed the very symbol of that revolution. It would do irreparable
harm to the prestige of the Communist Party if Maria was to be
extinguished in a Cheka prison, I urged, and it was Clara Zetkin’s
duty to prevail upon the Government to permit Maria Spiridonovna
to leave Russia.

Zetkin promised to intercede in behalf of Maria. But at the close
of the Congress she sent me word that Lenin was too ill to be seen.
She had spoken to Trotsky in the matter, and the War Commissar
had told her that Maria Spiridonovna was still too dangerous to be
at liberty or to be permitted abroad.

The Red Trade Union Congress was over. Its most pathetic
harlequin proved to be Bill Haywood. The founder of the IW.W. in
America and its dominant figure for twenty years, he allowed him-
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breach of the agreement to avoid publicity in the Taganka trouble,
which the Bolsheviki themselves had insisted upon, came like un-
expected thunder in the final session of the Congress. The Latin
delegates, outraged by such underhand tactics, were immediately
on their feet. They demanded to be heard in protest, in rebuttal of
the denunciation of their Russian comrades. Chairman Lozovsky
had obligingly given the floor to Bukharin, though the latter was
not a delegate and had no right to address the Congress. But now
Lozovsky resorted to every possible trick to deprive the foreign
delegates of a chance to answer the libellous charges of Bukharin.
Even some of the Russian Communist delegates were dismayed by
the proceedings and supported the demand of the Latin delegates
to be heard. Of the Anglo-Saxon delegates only Cascaden rose in
protest. Tom Mann, Bill Haywood, Bob Minor, William Foster, and
Ella Reeves Bloor were silent in the face of the crying injustice and
suppression. The lifelong champions of free speech could find no
word of protest against its denial in Soviet Russia. In the tumult and
uproar that followed Bukharin’s attack on the anarchists few per-
sons in the hall noticed Rykov, chairman of the All-Russian Soviet
of Economy, signalling to the attending Chekists. A detachment of
soldiers clattered into the hall, adding fuel to the blaze ignited by
Bukharin’s speech.

Sasha and I elbowed our way to the platform. This time I should
speak, I told him, even if I had to resort to force, unless Schapiro
or some Syndicalist delegate got the floor. He would rush the plat-
form, if necessary, Sasha said. In passing he caught sight of Bob Mi-
nor. He gripped his cane, about to strike him. “You’re a yellow cur,
you son of a b — ,” Sasha roared at him. Minor recoiled in fright.
Sasha took up his stand on one side of the platform steps, while
I stood on the other. The majority of the delegates were on their
feet, clamouring to be heard and protesting against Lozovsky’s au-
tocratic conduct. Beset on all sides, he was finally forced to give
the floor to Sirolle, the French Anarcho-Syndicalist. Roused by the
Jesuitical machinations of the Communist Party, Sirolle in thunder-
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said the case was serious and ordered Anna to a sanatorium. Some
days later Sasha took her to New York. I remained in New Haven
to wind up our affairs. My great plan of a co-operative venture had
gone to smash.

In New York we rented a flat on Forsythe Street. Fedya continued
to make crayon enlargements whenever he was lucky enough to get
orders. I again took up piece-work. Sasha worked as compositor on
the Freiheit, still clinging to the hope that Most would enable him
to go to Russia. The appeal for funds, composed by Most and Sasha,
had been sent out, and we anxiously awaited the results.

I spent much time in the Freiheit office, where the tables were
piled high with European exchanges. One of them particularly
attracted my attention. It was Die Autonomie, a German anar-
chist weekly published in London. While not comparable with the
Freiheit in force and picturesqueness of language, it nevertheless
seemed to me to express anarchism in a clearer and more convinc-
ing manner. One time, when I had mentioned the publication to
Most, he became enraged. He told me curtly that the people behind
the venture were shady characters, that they had been mixed up
with “the spy Peukert, who betrayed John Neve, one of our best Ger-
man comrades, into the hands of the police” It had never occurred
to me then to doubt Most and I ceased reading the Autonomie.

But nearer acquaintance with the movement and my other expe-
riences showed me Most’s partiality. I began to read the Autonomie
again. Soon I came to the conclusion that, however correct Most
might be about the personnel of the paper, its tenets were much
closer to what anarchism had come to mean to me than those of the
Freiheit. The Autonomie stressed more the freedom of the individual
and the independence of groups. Its entire tone held a powerful ap-
peal for me. My two friends felt the same way. Sasha suggested that
we get in touch with the comrades in London.

Before long we learned of the existence of the Group Autonomie
in New York. Its weekly gatherings were on Saturdays, and we de-
cided to visit the place on Fifth Street. It bore the peculiar name

95



Zum Groben Michel, which well corresponded with the rough exte-
rior and gruff manner of its giant owner. The leading spirit of the
group was Joseph Peukert.

Having been influenced by Most against Peukert, we long fought
the latter’s version of the story that held him responsible for the
arrest and imprisonment of Neve. But after months of association
with Peukert we became convinced that, whatever might have been
his share in that terrible affair, he could not have been a deliberate
party to treachery.

Joseph Peukert had at one time played a very important réle in
the socialist movement of Austria. But he could in no sense compare
with Johann Most. He lacked the vivid personality of the latter, his
genius and fascinating spontaneity. Peukert was grave, pedantic,
utterly devoid of humour. At first I believed that his sombreness
was due to the persecution he had suffered, the accusation of traitor
cast against him, which had made him a pariah. But soon I came to
understand that his inferiority was conditioned in himself, and that,
in fact, it was the dominant force in his hatred of Most. Still our
sympathies went out to Peukert. We felt that the feud between the
two anarchistic camps — between the followers of Most and those
of Peukert — was to a large extent the result of personal vanities.
We thought it fair that Peukert be given a hearing before a group
of impartial comrades. In this view we were supported by some
members of the Pioneers of Liberty, to which both Sasha and Fedya
belonged.

At the national conference of the Yiddish anarchist organizations
in December 1890 Sasha proposed that the Most-Peukert charges be
taken up for a thorough investigation, and that both men be asked
to bring their evidence. When Most learned of it, all his personal an-
tagonism and bitterness against Sasha broke out into uncontrolled
fury. “That arrogant young Jew,” he cried; “that Griinschnabel —
how dare he doubt Most and the comrades who long ago proved
that Peukert was a spy?” Again I felt that Sasha was right in his es-
timate of Most. Had he not maintained for a long time that Most was
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Kremlin, Moscow

13/VII/1921

I was glad Sasha had refused to concur in the outrageous decision
that established the precedent of deportation of revolutionists from
Soviet Russia, of men who had valiantly defended the Revolution,
had fought on its fronts, and had suffered untold danger and hard-
ships. What a commentary on the Communist State outdoing Uncle
Sam! He, poor boob, went only as far as deporting his foreign-born
opponents. Lenin and Company, themselves political refugees from
their native land only a short time ago, were now ordering the de-
portation of Russia’s native sons, the best flower of her revolutionay
past.

Despair is often more compelling than hunger. The Taganka com-
rades were motivated by that, rather than by their eleven torturous
days, in terminating their hunger-strike. They accepted the condi-
tions that were to set them adrift. They were completely exhausted
by their long fast, some of them laid up with a high temperature.
The coarse prison food would have been fatal to them, but Lenin
had declared that he did not care if they perished in jail. It would be
absurd to look for more humanity from the prison authorities or to
expect them to supply suitable light diet. Fortunately the Swedish
delegates had given us a suitcaseful of provisions, and these served
to feed our prisoners during the critical days of recuperation.

The sequel of the “amicable settlement” Souvarine and his fel-
low French delegates had hoped for was supplied by Bukharin at
the eleventh hour of the Red Trade Union Congress. In the name
of the Central Committee of the Communist Party he made a fero-
cious attack on the men in the Taganka and the Russian anarchists
in general. They were all counter-revolutionists, he declared, who
were plotting against the Socialist Republic. The whole Russian an-
archist movement was nothing but banditry, he charged, the ally
of Makhno and of his highwaymen who had fought the Revolution
and had murdered Communists and Red Army men. The flagrant
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4. The comrades before going abroad will be permit-
ted two or three days at liberty before their depar-
ture, to enable them to arrange their affairs.

5. They will not be allowed to return to Russia with-
out the consent of the Soviet Government.

6. Most of these conditions are contained in the let-
ter received by this delegation from the Central
Committee of the Communist Party, signed by
Trotsky.

7. The foreign comrades have been authorized to see
to it that these conditions are properly carried
out.

[Signatures]

ORLANDI — Spain
LEVAL — Spain

SIROLLE — France
MICHEL — France

A. SCHAPIRO — Russia
[signed] LUNACHARSKY

The above is correct.

Alexander Berkman declines to sign because:

a. he is opposed to deportation on principle;

b. he considers the letter an arbitrary and unjusti-
fied curtailment of the original offer of the Cen-
tral Committee according to which all the anar-
chists were to be permitted to leave Russia;

c. he demands more time at liberty for those to be
released, to enable them to recuperate before de-
portation.
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a tyrant who wanted to rule with an iron hand under the guise of
anarchism? Had he not repeatedly told me that Most was no longer
a revolutionist? “You can do what you please,” Sasha now said to
me, “but I am through with Most and the Freiheit.” He would give
up his job on the paper at once.

I had been too close to Most, had looked too deeply into his soul,
had felt too strongly his charm and fascination, his heights and
depths, to give him up so easily. I would go to him and try to smooth
his troubled spirit, as  had done so often. I was sure Most loved our
beautiful ideal. Had he not given up everything for it? Had he not
suffered pain and indignities for its sake? Surely he could be made
to see the great harm to the movement which his feud with Peukert
had already caused. I would go to him.

Sasha called me a blind worshipper; he had known all along, he
said, that Most the man meant more to me than Most the revolu-
tionist. Yet I could not agree with Sasha’s rigid distinctions. When I
had first heard him emphasize the greater importance of the Cause
over life and beauty, something in me had rebelled. But I was never
convinced that he was wrong. No one with such singleness of pur-
pose, such selfless devotion, could be wrong. It must be something
in myself, I felt, that bound me to the earth, to the human side of
those who came into my life. I often thought that I must be weak,
that I would never reach Sasha’s revolutionary, idealistic heights.
But — well, at least I could love him for his zeal. Some day I would
show him how great my devotion could be.

I went to the Freiheit office to see Most. How changed was his
manner to me, what a contrast to my first memorable visit! I felt it
even before he said one word. “What do you want with me, now that
you are with that dreadful group?” he greeted me. “You have chosen
my enemies as your friends.” I stepped close to him, remarking that
I could not argue in the office. Would he not go out with me that
evening — just for old friendship’s sake? “Old friendship’s sake!” he
cried derisively; “it was beautiful while it lasted. Where is it now?
You have seen fit to go with my enemies and you have preferred
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a mere youngster to me! Whoever is not with me is against me!”
But while he kept on talking angrily, I thought I detected a change
in his tone. It was no longer so harsh. It had been his voice that
had originally struck deep into my being; I had learned to love it, to
understand its tremulous changeability from the hardness of steel
to mellow tenderness. I was always able to distinguish the heights
and depths of his emotion by the timbre of his voice. By this I now
knew that he was no longer angry.

I took him by the hand. “Please, Hannes, come, won’t you?” He
pressed me to his heart. “You are a Hexe; you are a terrible woman.
You will be the undoing of every man. But I love you, I will come”

We went to a café on Sixth Avenue and Forty-second Street. It
was a famous gathering-place for theatrical people, gamblers, and
prostitutes. He chose the place because comrades never frequented
it.

It was a long time since we had been out together, since I had
watched the wonderful transformation that Most always under-
went after a few glasses of wine. His changed mood would transport
me to a different world, a world without discord and strife, without
a Cause to bind one, or opinions of comrades to consider. All differ-
ences were forgotten. When we separated, I had not spoken to him
about the Peukert case.

The next day I received a letter from Most, enclosing data on the
Peukert affair. I read the letter first. Again he poured out his heart
as on our trip to Boston. His plaint was love, and why it must end; it
was not only that he could not continue to share me with another,
but that he could no longer support the increasing differences be-
tween us. He was sure that I would go on growing, becoming an
ever-increasing force in the movement. But this very assurance con-
vinced him that our relations were bound to lack permanence. A
home, children, the care and attention ordinary women can give,
who have no other interest in life but the man they love and the
children they bear him — that was what he needed and felt he had
found in Helen. Her attraction for him was not the tempestuous pas-
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open scorn and finally left the room without even a greeting to
them. The “comradely” session might have ended in the arrest of
the foreign delegates had not the coolness of Sasha and Schapiro
smoothed matters. It required all his self-restraint, Sasha later told
me, not to hit Unschlicht for his arrogant behaviour, but the fate
of our sufferers was at stake. The air was surcharged with antago-
nism, and it was only after long bickering that an agreement was
reached. A letter signed by the joint committee, but not concurred
in by Alexander Berkman, was forwarded through Unschlicht to
the Taganka men, containing the following statement:

Comrades, in view of the fact that we have come to the
conclusion that your hunger-strike cannot accomplish
your liberation, we hereby advise you to terminate it.

At the same time we inform you that definite propos-
als have been made to us by Comrade Lunacharsky in
the name of the Central Committee of the Communist
Party. To wit:

1. All anarchists held in the prisons of Russia who
are now on a hunger-strike will be permitted to
leave for any country they may choose. They will
be supplied with passports and funds.

2. Concerning other imprisoned anarchists or those
out of prison, final action will be taken by the
party tomorrow. It is the opinion of Comrade Lu-
nacharsky that the decision in their case will be
similar to the present one.

3. We have received the promise, endorsed by Un-
schlicht, that the families of the comrades to go
abroad will be permitted to follow them if they
so wish. For conspirative reasons some time will
have to elapse before this is done.
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of protesting against the hounding of men for their political views,
you try to bribe our comrades into breaking their strike by offer-
ing the leavings of your overfed fellow delegates.” “By the way,” I
added, “you had better stop Mary Heaton Vorse from her irrespon-
sible talk about our friend Bob Robins. Does she want to land him
in the Cheka? *

Bob mumbled that Lucy Robins had allied herself with Gompers,
who was fighting the Russian Revolution. Sasha replied that the
fact that Lucy was working with the American Federation of La-
bor, while showing poor judgment, did not stamp her husband as a
counterrevolutionist. He had better curb Mary’s tongue. It meant a
man’s life.

Bob grew pale, his eyes shifted uneasily from Sasha to me and
back, and then he started to say something. I stopped him. “Give
your parcel to the women and children shivering outside your Ho-
tel de Luxe and greedily picking up the crumbs that fall from the
wagon-loads of white bread brought to feed the delegates” “You
people make me sick,” Bob cried, trying to control his rage; “you
make a big fuss over the thirteen anarchists in the Taganka and
forget that it is a revolutionary period. What do those thirteen mat-
ter, or thirteen hundred even, in view of the greatest revolution the
world has ever seen?” “Yes, we’ve heard that before,” Sasha retorted;
“but I should really not be angry with you, considering that I myself
believed the same stuff for fifteen months. But I know better now.
I know that this ‘greatest revolution’ is the greatest fraud, masking
every crime to keep the Communists in power. Some day, Bob, you
may also come to realize it. We’ll talk then. Now we have nothing
more to say to each other”

On the tenth day of the hunger-strike the joint committee finally
met in the Kremlin. Sasha and Schapiro had been asked by the
Taganka prisoners to represent their demands. Trotsky was to be
the spokesman of the Central Committee of the Communist Party,
but he failed to appear and Lunacharsky took his place. Unschlicht,
acting head of the All-Russian Cheka, treated the delegates with
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sion I had awakened. Our last embrace was only one more proof of
the hold I had on him. It was ecstatic, but it left him in a turmoil,
in a conflict, unhappy. The squabbles in the ranks, the precarious
condition of the Freiheit, and his own impending return to Black-
well’s Island, all combined to rob him of peace, to unfit him for
work which was, after all, his great task in life. He hoped that I
would understand, that I would even help him to find the peace he
sought.

I read and reread the letter, locked in my room. I wanted to be
alone with all that Most had meant to me, all he had given me. What
had I given him? Not so much as even the ordinary woman gives
the man she loves. I hated to admit, even to myself, that I lacked
what he wanted so much. I knew I could bring him children if I
would have the operation. How wonderful it would be to have a
child by this unique personality! I sat lost in the thought. But soon
something more insistent awakened in my brain — Sasha, the life
and work we had together. Would I give it all up? No, no, that was
impossible, that should never be! But why Sasha rather than Most?
To be sure, Sasha had youth and indomitable zeal. Ah, yes, his zeal
— was not that the cement that had bound me to him? But suppose
Sasha, too, should want a wife, home, children. What then? Should
I be able to give him that? But Sasha would never expect such a
thing — he lived only for the Cause and he wanted me also to live
only for it.

An agonized night followed that day. I could find no answer and
no peace.
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Chapter 7

At the International Socialist Congress held in Paris in 1889 the
decision had been made to turn the first of May into a world-wide
holiday of labour. The idea caught the imagination of the progres-
sive workers in every land. The birth of spring was to mark the
reawakening of the masses to new efforts for emancipation. In this
year, 1891, the decision of the Congress was to find wide applica-
tion. On the first of May the toilers were to lay down their tools,
stop their machines, leave the factories and mines. In festive attire
they were to demonstrate with their banners, marching to the in-
spiring strains of revolutionary music and song. Everywhere meet-
ings were to take place to articulate the aspirations of labour.

The Latin countries had already begun their preparations. The
socialist and anarchist publications carried detailed reports of the
intense activities scheduled for the great day. In America, too, the
call went out to make the first of May an impressive demonstration
of the strength and power of the workers. Nightly sessions took
place to organize for the event. I was again assigned to canvass
the trade unions. The press of the country began a campaign of
vituperation, charging the radical elements with plotting revolution.
The unions were urged to purge their ranks of the “foreign riff-raff
and criminals who came to our country to destroy its democratic
institutions.” The campaign had its effect. The conservative labour
bodies refused to lay down their tools and to participate in the first-
of-May demonstration. The others were too small, numerically, and
still too terrorized by the attacks on the German unions during the
Chicago Haymarket days. Only the most radical among German,
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His proposal, submitted to the Central Committee of the Commu-
nist Party as a matter of form, was of course approved by it. A joint
committee was formed, representing the Government and the for-
eign delegates, to arrange for the immediate release and deportation
of the Taganka hunger-strikers and the imprisoned anarchists.

On the eighth day of the strike there was still no definite ac-
tion taken, because the high authority of the All-Russian Cheka,
with Dzherzhinsky and Unschlicht at its head, insisted that “there
were no anarchists in Soviet prisons.” There were only bandits and
Makhnovtsy, they declared. They demanded that the foreign dele-
gates first submit a list of those they wanted liberated for deporta-
tion. The ruse was an obvious attempt to sabotage the entire plan
and to gain time till the Congress adjourned and the foreign del-
egates departed. Some of the latter began to realize that nothing
would be done and that our comrades might starve to death. They
again threatened to take the matter up at the Congress and have it
discussed in open session. But this was just what the Soviet authori-
ties were anxious to prevent. They pleaded for a private conference
with the delegates and faithfully promised to bring about a satisfac-
tory arrangement without further loss of time.

Our people in the Taganka were beginning to break down un-
der the torture of the protracted hunger-strike. One of them, a
young student of the Moscow University, a consumptive, had al-
ready collapsed. His co-strikers urged him to terminate his fast, but
he loyally refused to desert them, even in the face of death. We
were powerless to aid in any way. With heavy hearts Sasha and I
kept after the syndicalist members of the joint committee, urging
and pleading for speedy action. One day, while on our way to the
Congress, we were met by Robert Minor, who handed Sasha a large
bundle. “Some provisions,” he said sheepishly; “we at the Luxe get
too much. Maybe you’ll give it to the hunger-strikers. Some light
things — caviar, white bread, and chocolate. I thought —” “Never
mind what you thought,” Sasha interrupted; “you are a rotter to add
insult to the injury the Taganka men have already endured. Instead
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for his fear to displease the Bolshevik bosses. Tom winced at the re-
buke from one who had paid with an agony of years for his loyalty
and devotion, while Tom had merely been spouting. “All right, all
right,” he said, shamefacedly, “I'll serve on the committee.”

As we walked out of the hall during the noon intermission, we
collided with Bob Minor and Mary Heaton Vorse. They were star-
tled at the unexpected meeting and looked very much embarrassed.
They pretended a friendly grin, Bob hastening to say that he had
meant to look us up, but had been too busy; he would call on us
soon, however. “Why these apologies?” Sasha retorted; “they are
unnecessary, and please don’t come out of duty.” He did not men-
tion the committee to Bob.

On our way my dear chum kept silent. I knew how sad he felt.
He cared a great deal about Bob and he had trusted in his sense of
fair play.

The committee was at last organized and ready to call on Lenin.
None of them was a match for the shrewd Grand Mogul. He knew
better how to divert their attention than they to compel his. Tom
Mann, always anathema to the ruling class of his country, now ac-
cepted and made much of by the head of the new dynasty, proved
clay in Bolshevik hands. He was too weak to resist Lenin and he
was overcome like a debutante first receiving male homage. No less
overawed were most of the other members of the committee, but the
Labour Syndicalists refused to be side-tracked by the solicitous in-
quiries of Ilich about the conditions of labour abroad, the strength
of the Syndicalists and their prospects. They insisted on knowing
what he had to say about the revolutionary hunger-strikers in Rus-
sia. Lenin stopped short. He did not care if all the politicals perished
in prison, he declared. He and his party would brook no opposition
from any side, Left or Right. He would consent, however, to have
the imprisoned anarchists deported from the country, on pain of
being shot if they should return to Soviet soil. Lenin’s ears had be-
come attuned for nearly four years to shooting and he had grown
infatuated with the sound of it.
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Jewish, and Russian organizations held to their original decision.
They would demonstrate.

The celebration in New York was arranged by the socialists. They
secured Union Square and promised to permit the anarchists to
speak from their own platform. But at the last moment the socialist
organizers refused to let us erect our platform on the square. Most
did not arrive on time, but I was there with a group of young peo-
ple, including Sasha, Fedya, and several Italian comrades. We were
determined to have our say on this great occasion. When it became
evident that we could not have our platform, the boys lifted me up
on one of the socialist trucks. I began to speak. The chairman left,
but in a few minutes he returned with the owner of the wagon. I
continued to speak. The man hitched his horse to the truck and
started off at a trot. I still continued to speak. The crowd, failing to
take in the situation, followed us out of the square for a couple of
blocks while I was speaking.

Presently the police appeared and began beating back the crowd.
The driver stopped. Our boys quickly lifted me off and hurried me
away. The morning papers were filled with a story about a mysteri-
ous young woman on a truck who had waved a red flag and urged
revolution, “her high-pitched voice putting the horse to flight.”

A few weeks later the news arrived that the Supreme Court had
decided against John Most’s appeal. We knew it meant Blackwell’s
Island again. Sasha forgot his differences with Most, and I no longer
cared that he had cast me out of his heart and life. Nothing mattered
now except the cruel fact that Most would be returned to prison,
that he would be shaved again, that his deformity, from which he
had suffered so much, would again become the butt of ridicule and
humiliation.

We were the first in court. Most was brought in, accompanied by
his attorneys and his bondsman, our old comrade Julius Hoffmann.
Many friends streamed in, Helen Minkin among them. Most seemed
indifferent to his doom, holding himself erect and proud. He was
again the old warrior, the unflinching rebel.
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The proceedings lasted only a few minutes. In the corridor I
rushed over to Most, took his hand, and whispered: “Hannes, dear
Hannes, I'd give anything to take your place!” “I know you would,
my Blondkopf. Write to me at the island.” Then he was led away.

Sasha accompanied Most to Blackwell’s Island. He returned en-
thusiastic about his splendid bearing: he had never seen him more
rebellious, more dignified, more brilliant. Even the newspaper men
had been impressed. “We must bury our differences, we must work
with Most,” Sasha declared.

A mass meeting was decided upon to voice our protest against
the decision of the Supreme Court and to raise funds to continue
the fight for Most and help make his life in prison as endurable
as possible. Sympathy with our imprisoned comrade was general
in the radical ranks. Within forty-eight hours we succeeded in fill-
ing a large hall, where I was one of the speakers. My speech was
not merely about Johann Most, the symbol of universal revolt, the
spokesman of anarchism, but also of the man who had been my
great inspiration, my teacher and comrade.

During the winter Fedya left for Springfield, Massachusetts, to
work for a photographer. After a while he wrote that I could have
a job at the same place, taking care of the orders. I was glad of the
chance; it would take me away from New York, from the everlast-
ing grind of the sewing-machine. Sasha and I had been supporting
ourselves with piece-work on boys’ jumpers. Often we worked eigh-
teen hours a day in the one light room of our flat, and I had to do the
cooking and the housework besides. Springfield would be a change
and a relief.

The work was not hard, and it was soothing to be with Fedya,
who was so different from both Most and Sasha. We had many
tastes in common outside of the movement: our love for beauty, for
flowers, for the theatre. There was very little of the last in Spring-
field; in fact, the American play and theatre had become abhorrent
to me. After Konigsberg, St. Petershurg, and the German Irving
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Trotsky. Our comrades from Europe were only too glad to avoid a
breach and they had willingly accepted the proposal.

I went with Sasha to the opening session of the Congress to see
whom we might get to act on the committee. We were sure that
Tom Mann would be anxious to serve on it, for had he not fought
against political persecution all his life? And Bill Haywood would
certainly not refuse. When on trial for his life in Idaho, he had faced
death, from which the anarchists had helped to save him; they had
always given him and his IWW. organization solidaric assistance
at every arrest and during every trouble, as well as during the war.
“Tom Mann may help,” Sasha said, “but Haywood won’t. I may try
to get Bob; he would hardly refuse me,” he added.

The Marble Hall in the Trade Union House was the theatre where
the grand review had been carefully prepared and rehearsed. We
found the principal performers all grouped on the stage. The orches-
tra seats were packed by delegates from every part of the world, the
Russians predominating. Not the least important among them were
the delegates of such large industrial centres as Palestina, Bokhara,
Azerbaijan and similar countries.

Outside of the railing, separating the official representatives from
the general audience, were benches for the public. We took our seats
in the first row, which the delegates had to pass on their way to
the platform. Bill Haywood was in the place of honour. He saw us
come in and he turned his head away. Having gone back on his
comrades in distress, it was not surprising that he should also deny
his former friends. Sasha had been right: there was no need to worry
about Bill’s future. He could see no more with his good eye than
with his blind one and he would “fit in” I felt no anger; I was only
unspeakably sad.

Tom Mann stopped short when he recognized us. Like Bill’s, his
greeting had been profuse only a short time ago. He drew back,
however, as soon as I mentioned the proposed committee. He knew
nothing about the matter, he said, and he would first have to inves-
tigate. Sasha violently upbraided Tom for his lack of stamina and
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not far to see, we explained. The French Communists had not yet
attained political power in their country. They had not yet achieved
a dictatorship there, but when that hour arrived, their comradeship
with the French anarchists would be at an end, we assured Sou-
varine. He thought it impossible and he insisted that he should dis-
cuss the subject with the leading Bolsheviki. He wanted to bring
about an amicable relationship between his Russian comrades and
ours.

Just at that moment Olya Maximova called. Pale and trembling,
she told us that Maximov and twelve other comrades in the Taganka
prison had declared a hunger-strike to the death. They had repeat-
edly demanded the reason for their imprisonment since March. In-
formation was refused them, nor had any charges been brought
against them. Having failed to receive a reply to their protests, they
had decided to call the attention of the foreign delegates to their
intolerable situation by means of a desperate hunger-strike.

The syndicalists present jumped to their feet in great excitement.
They would have never believed such a state of affairs possible in So-
viet Russia, they declared, and they would immediately demand an
accounting. They would raise the question at the opening of the Red
Trade Union Congress the following morning. Souvarine implored
them to wait and first to see the trade-union leaders, among them
Tomsky, the labour head, Losovsky, and others. An open discussion
at the public sessions would be working into the enemy’s hand, he
argued; the capitalist press and the bourgeoisie in France and other
countries would make the most of it. The matter must be settled
quietly and in a friendly way, Souvarine pleaded. The delegates left,
assuring us that they would not rest until justice was done to our
suffering comrades. They returned late at night to inform us that
the trade-union leaders had begged them not to make the scandal
public and had promised to do their utmost to get redress for the
imprisoned anarchists. They had suggested a committee of one dele-
gate from each country, including Russia, to confer with Lenin and

1074

Place Theatre in New York the ordinary American play seemed flat
and tawdry.

Fedya was so successful with his work that it seemed folly to
keep enriching our employer. It occurred to us that we might start
out for ourselves and have Sasha with us. Though Sasha had never
complained, I could sense in his letters that he was not happy in
New York. Fedya suggested that we open our own studio. We de-
cided to go to Worcester, Massachusetts, and to invite Sasha to join
us.

We fixed up an office, put out a sign, and waited for customers.
But none came, and our little savings were dwindling. We hired a
horse and buggy to enable us to visit near-by places and secure
orders from the farmers for crayon enlargements of family pho-
tographs. Sasha would drive, and whenever we bumped into trees
and sidewalks, he would dilate on the natural cussedness of our
horse. Often we travelled for hours before securing any work.

We were struck by the great difference between the New Eng-
landers and the Russian peasant. The latter seldom had enough for
himself to eat, yet he would never fail to offer the stranger bread
and kvass (cider). The German peasants also, as I remembered from
my schooldays, would invite us to their “best room,” put milk and
butter on the table, and urge us to partake. But here, in free America,
where the farmers owned acres of land and much cattle, we were
lucky to be admitted at all or be given a glass of water. Sasha used
to say that the American farmer lacked sympathy and kindness be-
cause he himself had never known want. “He is really a small cap-
italist,” he argued. “It is different with the Russians, or even with
the German peasants; they are proletarians. That is why they are
warm-hearted and hospitable.” I was not convinced. I had worked
with proletarians in factories and I did not always find them help-
ful and generous. But Sasha’s faith in the people was infectious and
dispelled my doubts.

Frequently we were on the point of giving up. The family we
lived with used to advise us to open a lunch-room or ice-cream
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parlour. The suggestion at first seemed to us absurd; we had neither
funds nor aspirations for such a venture. Besides, it was against our
principles to engage in business.

Just at that time the radical press was again aroused by new atroc-
ities in Russia. The old yearning took hold of us to return to our
native country. But where get enough money for the purpose? The
private call sent out by Most had found no adequate response. Then
it occurred to us that an ice-cream parlour might prove the means to
our end. The more we thought of it, the more convinced we became
that it offered the only solution.

Our savings consisted of fifty dollars. Our landlord, who had sug-
gested the idea, said he would lend us a hundred and fifty dollars.
We secured a store, and within a couple of weeks Sasha’s skill with
hammer and saw, Fedya’s with his paint and brush, and my own
German housekeeping training succeeded in turning the neglected
ramshackle place into an attractive lunch-room. It was spring and
not yet warm enough for an ice-cream rush, but the coffee I brewed,
our sandwiches and dainty dishes, were beginning to be appreci-
ated, and soon we were kept busy till early morning hours. Within
a short time we had paid back our landlord’s loan and were able
to invest in a soda-water fountain and some lovely coloured dishes.
We felt we were on the way to the realization of our long-cherished
dream.
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The Latin delegates had also been given a gentle hint in regard
to us, we learned. But they were of different mettle from the Anglo-
Saxons. They informed their “guides” that they did not propose to
deny their comrades or to be dictated to about whom they should
associate with. The French, Italian, Spanish, German, and Scandi-
navian Anarcho-Syndicalists lost no time in seeking us out. In fact,
they made our place their headquarters. They spent with us every
free hour they had, eager to know our impressions and views. They
had heard of the alleged persecution of the Left-wing elements by
the Communists, but they had taken it as a capitalist fabrication.
Their French Communist friends, who had made the journey with
them, were also sincerely desirous to learn the facts. Among them
Boris Souvarine was the most intelligent and alert inquirer.

The Cheka was of course well aware that these men were coming
in and out of our place. Our attitude since Kronstadt had also not
remained a secret from them. In fact, Sasha had gone to the head
of the Soviet printing house in Petrograd and had demanded back
the copy of his Prison Memoirs, which they were to publish in Rus-
sian. He had openly declared on that occasion, as well as to Zinoviev
personally, that he was through with the Bolsheviki because of Kro-
nstadt and all that it involved. We were prepared to take the con-
sequences and we spoke freely to our visitors. Souvarine was quite
shaken by our account. It could not be that Lenin and Trotsky knew
about the real state of affairs, he thought. Had we tried to talk to
them? We had, but we had not been received. Yet Sasha had written
a letter to Lenin explaining the situation and our stand in regard to
it. But all such efforts were as futile as our protests and proposal to
the Petrograd Soviet of Defence during the Kronstadt siege. Noth-
ing was being done in Russia, we informed our visitors, without
the knowledge and approval of the supreme authority, the Central
Committee of the Communist Party, and Lenin was the head of it.

The Communists in France were co-operating on many occasions
with their anarchist comrades, Souvarine argued. Why could not
the same conditions be brought about in Russia ? The reason was
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but he foresaw that he would have no chance at the Congress. We
consoled him by telling him that no one with independence and
character would have any chance. The Congress would be packed
by marionettes of the Russian Bolsheviki, who would vote on every
subject as directed by “the centre.” Cass, as we familiarly called him,
was brave; he would fight to the last for the instructions given him
by his organization, he assured us.

The other delegates kept aloof from us, including my erstwhile
devoted Ella Reeves Bloor. Bill Haywood also did not return. They
had all been warded off by their “interpreters,” as were also Robert
Minor, Mary Heaton Vorse, and Tom Mann. They were in Moscow
and they could not help knowing that we were living in the city. Bob
Minor had “changed his mind a little”: he had become a Communist.
We had read his confession in the Liberator, which had, in effect,
been an open letter to the man he had idolized, his closest friend
and teacher, Alexander Berkman. Mary Heaton Vorse, an intimate
of my New York circle, was a kind soul and a charming companion.
Her political views came to her by proxy. She had been an IW.W.
when vivid Joe O’Brien was her husband, and no doubt she must
be a Communist now that she was with Minor. Reason enough why
Mary should not have allowed her superficial political leanings to
obscure the friendship that she had formerly so often proclaimed.

There was also Tom Mann, the old champion of syndicalism and
bitter foe of every political machine, the man who had shown the
greatest concern for my welfare in London during the exciting days
of the Boer War. He had been our guest in New York during his
American tour, which the efforts of the Mother Earth group had
saved from disaster. All these delegates lived in the Hotel de Luxe,
a stone’s throw from us. “How can human beings go back so easily
on their old affiliations?” I remarked to Sasha. I should not take it
so much to heart, he replied. They had been told that we were in ill
repute with the Bolsheviki and therefore they were afraid to come
near us. For himself, he didn’t give a damn, and he did not see why
I should. I wished I possessed his simple and direct attitude.
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Chapter 8

It was May 1892. News from Pittsburgh announced that trou-
ble had broken out between the Carnegie Steel Company and its
employees organized in the Amalgamated Association of Iron and
Steel Workers. It was one of the biggest and most efficient labour
bodies of the country, consisting mostly of Americans, men of de-
cision and grit, who would assert their rights. The Carnegie Com-
pany, on the other hand, was a powerful corporation, known as a
hard master. It was particularly significant that Andrew Carnegie,
its president, had temporarily turned over the entire management
to the company’s chairman, Henry Clay Frick, a man known for his
enmity to labour. Frick was also the owner of extensive coke-fields,
where unions were prohibited and the workers were ruled with an
iron hand.

The high tariff on imported steel had greatly boomed the Amer-
ican steel industry. The Carnegie Company had practically a
monopoly of it and enjoyed unprecedented prosperity. Its largest
mills were in Homestead, near Pittsburgh, where thousands of
workers were employed, their tasks requiring long training and
high skill. Wages were arranged between the company and the
union, according to a sliding scale based on the prevailing market
price of steel products. The current agreement was about to expire,
and the workers presented a new wage schedule, calling for an in-
crease because of the higher market prices and enlarged output of
the mills.

The philanthropic Andrew Carnegie conveniently retired to his
castle in Scotland, and Frick took full charge of the situation. He
declared that henceforth the sliding scale would be abolished. The
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company would make no more agreements with the Amalgamated
Association; it would itself determine the wages to be paid. In fact,
he would not recognize the union at all. He would not treat with the
employees collectively, as before. He would close the mills, and the
men might consider themselves discharged. Thereafter they would
have to apply for work individually, and the pay would be arranged
with every worker separately. Frick curtly refused the peace ad-
vances of the workers’ organization, declaring that there was “noth-
ing to arbitrate” Presently the mills were closed. “Not a strike, but
a lockout,” Frick announced. It was an open declaration of war.

Feeling ran high in Homestead and vicinity. The sympathy of the
entire country was with the men. Even the most conservative part
of the press condemned Frick for his arbitrary and drastic methods.
They charged him with deliberately provoking a crisis that might
assume national proportions, in view of the great numbers of men
locked out by Frick’s action, and the probable effect upon affiliated
unions and on related industries.

Labour throughout the country was aroused. The steel-workers
declared that they were ready to take up the challenge of Frick: they
would insist on their right to organize and to deal collectively with
their employers. Their tone was manly, ringing with the spirit of
their rebellious forebears of the Revolutionary War.

Far away from the scene of the impending struggle, in our lit-
tle ice-cream parlour in the city of Worcester, we eagerly followed
developments. To us it sounded the awakening of the American
worker, the long-awaited day of his resurrection. The native toiler
had risen, he was beginning to feel his mighty strength, he was de-
termined to break the chains that had held him in bondage so long,
we thought. Our hearts were fired with admiration for the men of
Homestead.

We continued our daily work, waiting on customers, frying pan-
cakes, serving tea and ice-cream; but our thoughts were in Home-
stead, with the brave steel-workers. We became so absorbed in the
news that we would not permit ourselves enough time even for

106

strange that he should decline to meet these rebels and to hear from
them what place, if any, syndicalism had in the Communist régime.

He arrived in the company of Jim Browder, a Kansas boy, whom
we used to know as an active IWW. Sasha took them in charge.
At noon, when my work was finished and lunch prepared, I invited
our guests to share it with us. Vegetables and fruit were plentiful on
the market and much cheaper than meat and fish. We lived almost
entirely on this diet. The boys had evidently not lost their Amer-
ican appetite. They ate with relish and expressed appreciation of
E.G’s skill in preparing such dishes. Foster said nothing during the
meal except to inform us that he was in Russia in the capacity of
a reporter for the Federated Labor Press. Browder talked a great
deal about the marvels of the Communist State and the wonderful
things the party had achieved. I inquired how long he had been in
the country. “About a week,” he replied. “And you have already dis-
covered that all is wonderful?” “Indeed.” he said, “it can be seen at a
glance” I congratulated him on his extraordinary vision and turned
our conversation into less turbulent waters. Our callers soon left,
which I did not regret.

Two other Americans came to see us, Agnes Smedley and her
Hindu friend Chato. I had heard a good deal about Agnes in the
States in connexion with her Hindu activities, but I had never met
her personally. She was a striking girl, an earnest and true rebel,
who seemed to have no other interest in life except the cause of the
oppressed people in India. Chato was intellectual and witty, but he
impressed me as a somewhat crafty individual. He called himself an
anarchist, though it was evident that it was Hindu nationalism to
which he had devoted himself entirely.

Cascaden, the Canadian LIW.W. delegate, visited us often, daily
looking more distressed over the political intrigues going on in
the preliminary sessions. The other American delegates had already
been roped in by the Communists, he told us, and made to dance to
the tune played by Losovsky, the prospective president of the Red
Union International. Cascaden was holding out against their wiles,
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And later on, when he would come to see Soviet Russia with open
eyes, what would he do? He would be cast on the refuse-pile, like so
many before him, after he had served the propaganda purposes of
Moscow. Bill, so rooted in his native soil and its traditions, so alien
to Russia, ignorant of her language and her people —

I had almost forgotten the presence of my guest in the contempla-
tion of the tragic future that was awaiting him. “Why so silent?” he
asked. “Because silence is more golden than speech,” I joked. Later,
after he had got his bearings in the new country, we might talk
again, I added. Could he come often, he asked, “just as in the days
of 210 East Thirteenth Street?” “Yes, dear Bill,” I replied, “any time,
if you still want to after you have been taken in hand.” He did not
understand, nor did I explain.

Sasha ridiculed the motives Bill had given for running away. Rus-
sia and all the other reasons were not convincing to him. They were
no doubt contributory factors, but the main reason was that Bill
quaked before the twenty years in Leavenworth. In late years he had
repeatedly shown the white feather. I need have no anxiety about
Bill’s future, Sasha assured me. He would fit in, even when he came
to see the stupendous delusion foisted on the world by Moscow.
There was no reason why he shouldn’t. Bill had always stood for
a strong State and centralization. What was his One Big Union but
a dictatorship? “Bill will be in clover here,” Sasha concluded; “just
wait and see”

Two days later William Z. Foster telephoned to ask whether he
could come up. It was my wash-day and I was too busy, but Sasha
offered to receive Foster in his room until I should be through with
my work. It occurred to me that Foster might like to meet Schapiro
and other comrades still free. But when I asked him about it, he
said he was not interested in Russian syndicalists. He only wanted
to talk to Sasha and me. Foster had been among the first in Amer-
ica to advocate revolutionary labour tactics in the economic strug-
gle, which the Russian Anarcho-Syndicalists had applied. It seemed
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sleep. At daybreak one of the boys would be off to get the first
editions of the papers. We saturated ourselves with the events in
Homestead to the exclusion of everything else. Entire nights we
would sit up discussing the various phases of the situation, almost
engulfed by the possibilities of the gigantic struggle.

One afternoon a customer came in for an ice-cream, while I was
alone in the store. As I set the dish down before him, I caught the
large headlines of his paper: “LATEST DEVELOPMENTS IN HOME-
STEAD — FAMILIES OF STRIKERS EVICTED FROM THE COM-
PANY HOUSES — WOMAN IN CONFINEMENT CARRIED OUT
INTO THE STREET BY SHERIFFS.” I read over the man’s shoulder
Frick’s dictum to the workers: he would rather see them dead than
concede to their demands, and he threatened to import Pinkerton
detectives. The brutal bluntness of the account, the inhumanity of
Frick towards the evicted mother, inflamed my mind. Indignation
swept my whole being. I heard the man at the table ask: “Are you
sick, young lady? Can I do anything for you?” “Yes, you can let me
have your paper,” I blurted out. “You won’t have to pay me for the
ice-cream. But I must ask you to leave. I must close the store.” The
man looked at me as if I had gone crazy.

I locked up the store and ran full speed the three blocks to our
little flat. It was Homestead, not Russia; I knew it now. We belonged
in Homestead. The boys, resting for the evening shift, sat up as I
rushed into the room, newspaper clutched in my hand. “What has
happened, Emma? You look terrible!” I could not speak. I handed
them the paper.

Sasha was the first on his feet. “Homestead!” he exclaimed. “I
must go to Homestead!” I flung my arms around him, crying out
his name. I, too, would go. “We must go tonight,” he said; “the great
moment has come at last!” Being internationalists, he added, it mat-
tered not to us where the blow was struck by the workers; we must
be with them. We must bring them our great message and help them
see that it was not only for the moment that they must strike, but
for all time, for a free life, for anarchism. Russia had many heroic
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men and women, but who was there in America? Yes, we must go
to Homestead, tonight!

I had never heard Sasha so eloquent. He seemed to have grown
in stature. He looked strong and defiant, an inner light on his face
making him beautiful, as he had never appeared to me before.

We immediately went to our landlord and informed him of our
decision to leave. He replied that we were mad; we were doing so
well, we were on the way to fortune. If we would hold out to the end
of the summer, we would be able to clear at least a thousand dollars.
But he argued in vain — we were not to be moved. We invented the
story that a very dear relative was in a dying condition, and that
therefore we must depart. We would turn the store over to him;
all we wanted was the evening’s receipts. We would remain until
closing-hours, leave everything in order, and give him the keys.

That evening we were especially busy. We had never before had
so many customers. By one o’clock we had sold out everything.
Our receipts were seventy-five dollars. We left on an early morning
train.

On the way we discussed our immediate plans. First of all, we
would print a manifesto to the steel-workers. We would have to
find somebody to translate it into English, as we were still unable
to express our thoughts correctly in that tongue. We would have
the German and English texts printed in New York and take them
with us to Pittsburgh. With the help of the German comrades there,
meetings could be organized for me to address. Fedya was to remain
in New York till further developments.

From the station we went straight to the flat of Mollock, an Aus-
trian comrade we had met in the Autonomie group. He was a baker
who worked at night; but Peppie, his wife, with her two children
was at home. We were sure she could put us up.

She was surprised to see the three of us march in, bag and bag-
gage, but she made us welcome, fed us, and suggested that we go
to bed. But we had other things to do.
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been all but demolished by the war phobia, as well as about my
own comrades. Bill stopped my volley of questions. Before we pro-
ceeded, he said, he would first have to make his own position clear
to me. I noticed that he was under the nervous tension that used
to come over him when he stood before a large audience, his big
frame shaking with suppressed feeling. He had jumped his bail, he
said suddenly; he had run away. Not because of the twenty years of
prison that faced him, though that was no small matter at his age.
“Ridiculous, Bill,” I interrupted; “you would never have to serve the
whole sentence. Gene Debs was pardoned and Kate Richard O’Hare
also.” “Listen first,” he interrupted; “the prison was not the deciding
factor. It was Russia, Russia, which fulfilled what we had dreamed
about and propagated all our lives, I as well as you. Russia, the home
of the liberated proletariat, was calling me.” He had also been urged
by Moscow to come, he added. He was told he was needed in Russia.
From here he would be able to revolutionize the American masses
and to prepare them for the dictatorship of the proletariat. It had
not been easy to decide to leave his comrades to face their long
terms in prison alone. But the Revolution was more important and
its ends justified all means. Of course, the twenty-thousand-dollar
bail would be paid by the Communist Party. He had been given a
solemn pledge for that. He hoped, he said, that I would understand
his motives and not think him a shirker.

I did not ask any more about America, nor did I satisfy his re-
quest to tell him my impressions of Russia. With a shock I real-
ized that Bill was as blindfolded as we had been on our arrival in
the country. Would he also undergo the excruciating operation that
would remove the scales from his eyes? And what would become
of Bill when his house of cards had tumbled over him, and all his
hopes were buried like ours? He had burned his bridges in Amer-
ica, and never again could he fire the imagination of the proletarian
youth of his country and justify to them his escape at a time when
they needed him so desperately. Who would again entrust his life
to a captain who had been the first to abandon his sinking ship?
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pointing out that our actions are not always to be judged so easily.
“Not even your own, old man,” I said. But Sasha refused to come
with me to the hotel where Haywood was lodged. “He will come to
us if he is really anxious to see us,” he declared. I laughed at such
ceremony with Bill.

Bill Haywood had often been under our roof, by day and by night,
always our welcome guest, our comrade in many battles, though
not sharing the same ideas. I hastened to the Hotel de Luxe, where
the most favoured delegates were quartered, to find the old war-
horse, of whom I had always been very fond. Bill received me in
the same warm and genial manner that had captured all his friends.
In fact, he immediately embraced me, before the whole crowd. A
roar went up from the boys, who began teasing Bill for keeping it
secret that E.G. was among his many lady-loves. He laughed good-
naturedly and drew me down to a seat at his side. I had come only
for a moment, I told him, just to welcome him and to tell him where
and when he could find us. I still could give him a cup of coffee “as
black as night, as sweet as love, as strong as revolutionary zeal.” Bill
smiled in remembrance. “I'll come tomorrow,” he said.

In the crowd surrounding Haywood I noticed several inter-
preters, whom I knew as Chekists. They were Russian-American
Communists who had risen in station and importance for their ser-
vices to the party. They felt ill at ease in my presence and eyed me
suspiciously. I was glad to see Bill again and also several others
from the States, including Ella Reeves Bloor, who had visited me
in the Missouri penitentiary and who had always showed affection
for me and interest in my work. I paid no further attention to the
“interpreters” and soon I left.

Sasha was out when Bill arrived in the late afternoon the follow-
ing day. My visitor transferred me back to America, my old arena of
so many years’ effort. I plied him with questions about my friends,
about Stella and Fitzi, Elizabeth Gurley Flynn, and many others
whom I still had in my heart. I wanted to hear about the general
situation, the labour movement, and the IWW., which had since
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Sasha and I went in search of Claus Timmermann, an ardent
German anarchist we knew. He had considerable poetic talent and
wrote forceful propaganda. In fact, he had been the editor of an an-
archist paper in St. Louis before coming to New York. He was a lik-
able fellow and entirely trustworthy, though a considerable drinker.
We felt that Claus was the only person we could safely draw into
our plan. He caught our spirit at once. The manifesto was written
that afternoon. It was a flaming call to the men of Homestead to
throw off the yoke of capitalism, to use their present struggle as a
stepping-stone to the destruction of the wage system, and to con-
tinue towards social revolution and anarchism.

A few days after our return to New York the news was flashed
across the country of the slaughter of steel-workers by Pinker-
tons. Frick had fortified the Homestead mills, built a high fence
around them. Then, in the dead of night, a barge packed with strike-
breakers, under protection of heavily armed Pinkerton thugs, qui-
etly stole up the Monongahela River. The steel-men had learned
of Frick’s move. They stationed themselves along the shore, deter-
mined to drive back Frick’s hirelings. When the barge got within
range, the Pinkertons had opened fire, without warning, killing a
number of Homestead men on the shore, among them a little boy,
and wounding scores of others.

The wanton murders aroused even the daily papers. Several came
out in strong editorials, severely criticizing Frick. He had gone too
far; he had added fuel to the fire in the labour ranks and would have
himself to blame for any desperate acts that might come.

We were stunned. We saw at once that the time for our mani-
festo had passed. Words had lost their meaning in the face of the
innocent blood spilled on the banks of the Monongahela. Intuitively
each felt what was surging in the heart of the others. Sasha broke
the silence. “Frick is the responsible factor in this crime,” he said; “he
must be made to stand the consequences.” It was the psychological
moment for an Attentat; the whole country was aroused, everybody
was considering Frick the perpetrator of a coldblooded murder. A
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blow aimed at Frick would re-echo in the poorest hovel, would call
the attention of the whole world to the real cause behind the Home-
stead struggle. It would also strike terror in the enemy’s ranks and
make them realize that the proletariat of America had its avengers.

Sasha had never made bombs before, but Most’s Science of Revolu-
tionary Warfare was a good text-book. He would procure dynamite
from a comrade he knew on Staten Island. He had waited for this
sublime moment to serve the Cause, to give his life for the people.
He would go to Pittsburgh.

“We will go with you!” Fedya and I cried together. But Sasha
would not listen to it. He insisted that it was unnecessary and crim-
inal to waste three lives on one man.

We sat down, Sasha between us, holding our hands. In a quiet
and even tone he began to unfold to us his plan. He would perfect
a time regulator for the bomb that would enable him to kill Frick,
yet save himself. Not because he wanted to escape. No; he wanted
to live long enough to justify his act in court, so that the American
people might know that he was not a criminal, but an idealist.

“I will kill Frick,” Sasha said, “and of course I shall be condemned
to death. I will die proudly in the assurance that I gave my life for
the people. But I will die by my own hand, like Lingg. Never will I
permit our enemies to kill me”

I hung on his lips. His clarity, his calmness and force, the sacred
fire of his ideal, enthralled me, held me spellbound. Turning to me,
he continued in his deep voice. I was the born speaker, the propa-
gandist, he said. I could do a great deal for his act. I could articulate
its meaning to the workers. I could explain that he had had no per-
sonal grievance against Frick, that as a human being Frick was no
less to him than anyone else. Frick was the symbol of wealth and
power, of the injustice and wrong of the capitalistic class, as well
as personally responsible for the shedding of the workers’ blood.
Sasha’s act would be directed against Frick, not as a man, but as
the enemy of labour. Surely I must see how important it was that
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dered in all classes of the people. Another demonstration of the
continued revolutionary zeal of the Communist State was to order
its own members to deliver forthwith all the valuables they had in
their possession, even to the last trinket. It was a shock to learn
that Communists should be suspected by their own party of hoard-
ing jewelry or other valuables. But apparently there actually were
such members. The editor of the Izvestia, the well-known Commu-
nist Steklov, whose specialty was to hound non-Communist rev-
olutionists as bandits, was discovered to have a large collection of
silver and gold, things a Communist was not supposed to own. They
could not shoot a prominent party editor as they had shot a Fanya
Baron. Neither could he be allowed to remain in the sanctum. The
rank and file might muster up courage to demand why such dis-
crimination was practiced. Steklov was therefore suspended from
the paper, and other Communists were sent to the Crimea.

The famine continued its devastating march. But Moscow was far
from the stricken region, and great events were being prepared for
within its gates. Three international congresses were to take place:
those of the Communist International, of the Women’s Organiza-
tions, and of the Red Trade Unions. A number of buildings adjoin-
ing the Hotel de Luxe were being renovated and the city cleaned up
and decorated for the occasion. The blue and gold of the cupolas on
the forty times forty churches intermingled with the scarlet hues of
the bunting and flags. All was ready for the reception of the foreign
delegates and visitors from every part of the world.

Among the early arrivals were two LIW.W. delegates from Amer-
ica, Williams and Cascaden. Others also soon came, among them
Ella Reeves Bloor, William Z. Foster, and William D. Haywood. How
could “Big Bill” come, we wondered, for we knew that he was out
on twenty-thousand-dollar bail and under sentence of twenty years’
imprisonment. Was it possible that he had jumped his bond? Sasha
was inclined to believe it; he had lost faith in Bill since 1914, when
the latter had shown himself weak-kneed during the free-speech
fights that Sasha had conducted in New York. I defended Bill hotly,
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Once more the geniuses of the Soviet circus had scored over Bar-
num and Bailey. Indeed, western Europe would no more dare say
that political liberties were extinct in the Communist State, or that
the Soviet Government did not welcome the co-operation of all par-
ties in the crucial hour of famine.

After the glad tidings had been heralded abroad and generous aid
found in the American Relief Administration, the love-feast came
to a sudden end. The alliance was declared off, the bride not merely
jilted, but even thrown into the Cheka jail. The members of the “Citi-
zens’ Committee” were again denounced as counter-revolutionary,
and its leaders exiled to distant parts of the country. Vera Figner
was spared, but she refused the honour. She went to the Cheka and
demanded to share the fate of her co-workers, but the Government
did not think it wise to touch her for fear of the storm of indignation
that would have been raised abroad.

President Kalinin, of Kronstadt infamy, travelled in a train de luxe,
with carloads of Lenin’s wisdom, and royally entertained a host of
foreign correspondents. The world was to learn how solicitous the
Soviet State was of its afflicted people.

The actual workers of the relief, however, were the foreign bodies
that had meantime organized their aid. The workers of Russia and
the majority of the non-Communist population were performing
superhuman labour to succour the famine-stricken districts. The in-
telligentsia accomplished miracles. In their capacity as physicians,
nurses, and distributors of supplies scores of them sacrificed them-
selves. Many died of exposure and infection, and a number were
even killed by the dark and crazed people whom they had come to
help. With millions of lives devoured by the famine, the loss of a
few hundred bourgeois was hardly worth noticing by the Govern-
ment. It was more important for the world revolution that the Soviet
régime suddenly discovered the wealth contained in the churches.
It could have been confiscated before without much protest from
the peasantry. But now the expropriation of the Church treasures
added fuel to the fires of hate which the dictatorship had engen-
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I remain behind to plead the meaning of his deed and its message
throughout the country.

Every word he said beat upon my brain like a sledgehammer. The
longer he talked, the more conscious I became of the terrible fact
that he had no need of me in his last great hour. The realization
swept away everything else — message, Cause, duty, propaganda.
What meaning could these things have compared with the force
that had made Sasha flesh of my flesh and blood of my blood from
the moment that I had heard his voice and felt the grip of his hand
at our first meeting? Had our three years together shown him so
little of my soul that he could tell me calmly to go on living after he
had been blown to pieces or strangled to death? Is not true love —
not ordinary love, but the love that longs to share to the uttermost
with the beloved — is it not more compelling than aught else? Those
Russians had known it, Jessie Helfmann and Sophia Perovskaya;
they had gone with their men in life and in death. I could do no
less.

“T will go with you, Sasha,” I cried; “I must go with you! I know
that as a woman I can be of help. I could gain access to Frick easier
than you. I could pave the way for your act. Besides, I simply must
go with you. Do you understand, Sasha?”

We had a feverish week. Sasha’s experiments took place at night
when everybody was asleep. While Sasha worked, I kept watch. I
lived in dread every moment for Sasha, for our friends in the flat,
the children, and the rest of the tenants. What if anything should
go wrong — but, then, did not the end justify the means? Our end
was the sacred cause of the oppressed and exploited people. It was
for them that we were going to give our lives. What if a few should
have to perish? — the many would be made free and could live in
beauty and in comfort. Yes, the end in this case justified the means.

After we had paid our fare from Worcester to New York we had
about sixty dollars left. Twenty had already been used up since our
arrival. The material Sasha bought for the bomb had cost a good
deal and we still had another week in New York. Besides, I needed a
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dress and shoes, which, together with the fare to Pittsburgh, would
amount to fifty dollars. I realized with a start that we required a
large sum of money. I knew no one who could give us so much; be-
sides, I could never tell him the purpose. After days of canvassing
in the scorching July heat I succeeded in collecting twenty-five dol-
lars. Sasha finished his preparatory work and went to Staten Island
to test the bomb. When he returned, I could tell by his expression
that something terrible had happened. I learned soon enough; the
bomb had not gone off.

Sasha said it was due either to the wrong chemical directions or
to the dampness of the dynamite. The second bomb, having been
made from the same material, would most likely also fail. A week’s
work and anxiety and forty precious dollars wasted! What now?
We had no time for lamentations or regrets; we had to act quickly.

Johann Most, of course. He was the logical person to go to. He
had constantly propagated the doctrine of individual acts; every one
of his articles and speeches was a direct call to the Tat. He would be
glad to learn that someone in America had come forward at last to
commit a heroic act. Most was certainly aware of the heinous crime
of Frick: the Freiheit had pointed him out as the responsible person.
Most would help.

Sasha resented the suggestion. He said it had been evident from
Most’s behaviour since his release from Blackwell’s Island that he
wanted nothing more to do with us. He was too bitter over our
affiliation with the Group Autonomie.1 knew Sasha was right. While
Most was in the penitentiary, I had written repeatedly to him, but
he never replied. Since he had come out, he had not asked to see
me. [ knew he was living with Helen, that she was with child; and I
had no right to break in on their life. Yes, Sasha was right, the gulf
had grown too wide.

I recalled that Peukert and one of his friends had been given
charge of a small legacy recently left by a comrade. Among the
latter’s effects a paper was found authorizing Peukert to use the
money and a gun for propaganda purposes. I had known the man
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crazy pattern of Soviet life, the famine suddenly loomed across the
land; want and death spread through the Volga region and threat-
ened the rest of the country. The Soviet Government had known for
two months that millions were likely to perish unless immediate
steps for relief were taken. Agricultural specialists and economists
had warned the authorities of the impending calamity. They had
frankly declared that the main cause of the situation was ineffi-
ciency, mismanagement, and bureaucratic corruption. Instead of
setting the Soviet machinery to work to relieve the calamity, to ac-
quaint the public with the situation and rouse it to the danger, the
report of the specialists had been suppressed.

The few non-Communists who knew of it were powerless to do
anything. We were among the latter. In the heyday of our faith in
the Bolsheviki we should have knocked at the door of every leader
and given our help in relief work. We had learned better since Kro-
nstadt. Nevertheless we informed the Left elements accessible to
us of the threatened calamity and begged to be permitted to join
in a campaign to succour the famine-stricken. They hastened to
offer suggestions and aid to the Government, but it was declined.
The Right wing was given a more favourable reception. Apart from
Vera Figner, who had joined that group out of human interest,
most of the others were Constitutional Democrats who had bitterly
fought the October Revolution. They had repeatedly been arrested
as counter-revolutionists, but now they were accepted with open
arms as the “Citizens’ Committee.” Every facility was given them in
their work: a building, telephones, typists, and the right to publish
a paper. Two numbers appeared, the first containing an appeal by
Patriarch Tikhon, who called upon his flock to contribute their do-
nations to him since he would be responsible for their distribution.
The irony of this love-feast between the avant-garde of the prole-
tariat and its enemies was demonstrated by the Bulletin the latter
issued. It was nothing else than the resurrected old Vyedomosty, the
blackest reactionary sheet of the tsarist régime, which it resembled
in every detail save in name. It was now called Pomoshch (Aid).
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a pushcart for a hearse. The delay had been due to the difficulty of
getting an order for the coffin and a burial certificate.

The Nep flourished, and the inspired, flocking to the holy grail,
were assured that the proletariat was in full control and that money
was no more needed in Soviet Russia because the workers had free
access to the best the land produced. A large contingent of the de-
vout believers from America had confidingly turned over to the re-
ception committee on the border all their possessions. In Moscow
they were packed like sardines in common quarters, given a small
ration of bread and soup, and left to their fate. Within a month
two children of the group died of undernourishment and infection.
The men became despondent, the women ill, one of them going in-
sane from anxiety about her children and the shock of the condi-
tions she had found in Russia. Our friend, little Bobby, his hopes
already shattered, came to tell us of the case on the very day when
another woman and her two children had walked two miles from
the Moscow station to lay their tragedy at our door. Mrs. Konosse-
vich, her husband, their fourteen-year-old daughter and little boy
had been deported from America after they had experienced a dose
of Mitchell Palmer’s régime. They came to Russia with high enthu-
siasm in their hearts, though not quite so credulous as the others
who had been deported with them. They had heard that Russia was
naked and starved and they decided to distribute their possessions
among the needy. Two weeks later Konossevich, together with his
family, were taken off the train on their way to their native village
in the Ukraine. He was accused of being a Makhnovets. He had
just arrived from the States, where he had been maltreated and de-
ported for his pro-Soviet stand, he explained to the Cheka, and he
had never even heard of Makhno. His protests did not help. He was
arrested, his baggage confiscated, and his wife and two children left
at the station without enough money to exist a week.

It was at any rate work for us to try to save the wife of one com-
rade from going mad, to find work for Mrs. Konossevich, and to
rescue her husband from probable execution. Over and above this
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and I was sure he would have approved of our plan. And Peukert?
He was not, like Most, an outspoken champion of individual revolu-
tionary deeds, but he could not fail to see the significance of an act
against Frick. He would surely want to help. It would be a wonder-
ful opportunity for him to silence for ever the current suspicions
and doubts about him.

I sought him out the following evening. He refused his aid point-
blank. He could not give me the money, much less the gun, he de-
clared, unless he knew for whom and for what. I struggled against
the disclosure, but, fearing that all might be lost if I failed to get
the money, I finally told him it was for an act on the life of Frick,
though I did not mention who was to commit the act. He agreed
that such a deed would prove of propagandistic value; but he said
that he would have to consult the other members of his group be-
fore he could give me what I asked. I could not consent to having
so many people know about the plan. They would be sure to spread
the news, and it would get to the ears of the press. More than these
considerations was the distinct feeling that Peukert did not want to
have anything to do with the matter. It bore out my first impression
of the man: he was not made of the stuff of heroes or martyrs.

I did not have to tell the boys of my failure. It was written on my
face. Sasha said that the act must be carried out, no matter how we
got the money. It was now clear that the two of us would not be
able to go. I would have to listen to his plea and let him go alone.
He reiterated his faith in me and in my strength and assured me of
the great joy I had given him when I insisted upon going with him
to Pittsburgh. “But,” he said, “we are too poor. Poverty is always
a deciding factor in our actions. Besides, we are merely dividing
our labours, each doing what he is best fitted for” He was not an
agitator; that was my field, and it would be my task to interpret
his act to the people. I cried out against his arguments, though I
felt their force. We had no money. I knew that he would go in any
event; nothing would stop him, of that I was certain.
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Our whole fortune consisted of fifteen dollars. That would take
Sasha to Pittsburgh, buy some necessaries, and still leave him a dol-
lar for the first day’s food and lodging. Our Allegheny comrades
Nold and Bauer, whom Sasha meant to look up, would give him
hospitality for a few days until I could raise more money. Sasha
had decided not to confide his mission to them; there was no need
for it, he felt, and it was never advisable for too many people to be
taken into conspiratorial plans. He would require at least another
twenty dollars for a gun and a suit of clothes. He might be able to
buy the weapon cheap at some pawnshop. I had no idea where I
could get the money, but I knew that I would find it somehow.

Those with whom we were staying were told that Sasha would
leave that evening, but the motive for his departure was not re-
vealed. There was a simple farewell supper, everyone joked and
laughed, and I joined in the gaiety. I strove to be jolly to cheer Sasha,
but it was laughter that masked suppressed sobs. Later we accom-
panied Sasha to the Baltimore and Ohio Station. Our friends kept in
the distance, while Sasha and I paced the platform, our hearts too
full for speech.

The conductor drawled out: “All aboard!” I clung to Sasha. He
was on the train, while I stood on the lower step. His face bent low
to mine, his hand holding me, he whispered: “My sailor girl,” (his
pet name for me), “comrade, you will be with me to the last. You
will proclaim that I gave what was dearest to me for an ideal, for
the great suffering people.”

The train moved. Sasha loosened my hold, gently helping me to
jump off the step. I ran after the vanishing train, waving and call-
ing to him: “Sasha, Sashenka!” The steaming monster disappeared
round the bend and I stood glued, straining after it, my arms out-
stretched for the precious life that was being snatched away from
me.

I woke up with a very clear idea of how I could raise the money
for Sasha. I would go on the street. I lay wondering how such a
notion could have come to me. I recollected Dostoyevsky’s Crime
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for a hole to live in, a bit of calico or medicine for their sick fam-
ily or even a coffin for their dead. This was no hallucination of my
exhausted brain. It was one of the many ghastly realities. One such
case was related to me by Angelica Balabanoff. She had been sent
back to a little room in the National and completely divested of her
Soviet functions. 111, disillusioned, and broken, she suffered more
than most of her comrades from the latest somersault of her idol
Ilich. To see constantly the hungry crowds around the bakeries and
pastry-shops was torture to one who, like Angelica, felt guilty to ac-
cept the gift of even a few biscuits from her Swedish friends. It was
a purgatory which only we, who knew her well, could appreciate.
In a feverish state she told me of the suicide of a friend, a Commu-
nist woman, who had been in the revolutionary ranks for a quarter
of a century. Having heard of quite a number of Communists who
had ended their lives after the new economic policy had been in-
troduced, I thought it was a case of similar nature. But it was not
that, Angelica explained. Her comrade had shot herself in the hope
that her violent death would call attention to the plight of her son,
who was ill in a hospital. She had lost one son at the revolutionary
front. The second, a mere lad, was tubercular and the commissar
had notified the mother that her boy had overstayed his time in the
hospital and that she would have to take him home. She had tried
to get an order for a room in the National, where the boy would be
assured some comfort. Failing in that, she had decided to die so that
her shot might induce the Party Executive Committee to secure a
room for her child. “The poor creature must have been insane,”
protested. Angelica assured me that the woman had been quite in
her mind, but she had been unable to see her son die like a dog. The
horror of it had completely overtaken Angelica on the day of the
burial. She had gone with a comrade to the cemetery by the last
request of their dead friend. No one else was there, nor the body of
the deceased. Angelica was near a collapse and her escort insisted
on turning back. On the way they met two Communist women with
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pale-faced and faint with hunger, their eyes bulging with craving
for the miracle displayed in the show-window, luxuries they had
not seen in years. “Where do these things come from?” a woman
protested as I was passing there. “A little while ago it was danger-
ous to have a bit of white bread in one’s possession. And look at
this. Look at those loaves of fine cake! Is it for this that we have
made the Revolution?” she moaned. “T thought we were through
with the bourgeoisie,” a man cried; “look at them going in and out
of the place! What are they and who are they?” The crowd took up
the refrain, and some clenched their fists. “Go on now, disperse!”
came the order of a militiamen on guard at the store. The sacred
rights of property had to be protected.

A store on the Tverskaya that had been closed for three years
now opened its doors with a large stock of choice fruit, caviar, fowl,
and other things one would not have believed existed in Russia. The
crowd that gathered outside seemed too overwhelmed to realize
what it was all about. It was a brazen challenge to their hunger.
Their amazement soon turned to indignation and loud resentment.
Those nearest rushed into the store, the rest following. But Lenin’s
good business man was prepared. Guards had been stationed inside
to meet such an emergency. They did their duty. They were the only
force in Soviet Russia that worked efficiently.

The Nep spread. The hour of the new bourgeoisie had arrived. No
further need to worry about Sovietsky soup or rations with such
an assortment of delicacies on hand. No further anxiety to hide
the loot taken from the predecessors of the new privileged class.
I could hardly trust my eyes when at the Stanislavsky First Studio I
met a number of women dressed in velvet and silks, wearing costly
shawls, and bedecked with jewelry. Why not? The Sovietsky ladies
knew how to appreciate fine clothes, even if they were somewhat
crumpled from their hiding-places and not exactly in keeping with
the latest Parisian fashions!

The grey and drab continued, however, among the masses, wear-
ing out their already depleted strength in the long wait for an order
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and Punishment, which had made a profound impression on me, es-
pecially the character of Sonya, Marmeladov’s daughter. She had
become a prostitute in order to support her little brothers and sis-
ters and to relieve her consumptive stepmother of worry. I visioned
Sonya as she lay on her cot, face to the wall, her shoulders twitch-
ing. I could almost feel the same way. Sensitive Sonya could sell her
body; why not I? My cause was greater than hers. It was Sasha —
his great deed — the people. But should I be able to do it, to go with
strange men — for money? The thought revolted me. I buried my
face in the pillow to shut out the light. “Weakling, coward,” an inner
voice said. “Sasha is giving his life, and you shrink from giving your
body, miserable coward!” It took me several hours to gain control
of myself. When I got out of bed my mind was made up.

My main concern now was whether I could make myself attrac-
tive enough to men who seek out girls on the street. I stepped over
to the mirror to inspect my body. I looked tired, but my complexion
was good. I should need no make-up. My curly blond hair showed
off well with my blue eyes. Too large in the hips for my age, I
thought; I was just twenty-three. Well, I came from Jewish stock.
Besides, I would wear a corset and I should look taller in high heels
(I had never worn either before).

Corsets, slippers with high heels, dainty underwear — where
should I get money for it all? I had a white linen dress, trimmed with
Caucasian embroidery. I could get some soft flesh-coloured material
and sew the underwear myself. I knew the stores on Grand Street
carried cheap goods.

I dressed hurriedly and went in search of the servant in the apart-
ment who had shown a liking for me, and she lent me five dollars
without any question. I started off to make my purchases. When I
returned, I locked myself in my room. I would see no one. I was
busy preparing my outfit and thinking of Sasha. What would he
say? Would he approve? Yes, I was sure he would. He had always
insisted that the end justified the means, that the true revolutionist
will not shrink from anything to serve the Cause.
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Saturday evening, July 16, 1892, I walked up and down Four-
teenth Street, one of the long procession of girls I had so often seen
plying their trade. I felt no nervousness at first, but when I looked
at the passing men and saw their vulgar glances and their manner
of approaching the women, my heart sank. I wanted to take flight,
run back to my room, tear off my cheap finery, and scrub myself
clean. But a voice kept on ringing in my ears: “You must hold out;
Sasha — his act — everything will be lost if you fail”

I continued my tramp, but something stronger than my reason
would compel me to increase my pace the moment a man came
near me. One of them was rather insistent, and I fled. By eleven
o’clock I was utterly exhausted. My feet hurt from the high heels,
my head throbbed. I was close to tears from fatigue and disgust with
my inability to carry out what I had come to do.

I made another effort. I stood on the corner of Fourteenth Street
and Fourth Avenue, near the bank building. The first man that in-
vited me — I would go with him, I had decided. A tall, distinguished
looking person, well dressed, came close. “Let’s have a drink, little
girl,” he said. His hair was white, he appeared to be about sixty, but
his face was ruddy. “All right,” I replied. He took my arm and led me
to a wine house on Union Square which Most had often frequented
with me. “Not here!” I almost screamed; “please, not here.” I led him
to the back entrance of a saloon on Thirteenth Street and Third Av-
enue. | had once been there in the afternoon for a glass of beer. It
had been clean and quiet then.

That night it was crowded, and with difficulty we secured a ta-
ble. The man ordered drinks. My throat felt parched and I asked for
a large glass of beer. Neither of us spoke. I was conscious of the
man’s scrutiny of my face and body. I felt myself growing resentful.
Presently he asked: “You’re a novice in the business, aren’t you?”
“Yes, this is my first time — but how did you know?” “I watched
you as you passed me,” he replied. He told me that he had noticed
my haunted expression and my increased pace the moment a man
came near me. He understood then that I was inexperienced; what-
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had indeed been terminated, even the Kronstadt front. The only one
left was Karelia and General Slaschov-Krimsky was attending to
that. Civil strife was at an end. The time had come for the hopes of
Alsberg to be fulfilled: free speech, free press, and amnesty for the
thousands of politicals in Soviet prisons. “Where are they, Henry?”
I once asked him; “where are the liberties you had expected from
Lenin and his party?” He was intellectually too honest to deny that
he was haunted by Kronstadt, as all of us were, and oppressed by the
wholesale arrests of the politicals and their inhuman treatment. His
lack of clarity about the nature, meaning, and purpose of the Social
Revolution was his trouble. He remained the knight-errant, blaming
the Revolution, the backwardness of the country and its people, the
interventionists, and the blockade for every crime that was inherent
in the dictatorship, in the mania for power to subjugate everybody
and everything for the greater glory of that cold monster the Com-
munist State. His attitude sometimes taxed my patience, but never
my affection for our easy-going, good-natured friend. Nor did it af-
fect the bonds of our fellowship. In Bolshevik Russia perhaps more
than anywhere else one had to laugh sometimes to keep back one’s
tears.

On one of his last calls at our place Henry again brought a large
bundle of clothing. “Well,” he drawled to Sasha, “if Lenin can be-
come a shopkeeper, why not also Alexander Berkman?” “Sure,
Sasha replied, “it is kosher now, only I beat Lenin to it. I traded
things while we were in the Ukraine before the pope in the Krem-
lin gave it his benediction.” “You forget,” I interjected, “that you en-
gaged in trade as a ‘speculator and bandit. Lenin does it in the holy
name of Karl Marx. That’s the difference.”

Yes, therein was the difference. The unfortunates in the market
in front of the National Hotel had given way to a large pastry shop.
It was stacked with fresh loaves of white bread, cake, and pyroshky.
The owner, perhaps not a Communist, was a business man accord-
ing to Lenin’s own heart. He knew how to attract customers. The
place was crowded and business brisk. Outside stood the rabble,
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and Louise was young and greedy for life. No wonder she aroused
the misgivings and censure of her husband’s comrades. She pow-
dered her nose and rouged her lips and she was careful of her fig-
ure. Such heresies in Soviet Russia! Perhaps Louise had never been
a Communist, but only the wife of one. Why might she not go her
own way, I pleaded in her defence. That was grist to the Commu-
nist ascetics. I was a bourzhouy like Louise and others of her kind,
they charged, always championing individual rights when there
was only one purpose — the dictatorship and its aims.

Louise asked me to go with her to Stanislavsky for an interview.
I was glad of the chance to meet the man whose great art and
that of his group had often lifted me out of the drab reality. Lu-
nacharsky had given me a letter of introduction to him as well as
to Nemirovich-Danchenko on my first visit to Moscow. They had
both been ill at the time, and since then Russia’s wave had swept
over me.

We found Stanislavsky among mountains of trunks, boxes, and
bags. His studio had again been requisitioned. It had happened so
many times before that he no longer minded it any more than his
periodic house arrests, he told us. He felt much more discouraged
about the poverty of the Russian drama. Nothing of any merit dur-
ing the past four years, he said. The growth of a dramatic artist
depends on the living source of creative art; when that is dried up,
the greatest must needs become sterile. He was not despairing, he
hastily added; no one could despair who knew the treasures of the
Russian soil and soul. From Gogol to Chekhov, Gorki, and Andreyev
the line has apparently broken, but is not entirely lost. The future
will prove that, Stanislavsky prophesied.

The visitor closest to us was Henry Alsberg. He came often, some-
how divining the moments when we were alone. He was always
laden with gifts to replenish our larder, and his ready wit and fine
human qualities helped dispel our gloom. Henry no longer talked
about the great political changes that would follow when the fronts
should be liquidated. Since he had returned to Russia, every front
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ever might have been the reason that brought me to the street, he
knew it was not mere looseness or love of excitement. “But thou-
sands of girls are driven by economic necessity,” I blurted out. He
looked at me in surprise. “Where did you get that stuff?” I wanted
to tell him all about the social question, about my ideas, who and
what I was, but I checked myself. I must not disclose my identity: it
would be too dreadful if he should learn that Emma Goldman, the
anarchist, had been found soliciting on Fourteenth Street. What a
juicy story it would make for the press!

He said he was not interested in economic problems and did not
care what the reason was for my actions. He only wanted to tell me
that there was nothing in prostitution unless one had the knack for
it. “You haven’t got it, that’s all there is to it,” he assured me. He
took out a ten-dollar bill and put it down before me. “Take this and
go home,” he said. “But why should you give me money if you don’t
want me to go with you?” I asked. “Well, just to cover the expenses
you must have had to rig yourself out like that,” he replied; “your
dress is awfully nice, even if it does not go with those cheap shoes
and stockings.” I was too astounded for speech.

I had met two categories of men: vulgarians and idealists. The for-
mer would never have let an opportunity pass to possess a woman
and they would give her no other thought save sexual desire. The
idealists stoutly defended the equality of the sexes, at least in theory,
but the only men among them who practiced what they preached
were the Russian and Jewish radicals. This man, who had picked me
up on the street and who was now with me in the back of a saloon,
seemed an entirely new type. He interested me. He must be rich.
But would a rich man give something for nothing? The manufac-
turer Garson came to my mind; he would not even give me a small
raise in wages.

Perhaps this man was one of those soul-savers I had read about,
people who were always cleansing New York City of vice. I asked
him. He laughed and said he was not a professional busybody. If he
had thought that I really wanted to be on the street, he would not
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have cared. “Of course, I may be entirely mistaken,” he added, “but
I don’t mind. Just now I am convinced that you are not intended to
be a streetwalker, and that even if you do succeed, you will hate it
afterwards.” If he were not convinced of it, he would take me for his
mistress. “For always?” I cried. “There you are!” he replied; “you are
scared by the mere suggestion and yet you hope to succeed on the
street. You're an awfully nice kid, but you’re silly, inexperienced,
childish.” “T was twenty-three last month,” I protested, resentful of
being treated like a child. “You are an old lady,” he said with a grin,
“but even old folks can be babes in the woods. Look at me; I'm sixty
one and I often do foolish things” “Like believing in my innocence,
for instance,” I retorted. The simplicity of his manner pleased me.
I asked for his name and address so as to be able to return his ten
dollars some day. But he refused to give them to me. He loved mys-
teries, he said. On the street he held my hand for a moment, and
then we turned in opposite directions.

That night I tossed about for hours. My sleep was restless; my
dreams were of Sasha, Frick, Homestead, Fourteenth Street, and the
affable stranger. Long after waking the next morning the dream pic-
tures persisted. Then my eye caught my little purse on the table. I
jumped up, opened it with trembling hands — it did contain the ten
dollars! It had actually happened, then!

On Monday a short note arrived from Sasha. He had met Carl
Nold and Henry Bauer, he wrote. He had set the following Saturday
for his act, provided I could send some money he needed at once.
He was sure I would not fail him. I was a little disappointed by the
letter. Its tone was cold and perfunctory, and I wondered how the
stranger would write to the woman he loved. With a start I shook
myself free. It was crazy to have such thoughts when Sasha was
preparing to take a life and lose his own in the attempt. How could
I think of that stranger and Sasha in the same breath? I must get
more money for my boy.

I would wire Helena for fifteen dollars. I had not written my dear
sister for many weeks, and I hated to ask her for money, knowing
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to find her in poor health and underfed. I had inquired whether she
was receiving the academic ration which, though not plentiful, was
enough to live on. Vera Nikolayevna was too proud to ask for it and
she had been overlooked, Shakol informed me. Lunacharsky, whom
I had gone to see about the matter, was as indignant as I. He had
known nothing about it and he immediately ordered the ration for
Vera Figner. Now she looked better and younger. Despite her almost
four score years, she was still a figure to feast one’s eye upon, much
of her former beauty being left, the beauty that had inspired poets.
Equally marvellous was her spirit after twenty-two years spent in
the Schlusselburg Fortress and the years of struggle since the Rus-
sian drama unfolded itself before her. Gracious of manner, witty,
and with infinite humanity, Vera Nikolayevna held us rapt by her
reminiscences of the heroic revolutionary epoch, the comrades of
the Narodnaya Volva period and their extraordinary fortitude and
daring. They were the real precursors of anarchism, Vera thought,
wholly dedicated to its realization by the masses, and without least
thought of self. She had known almost all of them and her tribute
reflected her own pure vision and grandeur, especially when she
spoke of Sophie Perovskaya, the high priestess of the most signifi-
cant revolutionary epoch in the world. Vera’s narrative always re-
newed my hope that what had been might come again to life in our
Matushka Rossiya.

An unexpected arrival from America was our old friend Bob
Robins, of the quaint auto-house and the anti-Semitic dog. He also
had “got religion” — Russia was in his blood. He had cut loose from
his affiliations, comrades, and friends in the United States, and, tak-
ing his savings of years, he had come to the home of the soviets
to help in its labours and to glory in its gains. His wife, Lucy, had
chosen the smoother and safer way of the American Federation of
Labor. Bobby was a strong link with our past. Poignantly real for
a while, it was soon again overshadowed by the black clouds in
the Russian sky. Louise Bryant suddenly appeared, no longer grief-
stricken and in despair. Seven months had passed since Jack’s death,
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to deliver our message to our people in America and to tell them
frankly of the situation. Most of them either had not done so or had
misquoted us. No wonder Stella and Fitzi still kept writing enthu-
siastically about our wonderful opportunity for activity in Russia.
Henry was absolutely dependable; we must wait until he saw our
comrades in Germany. Sasha agreed, though reluctantly. He would
find no more peace with Kronstadt on his mind, he said.

I shared his grief, as indeed did all our people and nearly every-
one else who still had revolutionary fibre left. Our place in Moscow
became the oasis for our comrades, as well as for others outside
of our ranks. They came at all hours of the day and even late at
night, hungry, spiritless, in black despair. The meals intended for
ourselves and perhaps for one or two invited guests had to perform
the miracle of Christ’s loaves for the many who would drift in by
the time we sat down to eat. To assure them that there was enough
to go round I had to invent all kinds of reasons for my poor appetite:
headaches, stomach trouble, and the vice of cooks who always have
their pick of the best before the meal is served. I minded the faint-
ness that would sometimes overcome me much less than the lack of
privacy. But these people had no other place to go, nowhere where
they might feel at home or free to communicate their troubled spirit.
It was the only service we could render and we did so out of the
fullness of our hearts.

We had other guests not quite so wearing, though no less dis-
tressed by the travail of their native land. Alexandra Shakol, our
secretary of the expedition, arrived for a short stay in Moscow. It
was good to see her again, to exchange thoughts with her, and to
help dispel her gloom by treating her to the most cherished delicacy,
goggle-moggle, as she called it (egg-nog), which she considered the
acme of bliss.

Through Shakol we were able to renew our acquaintance with
Vera Nikolayevna Figner, one of the loftiest figures in the pioneer
revolutionary movement known as the Narodnaya Volya (the Peo-
ple’s Will). I had met her the previous year and had been shocked
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how poor she was. It seemed criminal. Finally I wired her that I had
been taken ill and needed fifteen dollars. I knew that nothing would
prevent her from getting the money if she thought that I was ill. But
a sense of shame oppressed me, as once before, in St. Petersburg,
when I had deceived her.

I received the money from Helena by wire. I sent twenty dollars
to Sasha and returned the five I had borrowed for my finery.
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Chapter 9

Since our return to New York I had not been able to look for
work. The tension of the weeks since Sasha’s departure, my desper-
ate struggle against letting him go alone, my street adventure, to-
gether with the misery I felt for having deceived Helena, completely
upset me. My condition was aggravated now by the agonizing wait
for Saturday, July 23, the date set by Sasha for his act. I grew restless
and aimlessly walked about in the July heat, spending the evenings
in Zum Groben Michel, the nights at Sachs’s café.

In the early afternoon of Saturday, July 23, Fedya rushed into
my room with a newspaper. There it was, in large black let-
ters: “YOUNG MAN BY THE NAME OF ALEXANDER BERGMAN
SHOOTS FRICK — ASSASSIN OVERPOWERED BY WORKING-
MEN AFTER DESPERATE STRUGGLE”

Working-men, working-men overpowering Sasha? The paper
was lying! He did the act for the working-men; they would never
attack him.

Hurriedly we secured all the afternoon editions. Every one had a
different description, but the main fact stood out — our brave Sasha
had committed the act! Frick was still alive, but his wounds were
considered fatal. He would probably not survive the night. And
Sasha — they would kill him. They were going to kill him, I was
sure of it. Was I going to let him die alone? Should I go on talking
while he was being butchered? I must pay the same price as he — I
must stand the consequences — I must share the responsibility!

I had read in the Freiheit that Most was to lecture that evening
before the German Anarchist Local No. 1. “He will surely speak of
Sasha’s act,” I said to Fedya. “We must go to the meeting.”
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ther justification for our stand. Besides, we had definitely decided
to leave Russia.

In the first weeks of Sasha’s anguish that followed the massacre
of Kronstadt I had not dared to mention the idea of definitely leav-
ing Russia that had come to me during the siege. I feared it might
add to his agony. Later, when he had bravely pulled himself to-
gether, I broached the subject to him, not at all sure that he would
want to go, but certain that I could not leave him behind under
the murderous regime. I was therefore immensely relieved to find
that Sasha had spent many sleepless nights brooding over the same
idea. After we had discussed every possibility for making our lives
count for more than mere existences in Russia, we had come to
the conclusion that no word nor act of ours would be of value to
the Revolution or to our movement or of the least help to our per-
secuted comrades. We might proclaim from the market-place the
anti-revolutionary nature of Bolshevism, or we might hurl our lives
against Lenin, Trotsky, and Zinoviev and go down with them. Far
from serving our cause or the interest of the masses by such an
act, we should be merely aiding the dictatorship. Its skilful propa-
ganda would drag our names through the mire and brand us before
the world as traitors, counter-revolutionists, and bandits. Nor could
we continue gagged and chained. Therefore we decided to go. Once
Sasha was clear that there was nothing vital for us to do in Russia,
with the Revolution crushed by the iron hand of dictatorship, he
insisted on our leaving soon and illegally. We should not be given
passports, he said. Why, then, keep up the torture? Leave Russia
like thieves in the night, I protested, Russia that had promised the
furfilment of our hopes? I could not do that, not until we had tried
other means. I pleaded that we should get in touch with our com-
rades abroad to find out what country would admit us. Syndicalist
delegates were sure to attend the Congress of the Red Trade Union
International to be held in July in Moscow. We might entrust a mes-
sage to them, or still better to Henry Alsberg, who was about to
leave Russia. He would not be like the others who had promised
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set-back it had received through the intervention of the politicals.
Hence the night assault of April 25.

Repeated inquiries by the Moscow Soviet about the fate of the
three hundred Mensheviki, Socialist-Revolutionists, and Anarchists
forcibly removed from the Butirky elicited the information that they
had been distributed among the Orlov, Yaroslavl, and Vladimir pris-
ons.

Shortly after the raid students of the Moscow University
protested in an open meeting against the horrors of April 25. The
initiators were promptly arrested, the university closed, and the stu-
dents, who had come from different parts of Russia, given three
days to return to their native places. The official explanation given
for these drastic measures was lack of rations. The young people
declared that they would do without them if permitted to continue
their studies. But they were ordered to leave just the same. A short
time later the university was opened again. “Henceforth no political
activities of any kind will be tolerated,” declared Preobrazhensky,
Dean of the university. Dropping professors from the faculty and
suspending students if they dared to protest had been a daily occur-
rence. Only the public did not know about it. After Kronstadt and
the New Economic Policy the academic gag became more severe
and quite unashamed; it ceased to be a star-chamber proceeding.
Alexey Borovoy, a well-known anarchist and professor of philoso-
phy, who had been free to teach in the Moscow University during
the regime of the Tsar, was forced to resign under the Bolshevik
dictatorship. His offence consisted in that the students attended his
classes en masse and heard him gladly.

The arrested students were exiled, among them even girls of the
age of seventeen and eighteen, charged with belonging to a circle
that was studying the works of Kropotkin. In view of the situation
it was almost childish to think that the Bolsheviki would hesitate
to lay hands on the Peter Kropotkin Museum. But most of the com-
mittee members refused to be convinced. Sasha and I needed no fur-

1056

I had not seen Most for a year. He now looked aged; Blackwell’s
Island had left its mark. He spoke in his usual manner, but Sasha’s
act he mentioned only at the end, in a casual way. “The papers re-
port the attempt on the life of Frick by a young man by the name
of Bergman,” he said. “It is probably the usual newspaper fake. It
must be some crank or perhaps Frick’s own man, to create sym-
pathy for him. Frick knows that public opinion is against him. He
needs something to turn the tide in his favour”

I did not believe my own ears. I sat dumbfounded, fixedly star-
ing at Most. He was drunk, of course, I thought. I looked about me
and saw surprise on many faces. Some in the audience seemed im-
pressed by what he had said. I noticed several suspicious-looking
men near the exits; detectives, evidently.

When Most finished, I demanded the floor. I spoke scathingly of
a lecturer who dared come before the public in a drunken condition.
Or was Most sober, I demanded, and merely afraid of the detectives?
Why did he invent the ridiculous story about Frick’s “own man”?
Did he not know who “Bergman” was?

Objections and protests began to be heard and soon the uproar be-
came so great that I had to stop. Most descended from the platform;
he would not answer me. Sick at heart, I left with Fedya. We noticed
two men following us. For several hours we zigzagged through the
streets, finally succeeding in losing them. We walked to Park Row,
there to wait for the Sunday morning papers.

In feverish excitement we read the detailed story about the “as-
sassin Alexander Berkman.” He had forced his way into Frick’s pri-
vate office on the heels of the Negro porter who had taken in his
card. He had immediately opened fire, and Frick had fallen to the
ground with three bullets in his body. The first to come to his aid,
the paper said, was his assistant Leishman, who was in the office
at the time. Working-men, engaged on a carpenter job in the build-
ing, rushed in, and one of them felled Berkman to the ground with
a hammer. At first they thought Frick dead. Then a cry was heard
from him. Berkman had crawled over and got near enough to strike
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Frick with a dagger in the thigh. After that he was pounded into
unconsciousness. He came to in the station-house, but he would
answer no questions. One of the detectives grew suspicious about
the appearance of Berkman'’s face and he nearly broke the young
man’s jaw trying to open his mouth. A peculiar capsule was found
hidden there. When asked what it was, Berkman replied with defi-
ant contempt: “Candy.” On examination it proved to be a dynamite
cartridge. The police were sure of conspiracy. They were now look-
ing for the accomplices, especially for “a certain Bakhmetov, who
had registered at one of the Pittsburgh hotels”

I felt that, on the whole, the newspaper accounts were correct.
Sasha had taken a poisoned dagger with him. “In case the revolver
like the bomb, fails to work,” he had said. Yes, the dagger was poi-
soned — nothing could save Frick. I was certain that the papers lied
when they said that Sasha had fired at Leishman. I remembered how
determined he was that no one except Frick should suffer, and I
could not believe that working-men would come to the assistance
of Frick, their enemy.

In the Group Autonomie I found everybody elated over Sasha’s
act. Peukert reproached me for not having told him for whom I
wanted the money and the gun. I waved him aside. He was a weak-
kneed revolutionist, I told him; I was convinced that he had been
too concerned about himself to respond to my plea. The group de-
cided that the next issue of the Anarchist, its weekly paper, should
be entirely devoted to our brave comrade, Alexander Berkman, and
his heroic deed. I was asked to write an article about Sasha. Except
for a small contribution to the Freiheit upon one occasion, I had
never written for publication before. I was much worried, fearing
I should not be able to do justice to the subject. But after a night’s
struggle and the waste of several pads of paper, I succeeded in writ-
ing an impassioned tribute to “Alexander Berkman, the avenger of
the murdered Homestead men.”

The eulogistic tone of the Anarchist seemed to act on Most like
a red rag on a bull. He had stored up so much antagonism against
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The letter bore out the rumours that had come to us during the
day following the assault. It read:

Concentration Camp, Ryazan

On the night of April 25 we were attacked by Red sol-
diers and armed Chekists and ordered to dress and get
ready to leave the Butirky. Some of the politicals, fear-
ing that they were to be taken to execution, refused
to go and were terribly beaten. The women especially
were maltreated, some of them being dragged down the
stairs by their hair. Many have suffered serious injury.
I myself was so badly beaten that my whole body feels
like one big sore. We were taken out by force in our
night-clothes and thrown into wagons. The comrades
in our group know nothing of the whereabouts of the
rest of the politicals, including Mensheviki, Socialist-
Revolutionists, Anarchists, and Anarcho-Syndicalists.

Ten of us, among them Fanya Baron, have been brought
here. Conditions in this prison are unbearable. No exer-
cise, no fresh air food is scarce and filthy; everywhere
awful dirt, bed-bugs, and lice. We mean to declare a
hunger-strike for better treatment. We have just been
told to get ready with our things. They are going to
send us away again. We don’t know where to.

The reason for the outrage was that the Cheka could not tolerate
the comparative freedom our men had established in the Butirky,
and their organization of classes, lectures, and discussions. Also
the politicals had pleaded for reforms in the treatment of the ordi-
nary prisoners. Constantly locked in their cells, given abominable
food, their excrement-buckets often not emptied for two days, fif-
teen hundred inmates had gone on strike. It had been entirely due
to the politicals that the demands of the unfortunates had been sat-
isfied and the trouble terminated. The Cheka had not forgiven the
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supreme interest in life. It was therefore Kropotkin the anarchist
who should be given first place in a museum dedicated to him. Yet I
could not ignore the importance of Sophie’s part in the project. She
alone had the devotion, the loving patience, the time and freedom
necessary to bring the memorial to life and to watch over its de-
velopment and growth. I pointed out to our comrades that, though
they were still at liberty, they were in danger of arrest by the Cheka
at any moment. How could they undertake to build and keep up
the museum? Even when free, they could not do it. Their daily toil,
added to the consuming task of securing their rations, would leave
them neither time nor strength to accomplish anything for Peter’s
memorial. My part in the project would be limited to an appeal to
our people in the United States, and even that I would make only
because I wanted to help Sophie. I thought it very inconsistent to
have a Kropotkin museum in present-day Russia, nor did I believe
in asking or accepting help for it from the Soviet autocrats.

Sasha agreed to join me in the appeal, but under no circumstances
would he have any further dealings with the men responsible for
the Kronstadt blood bath, for the wholesale persecution of our com-
rades and the night assault on the politicals in the Butirky prison.
The Romanov dynasty, he emphasized, had rarely been guilty of
such a wanton attack on politicals. In the Socialist Republic Chek-
ists and soldiers had fallen upon men and women asleep in their
cells, beat them, dragged the women by the hair down the stairs,
and thrown them into waiting trucks to be sent off no one knew
where. No person with any humanity or revolutionary integrity
could have anything to do with such criminals, Sasha declared pas-
sionately.

It was not often that my comrade was aroused to such a pitch
or showed his indignation, no matter how deeply he felt it. But the
letter we had received from one of the victims of the frightful night
raid had been the last straw to Sasha’s wrath, which had been accu-
mulating for the past two months.
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Sasha, and his bitterness was so great against us for our partici-
pation in the hated Peukert group, that he now began pouring it
out in the Freiheit, not openly, but in an indirect and insidious way.
The following week the Freiheit carried a sharp attack on Frick. But
the Attentat against him was belittled and Sasha made to appear
ludicrous. In his article Most hinted that Sasha had “shot off a toy
pistol” The arrest of Nold and Bauer in Pittsburgh Most condemned
in unmeasured terms, pointing out that they could have had noth-
ing to do with the attempt on Frick, because they had “mistrusted
Berkman from the first”

It was true, of course, that the two comrades knew nothing about
the planned act. Sasha had decided before he left not to tell them,
but I knew that Most had lied when he said that they mistrusted
him. Certainly not Carl Nold; Sasha had written me how friendly
Carl had been to him. It was only Most’s vindictiveness, his desire
to discredit Sasha, that had induced him to write as he did.

It was cruelly disillusioning to find the man I had worshipped,
loved, and believed in prove himself so unspeakably small. What-
ever his personal feelings against Sasha, whom he had always con-
sidered his rival, how could Johann Most, the stormy petrel of my
fancy, attack Sasha? Great bitterness welled up in my heart against
him. I was consumed by the desire to beat back his thrusts, to pro-
claim aloud the purity and idealism of Sasha, to shout it so pas-
sionately that the whole world should hear and know it. Most had
declared war — so be it! I would meet his attacks in the Anarchist.

Meanwhile the daily press carried on a ferocious campaign
against the anarchists. They called for the police to act, to round
up “the instigators, Johann Most, Emma Goldman, and their ilk””
My name had rarely before been mentioned in the papers, but now
it appeared every day in the most sensational stories. The police got
busy; a hunt for Emma Goldman began.

My friend Peppie, with whom I was living, had a flat on Fifth
Street and First Avenue, round the corner from the police station. I
used to pass the latter frequently, going about openly and spending
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considerable time at the headquarters of the Autonomie. Yet the po-
lice seemed unable to find me. One evening, while we were away
at a meeting, the police, having discovered my whereabouts at last,
broke into the flat through the fire-escape and stole everything they
could lay their hands on. My fine collection of revolutionary pam-
phlets and photographs, my entire correspondence, vanished with
them. But they did not find what they came to look for. At the first
mention of my name in the papers I had disposed of the material
left over from Sasha’s experiments. Since the police found nothing
incriminating, they went after Peppie’s servant, but she was too ter-
rorized by the very sight of an officer to give them information. She
stoutly denied that she had ever seen any man in the flat who looked
like the photograph of Sasha which the detectives had shown her.

Two days after the raid the landlord ordered us out of the flat. This
was followed by a more serious blow — Mollock, Peppie’s husband
who was working on Long Island, was kidnapped and spirited away
to Pittsburgh, charged with complicity in Sasha’s act.

Several days after the Attentat militia regiments were marched
into Homestead. The more conscious of the steel-workers opposed
the move, but they were overruled by the conservative labour el-
ement, who foolishly saw in the soldiers protection against new
attacks by Pinkertons. The troops soon proved whom they came to
protect. It was the Carnegie mills, not the Homestead workers.

However, there was one militiamen who was wide awake enough
to see in Sasha the avenger of labour’s wrongs. This brave boy gave
vent to his feelings by calling in the ranks for “three cheers for the
man who shot Frick.” He was court-martialled and strung up by his
thumbs, but he stuck to his cheers. This incident was the one bright
moment in the black and harassing days that followed Sasha’s de-
parture.

After a long, anxious wait a letter came from Sasha. He had been
greatly cheered by the stand of the militiaman, W. L. Iams, he wrote.
It showed that even American soldiers were waking up. Could I not
get in touch with the boy, send him anarchist literature? He would
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exchange for food. In our new mode of living these would go a long
way to keep us above water.

We had not yet adapted ourselves to the process of existence that
the bulk of the non-privileged were forced to undergo. Waylaying
peasants at dawn for a supply of wood, pulling it home on a sleigh,
chopping it with frozen hands, carrying it up three flights of stairs;
then fetching water several times a day from a long distance and
up to our quarters; cooking, washing, and sleeping in a little hall
bedroom, Sasha’s smaller even than mine and never quite warm —
this was bitter hard, at first, and terribly exhausting. My hands were
chapped and swollen, and my spine, never very strong, was full of
aches. My dear friend also suffered a great deal, especially from the
return of his old trouble with his legs, the ligaments of which he
had stretched by his fall in New York and which had crippled him
for a year.

However, physical pain and weariness were as nothing to our
inner liberation — the spiritual release we felt that we no longer
had to ask or accept anything from the powers that had dealt the
final blow to “October” by the slaughter of Kronstadt.

Considering the complete collapse of all the revolutionary pres-
ence of the dictatorship, a Peter Kropotkin museum under its pro-
tection struck me as a direct desecration of his name. Sasha had
also come to see the incongruity of a memorial to Peter within the
citadel of Lenin, Trotsky, and Slaschov-Krimsky. Our Russian com-
rades agreed with us. Still they clung to the idea of the museum as
the only centre of anarchist thought that the Bolsheviki would not
dare lay hands on. Sophie, however, did not want the Kropotkin
museum turned into anarchist headquarters. Her ambition as the
lifelong companion and co-worker of Peter was a testimonial to all
of Peter’s versatile activities — in the fields of science, philosophy,
letters, humanism, and anarchism. While I understood Sophie and
felt with her, I nevertheless had to sustain my comrades in their de-
sire to emphasize the anarchist in Kropotkin. He himself had willed
it so. He had chosen anarchism as his goal, and its exposition as his
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Christs trickling from their hearts. How could one cherish personal
comfort and relief?

On our way to the Leontevsky we ran into a parade more demon-
strative and showy than the usual variety. What was the special oc-
casion, we inquired. Had we just come to Moscow that we were
ignorant of the grand event? Why, it was the return of General
Slaschov-Krimsky that was being celebrated. “What!” cried Sasha
and I in the same breath, “the White General, the Jew-baiter, the
man who had with his own hand snuffed out the lives of Red sol-
diers and Jews, the sworn and relentless enemy of the Revolution?”
The very one, we were assured. He had recanted and had begged to
be readmitted to the fatherland he loved so well, swearing to serve
the Bolsheviki faithfully henceforth. He was now being received
with military honours and féted at the order of the Soviet Govern-
ment by workers, soldiers, and sailors singing revolutionary songs
for the edification of one of the most implacable foes of the Revo-
lution. We walked over to the Red Square to see the spectacle of
Leon Trotsky, the Commissar of the Revolutionary Army of the
Socialist Republic, reviewing his forces before the tsarist general
Slaschov-Krimsky. The grand stand was not far from John Reed’s
grave. Within its shadow Leon Trotsky, the butcher of Kronstadt,
was clasping the blood-stained hand of his comrade Krimsky. A
spectacle indeed to make the gods weep with laughter!

Shortly after this, General Slaschov-Krimsky was ordered to
Karelia, a desolate district in the north, to “liquidate the counter-
revolutionary uprising there.” The simple Karelians, assured of their
right to self-determination, had found the Communist yoke too irk-
some and had naively protested against the abuses they had been
made to suffer. Who more competent to bring the “mutineers” to
reason than General Slaschov-Krimsky?

One solace was left us. We did not have to eat out of the slayer’s
hand. My dear old mother and our friend Henry Alsberg had saved
us from that degradation. Through a friend my mother had sent me
three hundred dollars, and Henry had left Sasha some clothing to
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be a valuable asset to the movement. I was not to worry about him-
self; he was in fine spirits and already preparing his court speech
— not as a defence, he emphasized, but in explanation of his act.
Of course he would have no lawyer; he would represent his own
case as true Russian and other European revolutionists did. Promi-
nent Pittsburgh attorneys had offered their services free of charge,
but he had declined. It was inconsistent for an anarchist to employ
lawyers; I should make his attitude on the matter clear to the com-
rades. What was that about Hans Wurst (our nickname for Most in
order to shield him)? Someone had written him that Most had not
approved of his act. Could it possibly be? How stupid of the authori-
ties to arrest Nold and Bauer! They had known nothing whatsoever
about his act. In fact, he had told them he was leaving for St. Louis
and bidding them goodbye, thereupon taking a hotel room and reg-
istering under the name of Bakhmetov.

I pressed the letter to my heart, covering it with kisses. I knew
how intensely my Sasha felt, although he had said not one word
about his love and his thoughts of me.

I was considerably alarmed about his decision to represent his
own case. I loved his beautiful consistency, but I knew that his En-
glish, like my own, was too poor to be effective in court. I feared
he would have no chance. But Sasha’s wish, now more than ever,
was sacred to me, and I consoled myself with the hope that he
would have a public trial, that I could have his speech translated,
and that we might give the whole proceedings countrywide public-
ity. I wrote him that I agreed with his decision, and that we were
preparing a large meeting where his act would be fully explained
and his motives properly presented. I told him of the enthusiasm
in the Autonomie group and in the ranks of the Jewish comrades;
of the fine stand the socialist Volkszeitung had taken, and of the en-
couraging attitude of the Italian revolutionists. I added that we all
rejoiced over the courage of the young militiaman, but that he was
not the only one who admired Sasha and gloried in his act. I tried to
put the derogatory items that had appeared in the Freiheit as mildly
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as possible; I did not wish him disturbed. Still, it was bitterly hard
to have to admit that Most had justified Sasha’s opinion of him.

We began to prepare for the large meeting on behalf of Sasha.
Joseph Barondess was one of the first to offer his help. Since I had
seen him a year previously, he had been condemned to prison in
connexion with a new cloakmaker strike, but had been pardoned
by the Governor of New York State at the request of union labour
and in response to his own letter asking for a pardon. Dyer D. Lum,
who had been a close friend of Albert Parsons, volunteered to speak;
Saverio Merlino, the brilliant Italian anarchist, then in New York,
would also address the meeting. My spirits rose: Sasha still had true
and devoted comrades.

Our large red posters announcing the mass meeting roused the
ire of the press. Were the authorities not going to interfere? The po-
lice came out with the threat that our gathering would be stopped,
but the appointed evening the audience was so large and looked so
determined that the police did nothing.

I acted as chairman, a new experience for me; but we could get
no one else. The meeting was very spirited, every one of the speak-
ers paying the highest tribute to Sasha and his deed. My hatred of
conditions which compelled idealists to acts of violence made me
cry out in passionate strains the nobility of Sasha, his selflessness,
his consecration to the people.

“Possessed by a fury,” the papers said of my speech the next morn-
ing. How long will this dangerous woman be permitted to go on?”
Ah, if they only knew how I yearned to give up my freedom, to
proclaim loudly my share in the deed — if only they knew!

The new landlord notified Peppie that she would have either to
ask me to move out or vacate. Poor Peppie! She was being made to
suffer for me. When I returned home that night, after a late meeting,
I missed the night key in my bag. I was sure I had put it there in
the morning. Not wishing to wake the janitor, I sat on the stoop
waiting for some tenant to arrive. At last someone came and let me
into the house. When I tried to open the door of Peppie’s apartment,
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The first thing we were asked to do on our return to Moscow
was to sign a manifesto to the Soviet authorities denouncing the
concerted tactics to exterminate our people.

We did so of course, Sasha now as emphatic as I that protests
from within Russia by the handful of politicals still out of prison
were entirely futile. On the other hand, no effective action could
be expected from the Russian masses, even if we could reach them.
Years of war, civil strife, and suffering had sapped their vitality, and
terror had silenced them into submission. Our recourse, Sasha de-
clared, was Europe and the United States. The time had come when
the workers abroad must learn about the shameful betrayal of “Oc-
tober” The awakened conscience of the proletariat and of other
liberal and radical elements in every country must be crystallized
into a mighty outcry against the ruthless persecution for opinion’s
sake. Only that might stay the hand of the dictatorship. Nothing
else could.

This much the martyrdom of Kronstadt had already done for my
pal. It had demolished the last vestiges of his belief in the Bolshe-
vik myth. Not only Sasha, but also the other comrades who had
formerly defended the Communist methods as inevitable in a revo-
lutionary period, had at last been forced to see the abyss between
“October” and the dictatorship.

If only the cost for the profound lesson taught them had not been
so terrific, I should have taken comfort in the knowledge that Sasha
and I were again united in our stand, and that my Russian comrades
hitherto antagonistic to my attitude to the Bolsheviki had now come
closer to me. It would be a relief not to have to grope further in
distressing isolation and not to feel so alien in the midst of peo-
ple whom I had known in the past as the ablest among the anar-
chists, not to have to choke back my thoughts and emotions before
the one human being who had shared my life, my ideals, and my
labours through our common lot of thirty-two years. But there was
the black cross erected in Kronstadt and the blood of the modern
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Lenin’s public confession in regard to Kronstadt did not stop
the hunt for the sailors, soldiers, and workers of the defeated city.
They were arrested by the hundreds, and the Cheka was again busy
“target-shooting.”

Strangely enough, the anarchists had not been mentioned in con-
nexion with the Kronstadt “mutiny” But at the Tenth Congress
Lenin had declared that the most merciless war must be waged
against the “petty bourgeoisie,” including the anarchist elements.
The anarcho-syndicalist leanings of the labour opposition proved
that these tendencies had developed in the Communist Party itself,
he had said. Lenin’s call to arms against the anarchists met with im-
mediate response. The Petrograd groups were raided and scores of
their members arrested. In addition the Cheka closed the printing
and publishing offices of the Golos Truda, belonging to the anarcho-
syndicalist branch of our ranks. We had purchased our ticket to
Moscow before this happened. When we learned about the whole-
sale arrests, we decided to stay a little longer in case we too should
be wanted. We were not molested, however, perhaps because it was
necessary to have a few anarchist celebrities at large to show that
only “bandits” were in Soviet prisons.

In Moscow we found all except half a dozen anarchists arrested
and the Golos Truda book-store closed. In neither city had any
charges been made against our comrades, nor had they been given
a hearing or brought to trial. Nevertheless, a number of them had
already been sent away to the penitentiary of Samara. Those still
in the Butirky and the Taganka prisons were being subjected to the
worst persecution and even physical violence. Thus one of our boys,
young Kashirin, had been beaten by a Chekist in the presence of
the prison warden. Maximov and other anarchists who had fought
on the revolutionary fronts, and who were known and respected
by many Communists, had been forced to declare a hunger-strike
against the terrible conditions.
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it refused to yield. I knocked repeatedly, but there was no answer. I
grew alarmed, thinking something might have happened. I knocked
violently, and finally the servant came out and informed me that
her mistress had sent her to say that I must keep away from the flat,
because she could no longer endure being pestered by the landlord
and the police. Dashing past the woman I seized hold of Peppie in
the kitchen, shaking her roughly, berating her as a coward. In the
bedroom I gathered up my things, while Peppie broke down in tears.
She had locked me out, she whimpered, because of the children,
who had been frightened by detectives. I walked out in silence.

I went to the home of my grandmother. She had not seen me for
a long time, and she was startled by my looks. She insisted that I
was ill and that I must remain with her. Grandmother kept a grocery
store on Tenth Street and Avenue B. Her two rooms she shared with
the family of her married daughter. The only place for me was the
kitchen, where I could go in and out without disturbing the others.
Grandmother offered to get me a cot, and both she and her daugh-
ter busied themselves to prepare breakfast for me and make me at
home.

The papers began reporting that Frick was recovering from his
wounds. Comrades visiting me expressed the opinion that Sasha,
“had failed” Some even had the effrontery to suggest that Most
might have been right in saying that “it was a toy pistol” I was
stung to the quick. I knew that Sasha had never had much practice
in shooting. Occasionally, at German picnics, he would take part in
target-shooting, but was that sufficient? I was sure Sasha’s failure
to kill Frick was due to the cheap quality of his revolver — he had
lacked enough money to buy a good one.

Perhaps Frick was recovering because of the attention he was
getting? The greatest surgeons of America had been called to his
bedside. Yes, it must be that; after all, three bullets from Sasha’s
revolver had lodged in his body. It was Frick’s wealth that was en-
abling him to recover. I tried to explain this to the comrades, but
most of them remained unconvinced. Some even hinted that Sasha
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was at liberty. I was frantic — how dared they doubt Sasha? I would
write him! I would ask him to send me word that would stop the
horrible rumours about him.

Soon a letter arrived from Sasha, written in a curt tone. He was
provoked that I could even ask for an explanation. Did I not know
that the vital thing was the motive of his act and not its physical
success or failure? My poor, tortured boy! I could read between the
lines how crushed he was at the realization that Frick remained
alive. But he was right: the important thing was his motives, and
these no one could doubt.

Weeks passed without any indication of when Sasha’s trial would
begin. He was still kept on “Murderers’ Row” in the Pittsburgh jail,
but the fact that Frick was improving had considerably changed
Sasha’s legal status. He could not be condemned to death. Through
comrades in Pennsylvania I learned that the law called for seven
years in prison for his attempt. Hope entered my heart. Seven years
are a long time, but Sasha was strong, he had iron perseverance, he
could hold out. I clung to the new possibility with every fibre of my
being.

My own life was full of misery. Grandmother’s place was too
crowded and I could not prolong my visit with her. I went in search
of a room, but my name seemed to frighten the landlords. My
friends suggested that I give an assumed name, but I would not
deny my identity.

Often I would sit in a café on Second Avenue until three in the
morning, or I would ride back and forth to the Bronx in a street-car.
The poor old horses seemed as tired as I, their pace was so slow.
I wore a blue and white striped dress and a long, grey coat that
resembled a nurse’s uniform. Soon I found that it gave me consid-
erable protection. Conductors and policemen would often ask me
whether I had just come off duty and was taking a breath of air. One
young policeman on Tompkins Square was particularly solicitous
about me. He frequently entertained me with stories in his luscious
Irish brogue, or he would tell me just to snooze off, that he would
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We were stunned. Sasha, the last thread of his faith in the Bolshe-
viki broken, desperately roamed the streets. Lead was in my limbs,
unutterable weariness in every nerve. I sat limp, peering into the
night. Petrograd was hung in a black pall, a ghastly corpse. The
street-lamps flickered yellow, like candles at its head and feet.

The following morning, March 18, still heavy with sleep after the
lack of it during seventeen anxious days, I was roused by the tramp
of many feet. Communists were marching by, bands playing mili-
tary tunes and singing the International. Its strains, once jubilant to
my ear, now sounded like a funeral dirge for humanity’s flaming
hope.

March 18 — the anniversary of the Paris Commune of 1871,
crushed two months later by Thiers and Gallifet, the butchers of
thirty thousand Communards. Emulated in Kronstadt on March 18,
1921.

The full significance of the “liquidation” of Kronstadt was dis-
closed by Lenin himself three days after the frightfulness. At the
Tenth Congress of the Communist Party, staged in Moscow while
the siege of Kronstadt was in progress, Lenin unexpectedly changed
his inspired Communist song to an equally inspired paean to the
New Economic Policy. Free trade, concessions to the capitalists, pri-
vate employment of farm and factory labour, all damned for over
three years as rank counter-revolution and punished by prison and
even death, were now written by Lenin on the glorious banner of
the dictatorship. Brazenly as ever he admitted what sincere and
thoughtful persons in and out of the party had known for seven-
teen days: that “the Kronstadt men did not really want the counter-
revolutionists. But neither did they want us.” The naive sailors had
taken seriously the slogan of the Revolution: “All power to the Sovi-
ets,” by which Lenin and his party had solemnly promised to abide.
That had been their unforgivable offence. For that they had to die.
They had to be martyred to fertilize the soil for Lenin’s new crop of
slogans, which completely reversed the old. Their chef d oeuvre the
New Economic Policy, the NEP.
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These Communist friends spent nights with us — talking, talking
— but none of them dared raise his voice in open protest. We did not
realize, they said, the consequences it would involve. They would be
excluded from the party, they and their families deprived of work
and rations and literally condemned to death by starvation. Or they
would simply vanish and no one would ever know what had become
of them. Yet it was not fear that numbed their will, they assured us.
It was the utter uselessness of protest or appeal. Nothing, nothing
could stop the chariot-wheel of the Communist State. It had rolled
them flat and they had no vitality left, even to cry out against it.

I was beset by the terrible apprehension that we also — Sasha
and I — might reach the same state and become as spinelessly ac-
quiescent as these people. Anything else would be preferable to that.
Prison, exile, even death. Or escape! Escape from the horrible revo-
lutionary sham and presence.

The idea that I might want to leave Russia had never before en-
tered my mind. I was startled and shocked by the mere thought of
it. I to leave Russia to her Calvary! Yet I felt that I would take even
that step rather than become a cog in the machinery, an inanimate
thing to be manipulated at will.

The cannonade of Kronstadt continued without let-up for ten
days and nights and then came to a sudden stop on the morning
of March 17. The stillness that fell over Petrograd was more fearful
than the ceaseless firing of the night before. It held everyone in ago-
nized suspense, and it was impossible to learn what had happened
and why the bombardment had ceased. In the late afternoon the
tension gave way to mute horror. Kronstadt had been subdued —
tens of thousands slain — the city drenched in blood. The Neva a
grave for masses of men, kursanty and young Communists whose
heavy artillery had broken through the ice. The heroic sailors and
soldiers had defended their position to the last breath. Those not
fortunate enough to die fighting had fallen into the hands of the
enemy to be executed or sent to slow torture in the frozen regions
of northernmost Russia.
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be near enough to protect me. “You look all in, kid,” he would say;
“you’re working too hard, ain’t you?” I had told him that I was on
day and night duty with only a few hours’ respite. I could not help
laughing inwardly over the humour of my being protected by a po-
liceman! I wondered how my cop would act if he knew who the
demure-looking nurse was.

On Fourth Street near Third Avenue I had often passed a house
which always had a sign out: “Furnished Room to Rent.” One day I
went in. No questions were asked about my identity. The room was
small, but the rent was high, four dollars a week. The surroundings
looked rather peculiar, but I hired the room.

In the evening I discovered that the whole house was tenanted by
girls. I paid no attention at first, being busy putting my belongings
in order. Weeks had passed since I had unpacked my clothes and
books. It was such a comforting sensation to be able to take a scrub,
to lie down on a clean bed. I retired early, but was awakened at
night by someone knocking on my door. “Who is it?” I called, still
heavy with sleep. “Say, Viola, ain’t you goin’ to let me in? I've been
knockin’ for twenty minutes. What the hell is up? You said I could
come tonight” “You're in the wrong place, mister,” I replied; “I'm
not Viola”

Similar episodes happened every night for some time. Men called
for Annette, for Mildred, or Clothilde. It finally dawned on me that
I was living in a brothel.

The girl in the room next to mine was a sympathetic-looking
youngster, and one day I invited her for coffee. I learned from her
that the place was not a “regular dump, with a Madam,” but that
it was a grooming-house where girls were allowed to bring their
men. She asked if I was doing good business, as I was so young.
When I told her that I was not in the business, that I was only a
dressmaker, the girl jeered. It took me some time to convince her
that I was not looking for men customers. What better place could
I have found than this house full of girls who must need dresses? I
began to consider whether to remain in the house or move out. The

129



thought of living within sight and sound of the life around me made
me feel ill. My gracious stranger had been right — I had no knack for
such things. There was also the fear that the papers might find out
about the nature of the place I was in. Anarchists were already out-
rageously misrepresented; it would be grist to the capitalistic mill if
they could proclaim that Emma Goldman had been found in a house
of prostitution. I saw the necessity of moving out. But I remained.
The hardships of the weeks since Sasha had gone, the prospect of
again having to join the host of the shelterless, outweighed all other
considerations.

Before the week was over, I had become the confidante of most of
the girls. They competed with one another in being kind to me, in
giving me their sewing to do and helping in little ways. For the first
time since my return from Worcester I was able to earn my living.
I had my own corner and I had made new friends. But my life was
not destined to run smoothly for long.

The feud between Most and our group continued. Hardly a week
passed without some slur in the Freiheit against Sasha or my-
self. It was painful enough to be called vile names by the man
who had once loved me, but it was beyond endurance to have
Sasha slandered and maligned. Then came Most’s article “Attentats-
Reflexionen (Reflections on Propaganda by Deed)” in the Freiheit of
August 27, which was a complete reversal of everything that Most
had till then persistently advocated. Most, whom I had heard scores
of times call for acts of violence, who had gone to prison in England
for his glorification of tyrannicide — Most, the incarnation of defi-
ance and revolt, now deliberately repudiated the Tat! I wondered if
he really believed what he wrote. Was his article prompted by his
hatred of Sasha, or written to protect himself against the newspa-
per charge of complicity? He dared even make insinuations against
Sasha’s motives. The world Most had enriched for me, the life so full
of colour and beauty, all lay shattered at my feet. Only the naked
fact remained that Most had betrayed his ideal, had betrayed us.
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pioned as the saviour of Russia from the dictatorship. They lacked
even an ice-breaker to halt the onrush of the Communist enemy:.
They were exhausted by hunger and cold and sleepless nights of
vigil. Yet they held their own, desperately fighting against over-
whelming odds.

During the fearful suspense, the days and nights filled with the
rumbling of heavy artillery, there sounded not a single voice amid
the roar of guns to cry out against or call a halt to the terrible blood
bath. Gorki, Maxim Gorki, where was he? His voice would be heard.
“Let us go to him,” I pleaded with some of the intelligentsia. He had
never made the slightest protest in grave individual cases, neither
in those concerning members of his own profession nor even when
he knew of the innocence of doomed men. He would not protest
now. It was hopeless.

The intelligentsia, the men and women that had once been revo-
lutionary torch-bearers, leaders of thought, writers and poets, were
as helpless as we and paralysed by the futility of individual effort.
Most of their comrades and friends were already in prison or exile;
some had been executed. They felt too broken by the collapse of all
human values.

I turned to the Communists of our acquaintance, imploring them
to do something. Some of them realized the monstrous crime their
party was committing against Kronstadt. They admitted that the
charge of counter-revolution was a downright fabrication. The sup-
posed leader, Kozlovsky, was a nonentity too frightened about his
own fate to have anything to do with any protest of the sailors. The
latter were of sterling quality, their sole aim the welfare of Rus-
sia. Far from making common cause with the tsarist generals, they
had even declined the help offered them by Chernov, the leader
of the Socialist-Revolutionists. They wanted no outside aid. They
demanded the right to choose their own deputies in the forthcom-
ing elections to the Kronstadt Soviet and justice for the strikers in
Petrograd.
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From my room window in the Hotel International I saw them
led by in small groups, surrounded by strong detachments of Cheka
troops. Their step had lost its spring, their hands hung at their sides,
and their heads were bowed in grief.

The Petrograd strikers were no longer feared by the authorities.
They were weakened by slow starvation and their energy sapped.
They were demoralized by the lies spread against them and their
Kronstadt brothers, their spirit broken by the poison of doubt in-
stilled by Bolshevik propaganda. They had no more fight nor faith
left to come to the aid of their Kronstadt comrades who had so self-
lessly taken up their cause and who were about to give up their
lives for them.

Kronstadt was forsaken by Petrograd and cut off from the rest
of Russia. It stood alone. It could offer almost no resistance. “It will
go down at the first shot,” the Soviet press proclaimed. They were
mistaken. Kronstadt had thought of nothing less than of mutiny or
resistance to the Soviet Government. To the very last moment it
was determined to shed no blood. It appealed all the time for un-
derstanding and amicable settlement. But, forced to defend itself
against unprovoked military attack, it fought like a lion. During
ten harrowing days and nights the sailors and workers of the be-
sieged city held out against a continuous artillery fire from three
sides and bombs hurled from aeroplanes upon the non-combatant
community. Heroically they repulsed the repeated attempts of the
Bolsheviki to storm the fortresses by special troops from Moscow.
Trotsky and Tukhachevsky had every advantage over the men of
Kronstadt. The entire machinery of the Communist State backed
them, and the centralized press continued to spread venom against
the alleged “mutineers and counter-revolutionists.” They had unlim-
ited supplies and men whom they had masked in white shrouds to
blend with the snow of the frozen Finnish Gulf in order to camou-
flage the night attack against the unsuspecting men of Kronstadt.
The latter had nothing but their unflinching courage and abiding
faith in the justice of their cause and in the free soviets they cham-
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I resolved to challenge him publicly to prove his insinuations, to
compel him to explain his sudden reversal of attitude in the face of
danger. I replied to his article, in the Anarchist, demanding an ex-
planation and branding Most as a traitor and a coward. I waited for
two weeks for a reply in the Freiheit, but none appeared. There were
no proofs, and I knew that he could not justify his base accusations.
I bought a horsewhip.

At Most’s next lecture I sat in the first row, close to the low plat-
form. My hand was on the whip under my long, grey cloak. When
he got up and faced the audience, I rose and declared in a loud voice:
“I came to demand proof of your insinuations against Alexander
Berkman.”

There was instant silence. Most mumbled something about “hys-
terical woman,” but he said nothing else. I then pulled out my whip
and leaped towards him. Repeatedly I lashed him across the face
and neck, then broke the whip over my knee and threw the pieces
at him. It was all done so quickly that no one had time to interfere.

Then I felt myself roughly pulled back. “Throw her out! Beat her
up!” people yelled. I was surrounded by an enraged and threatening
crowd and might have fared badly had not Fedya, Claus, and other
friends come to my rescue. They lifted me up bodily and forced their
way out of the hall.

Most’s change of position regarding propaganda by deed, his in-
imical attitude towards Sasha’s act, his insinuations against the lat-
ter’s motive, and his attacks upon me caused widespread dissen-
sion in the anarchist ranks. It was no more a feud between Most
and Peukert and their adherents. It raised a storm within the en-
tire anarchist movement, splitting it into two inimical camps. Some
stood by Most, others defended Sasha and eulogized his act. The
strife grew so bitter that I was even refused admission to a Jewish
meeting on the East Side, the stronghold of Most’s faithful. My pub-
lic punishment of their adored teacher roused furious antagonism
against me and made me a pariah.
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Meanwhile we were anxiously waiting for the date of Sasha’s
trial to be set, but no information was forthcoming. In the second
week of September I was invited to speak in Baltimore, my lecture
being scheduled for Monday, the 19™". As I was about to ascend the
platform, a telegram was handed to me. The trial had taken place
that very day and Sasha had been condemned to twenty-two years
in prison! Railroaded to a living death! The hall and the audience
began to swim before my eyes. Someone took the telegram out of
my hands and pushed me into a chair. A glass of water was held to
my lips. The meeting must be called off, the comrades said.

Ilooked wildly about me, gulped down some water, snatched up
the telegram, and leaped to the platform. The yellow piece of pa-
per in my hand was a glowing coal, its fire searing my heart and
flaming it into passionate expression. It caught the audience and
raised it to ferment. Men and women jumped to their feet, calling
for vengeance against the ferocious sentence. Their burning fervour
in the cause of Sasha and his act resounded like thunder through
the great hall.

The police burst in with drawn clubs and drove the audience out
of the building. I remained on the platform, the telegram still in
my hand. Officers came up and put the chairman and me under
arrest. On the street we were pushed into a waiting patrol wagon
and driven to the station-house, followed by the incensed crowd.

I had been surrounded by people from the moment the crushing
news had come, compelled to suppress the turmoil in my soul and
force back the hot tears that kept swelling in my throat. Now, free
from intrusion, the monstrous sentence loomed up before me in all
its horror. Twenty-two years! Sasha was twenty-one, at the most
impressionable and vivid age. The life he had not yet lived was be-
fore him, holding out the charm and beauty his intense nature could
extract. And now he was cut down like a strong young tree, robbed
of sun and of light. And Frick was alive, almost recovered from his
wounds and now recuperating in his palatial summer house. He
would go on spilling the blood of labour. Frick was alive, and Sasha
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Proof that our appeal had fallen on deaf ears came to us the very
same day on the arrival of Trotsky and his ultimatum to Kronstadt.
By order of the Workers’ and Peasants’ Government, he declared
to the Kronstadt sailors and soldiers, he would “shoot like pheas-
ants” all those who had dared to “raise their hand against the Social-
ist fatherland.” The rebellious ships and crews were commanded to
submit immediately to the orders of the Soviet Government or be
subdued by force of arms. Only those surrendering unconditionally
might count on the mercy of the Soviet Republic.

The final warning was signed by Trotsky, as Chairman of the
Revolutionary Military Soviet, and by Kamenev, the Commander-
in-Chief of the Red Army. Daring to question the divine right of
rulers was again to be punished by death.

Trotsky kept his word. Having been helped to authority by the
men of Kronstadt, he was now in a position to pay his debt in full
to the “pride and glory of the Russian Revolution.” The best mili-
tary experts and strategists of the Romanov regime were at his ser-
vice, among them the notorious Tukhachevsky, whom Trotsky ap-
pointed commander-in-chief of the Kronstadt attack. In addition
there were hordes of Chekists, with three years’ training in the
art of murder; kursanty and Communists specially picked for their
blind obedience to orders; and the most trusted troops from vari-
ous fronts. With such a force massed against the doomed city the
“mutiny” was expected to be easily quelled. Especially after the sol-
diers and sailors of the Petrograd garrison had been disarmed and
those that had expressed solidarity with their besieged comrades
removed from the danger zone.
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gans of the Constituent Assembly, of free trade, and
similar demands.

We anarchists have long since exposed the fiction of
these slogans, and we declare to the whole world
that we will fight with arms against any counter-
revolutionary attempt, in co-operation with all friends
of the Social Revolution and hand in hand with the Bol-
sheviki.

Concerning the conflict between the Soviet Govern-
ment and the workers and sailors, we hold that it must
be settled, not by force of arms, but by means of com-
radely, fraternal revolutionary agreement. Resort to
bloodshed on the part of the Soviet Government will
not — in the given situation — intimidate or quiet the
workers. On the contrary, it will serve only to aggra-
vate matters, and will strengthen the hands of the En-
tente and of internal counter-revolution.

More important still, the use of force by the Workers’
and Peasants’ Government against the workers and
sailors will have a reactionary effect upon the inter-
national revolutionary movement and will everywhere
result in incalculable harm to the Social Revolution.

Comrades Bolsheviki, bethink yourselves before it is
too late. Do not play with fire; you are about to make
a most serious and decisive step.

We hereby submit to you the following proposition: Let
a commission be selected, to consist of five persons, in-
clusive of two anarchists. The commission is to go to
Kronstadt to settle the dispute by peaceful means. In
the given situation it is the most radical method. It will
be of international revolutionary significance.

Petrograd, March 5, 1921
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doomed to twenty-two years in a living tomb. The irony, the bitter
irony of the thing, struck me full in the face.

If only I could shut out the ghastly picture and give vent to
tears, find forgetfulness in everlasting sleep! But there were no
tears, there was no sleep. There was only Sasha — Sasha in con-
vict’s clothes, captive behind stone walls — Sasha with his pale set
face pressed to the iron bars, his steady eyes gazing intently upon
me, bidding me go on.

No, no, no, there must be no despair. I would live, I would fight
for Sasha. I would rend the black clouds closing on him, I would
rescue my boy, I would bring him back to life!
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Chapter 10

When I returned to New York two days later, having been dis-
charged by the Baltimore police magistrate with a strong admoni-
tion never again to come back to the city, a letter from Sasha was
awaiting me. It was written in very small but distinct script and
gave the details of the Monday in court. He had repeatedly tried
to learn the date of his trial, the letter read, but he could not pro-
cure any information about it. On the morning of the 19* he was
suddenly ordered to get ready. He had barely time to gather up the
sheets of his speech. Strange and antagonistic faces met him in the
court-room. In vain he strained his eye for the sight of his friends.
He realized that they, too, must have been kept in ignorance of the
day of the trial. Yet he hoped against hope for the miracle. But there
was not a friendly face anywhere. He was confronted with six in-
dictments, all manufactured from the one act, and among them one
charging him with an attempt on the life of John G. A. Leishman,
Frick’s assistant. Sasha declared that he knew nothing of Leishman;
it was Frick whom he had come to kill. He demanded that he be tried
on that charge alone, and that the other indictments be quashed, be-
cause they were all involved in the major charge. But his objection
was overruled.

The jurors were selected in a few minutes, Sasha making no use
of his right of challenge. What difference did it make? They were
all alike, and he would be convicted anyhow. He declared to the
Court that he scorned to defend himself; he wanted only to ex-
plain his act. The interpreter assigned to him translated haltingly
and wrongly, and after several attempts to correct him Sasha dis-
covered to his horror that the man was blind, as blind as justice in
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sively with the murderous resolution passed by the Petro-Soviet.
Two comrades who had been with us at the session shared his view
and offered to sign their names to our joint appeal to the authorities.

I had no hope that our message would exert any sobering or re-
straining influence on the events decreed against the sailors. But I
was determined to have my attitude registered in a manner to bear
future witness that I had not remained a silent party to the blackest
betrayal of the Revolution by the Communist Party:.

At two o’clock in the morning Sasha got in touch by telephone
with Zinoviev, to inform him that he had something important
to communicate to him regarding Kronstadt. Perhaps Zinoviev as-
sumed that it was something that might aid the conspiracy against
Kronstadt. Otherwise he would have hardly troubled to rush Mme
Ravich over at that hour of the night, ten minutes after Sasha had
talked to him. She could be trusted absolutely, Zinoviev’s note said,
and she was to be given the message. We handed her our commu-
nication, which read:

To the Petrograd Soviet of Labour and Defence, Chairman
Zinoviev:

To remain silent now is impossible, even criminal. Re-
cent events impel us anarchists to speak out and to de-
clare our attitude in the present situation.

The spirit of ferment and dissatisfaction manifest
among the workers and sailors is the result of causes
that demand our serious attention. Cold and hunger
have produced dissatisfaction, and the absence of any
opportunity for discussion and criticism is forcing the
workers and sailors to air their grievances in the open.

White-guardist bands wish and may try to exploit this
dissatisfaction in their own class interests. Hiding be-
hind the workers and the sailors, they throw out slo-
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mass meeting on March 1. The uproar his daring evoked made it
impossible for any but those nearest to hear him. But he stood his
ground and kept on reading to the end.

The only reply to these two sturdy sons of the Revolution was
Zinoviev’s resolution demanding the complete and immediate sur-
render of Kronstadt on pain of extermination. It was rushed through
the session amidst a pandemonium of confusion, with every oppos-
ing voice gagged.

The atmosphere, surcharged with the hysteria of passion and
hate, crept into my being and held me by the throat. All evening I
wanted to cry out against the mockery of men stooping to the low-
est political trickery in the name of a great ideal. My voice seemed
to have left me, for I could not utter a sound. My thoughts reverted
to another occasion where the spirit of vengeance and hate had run
amuck — the eve of registration, June 4, 1917, at Hunts Point Palace,
New York. I had been able to speak out then, entirely oblivious of
danger from the war-drunk patriots. Why could I not now? Why
did I not brand the impending fratricide by the Bolsheviki, as I had
Woodrow Wilson’s crime that had dedicated the young manhood
of America to the Moloch of war? Had I lost the grit that had sus-
tained me all through the years of fighting against every injustice
and every wrong? Or was it helplessness which paralysed my will,
the despair that had settled on my heart with the growing realiza-
tion that I had mistaken a phantom for a life-giving force? Nothing
could alter that crushing consciousness or make any protest worth
while.

Yet silence in the face of the threatened slaughter was also intol-
erable. I had to make myself heard. But not by the obsessed, who
would choke back my voice as they had done with the others. I
would make known my stand in a statement to the supreme power
of the Soviet Defence, that very night.

When we were alone and I spoke to Sasha about the matter, I
was glad to learn that my old pal had conceived the same plan. He
suggested that our letter should be a joint protest and deal exclu-
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the American courts. He then tried to address the jury in English,
but he was impatiently stopped by Judge McClung, who declared
that “the prisoner has said enough already.” Sasha protested, but in
vain. The District Attorney stepped into the jury-box and held a low
conversation with the talesmen, whereupon they brought in a ver-
dict of guilty without even leaving their seats. The Judge was curt
and denunciatory. He passed sentence on each count separately, in-
cluding three indictments for “entering a building with felonious
intent,” giving the prisoner the maximum on each charge. The total
amounted to twenty-one years in the Western Penitentiary of Penn-
sylvania, at the expiration of which time an additional year was to
be served in the Allegheny County Workhouse for “carrying con-
cealed weapons.”

Twenty-two years of slow torture and death! He had done his
duty, Sasha’s letter concluded, and now the end had come. He would
depart as he had determined, by his own will and hand. He wanted
no effort made in his behalf. It would be of no use and he could not
give his consent to an appeal to the enemy. No need of further help
for him; whatever campaign could be made must be for his act, and I
was to see to that. He was sure that no one else felt and understood
his motives so well, no one else could clarify the meaning of his
deed with the same conviction. His one deep longing now was for
me. If he could only look into my eyes once more and press me to
his heart — but as that was denied him, he would keep on thinking
of me, his friend and comrade. No power on earth could take that
away from him.

I felt Sasha’s spirit lifted above everything earthly. Like a brilliant
star it illumined my own dark thoughts and brought home to me the
realization that there was something greater than personal ties or
even love: an all-embracing devotion that understands all and gives
all to the last breath.

Sasha’s terrible sentence aroused Most to a virulent attack on the
courts of Pennsylvania and the judicial criminal who could give a
man twenty-two years for an act that legally called for only seven.
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His article in the Freiheit increased my bitterness against him, for
had he not helped to weaken the effect of Sasha’s deed? [ was certain
that the enemy would not have dared to railroad Sasha if there had
been a concerted radical protest in his behalf. I held Most much
more responsible for the inhuman sentence than the Court of the
State of Pennsylvania.

Sasha was by no means without friends. They proved their loy-
alty from the very first. Now two groups came forward to orga-
nize the campaign for the commutation of his sentence. The East
Side group comprised various social elements, labour men, and lead-
ing Jewish socialists. Among them were M. Zametkin, an old Rus-
sian revolutionary; Louis Miller, an energetic and influential man
in the ghetto; and Isaac Hourwitch, a comparatively recent arrival
in America after his exile in Siberia. The last was especially ardent
as a spokesman for Sasha. There was also Shevitch, who had from
the beginning defended Sasha in the German daily Volkszeitung, of
which he was editor-in-chief. Our friend Solotaroff, Annie Netter,
young Michael Cohn, and others were the most active in the East
Side group.

The moving spirit of the American group was Dyer D. Lum, a
man of exceptional abilities, a poet and writer on economic and
philosophical subjects. With him were John Edelman, the gifted ar-
chitect and publicist; William C. Owen, an Englishman of literary
talents, and Justus Schwab, the well-known German anarchist.

It was most encouraging to see the splendid solidarity in the
cause of Sasha. I kept him informed of the efforts in his behalf, paint-
ing them in exaggerated colours to cheer him. But nothing seemed
to avail; he was in the grip of the twenty-two-year sentence. “It is no
earthly use to try to do anything for me,” he wrote. “It will take years
to accomplish a commutation, and I know that Frick and Carnegie
will never consent to it. Without their approval the Pennsylvania
Board of Pardons will not act. Besides, I cannot continue for long in
this living tomb.” His letters were dispiriting, but I held on grimly. I
knew his indomitable will and his iron strength of character. I clung

136

glorious Revolution,” he declared. The lesser lights among the speak-
ers followed in the same strain, rousing their Communist zealots,
ignorant of the real facts, to revengeful frenzy against the men yes-
terday acclaimed heroes and brothers.

Above the din of the howling and stamping mob a single voice
strove to be heard — the tense, earnest voice of a man in the front
rows. He was a delegate of the striking employees at the arsenal
works. He was moved to protest, he declared, against the misrep-
resentations uttered from the platform against the brave and loyal
men of Kronstadt. Facing Zinoviev and pointing his finger directly
at him, the man thundered: “It’s the cruel indifference of yourself
and of your party that drove us to strike and that roused the sym-
pathy of our brother sailors, who had fought side by side with us in
the Revolution. They are guilty of no other crime, and you know it.
Consciously you malign them and call for their destruction.” Cries
of “Counter-revolutionist! Traitor! Shkurnik! Menshevik bandit!”
turned the assembly into a bedlam.

The old worker remained standing, his voice rising above the tu-
mult. “Barely three years ago Lenin, Trotsky, Zinoviev, and all of
you,” he shouted, “were denounced as traitors and German spies.
We, the workers and sailors, had come to your rescue and saved you
from the Kerensky Government. It was we who placed you in power.
Have you forgotten that? Now you threaten us with the sword. Re-
member you are playing with fire. You are repeating the blunders
and crimes of the Kerensky Government. Beware that a similar fate
does not overtake you!”

The challenge made Zinoviev wince. The others on the platform
moved uneasily in their seats. The Communist audience seemed
awed for an instant by the portentous warning, and in that mo-
ment there rang out another voice. A tall man in a sailor’s uniform
stood up in the back. Nothing had changed in the revolutionary
spirit of his brothers of the sea, he declared. To the last man they
were ready to defend the Revolution with their every drop of blood.
Then he proceeded to read the Kronstadt resolution adopted at the
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the special session of the Petro-Soviet where the fate of Kronstadt
was to be decided. We resolved to be present.

It was my first opportunity in Russia to hear Trotsky. We might
remind him of his parting words in New York, I thought: the hope
he had expressed that we should come to Russia soon to assist in the
great work made possible by the overthrow of tsarism. We would
plead with him to let us help settle the Kronstadt difficulty in a
comradely spirit, to dispose of our time and energies, even of our
lives, in the supreme test to which the Revolution was putting the
Communist Party.

Unfortunately Trotsky’s train was delayed and he failed to ap-
pear at the session. The men who addressed the gathering were be-
yond reason or appeal. Fanaticism run mad was in their words, and
blind fear in their hearts.

The platform was heavily guarded by kursanty, and Chekist sol-
diers with fixed bayonets stood between it and the audience. Zi-
noviev, who presided, seemed on the point of a nervous collapse.
Several times he rose to speak and then sat down again. When he
finally began talking, he kept his head jerking to the left and right as
if fearing a sudden attack, and his voice, always adolescently thin,
rose to a high-pitched shrillness, extremely jarring and in no way
convincing,

He denounced “General Kozlovsky” as the evil spirit of the Kron-
stadt men, though most of the audience knew that that military offi-
cer had been placed in Kronstadt by Trotsky himself as an artillery
specialist. Kozlovsky was old and decrepit and of no influence what-
ever with the sailors or the garrison. That did not prevent Zinoviev,
as chairman of the specially created Committee of Defence, from
proclaiming that Kronstadt had risen against the Revolution and
was seeking to carry out the plans of Kozlovsky and his tsarist aids.
Kalinin shed his usually grandmotherly manner and attacked the
sailors in vicious terms, forgetful of the honours paid him in Kron-
stadt but a few days previously. “No measure can be too severe for
the counter-revolutionists who dare to raise their hand against our
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tenaciously to the hope that he would arouse himself and not allow
himself to be crushed. That hope alone gave me the courage to go
on. I joined the newly organized efforts for him. Night after night I
was at some meeting voicing the meaning and message of Sasha’s
act.

Early in November came the first sign of Sasha’s reawakened in-
terest in life. His letter informed me that he might have the privilege
of a visitor. Prisoners were entitled to one visit a month, but only
from a near relative. Could I get his sister from Russia to come to
see him? I understood what he meant and wrote him immediately
to get the pass.

I had been invited by anarchist groups in Chicago and St. Louis to
speak at the approaching anniversary of the 11" of November and
I decided to combine the trip with a visit to Sasha. I would go as his
married sister, under the name of Niedermann. I was certain that
the prison authorities knew nothing about Sasha’s sister in Russia.
I would impersonate her and they would never suspect my identity.
I was hardly known then. The pictures of me in the papers in con-
nexion with Sasha’s act were so unlike me that no one could have
recognized me from them. To see my boy again, to press him to
my heart, to bring him hope and courage — I lived for nothing else
during the weeks and days before the visit.

In a fever I made my preparations. My first stop was to be St.
Louis; then Chicago; finally Pittsburgh. A letter from Sasha arrived
a few days before my departure. It contained a pass from the Chief
Prison Inspector of the Western Penitentiary for Mrs. E. Nieder-
mann, sister of Prisoner A-7, for a visit on the 26" of November.
Sasha had asked me to instruct his sister to remain in Pittsburgh
two days. In view of the fact that she was coming all the way from
Russia to see him, the Inspector had promised him a second visit. I
was wild with joy, impatient of every hour that kept me from him.
The pass for my visit became my amulet. I would not part with it
for a moment.
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I arrived in Pittsburgh early on the morning of Thanksgiving Day.
I was met by Carl Nold and Max Metzkow, the latter a German com-
rade who had faithfully stood by Sasha. Nold and Bauer were out
on bail awaiting trial “for complicity in the attempt on Frick’s life.” I
had been in correspondence with Carl for some time and I was glad
of the opportunity to meet the young comrade who had been kind
to Sasha. He was of small stature, frail, with intelligent eyes and a
shock of black hair. We greeted each other like old friends.

In the afternoon I went out to Allegheny, accompanied by Met-
zkow. It was decided that Nold should stay away; he was often fol-
lowed by detectives and we were afraid that my identity might be
discovered before I had a chance to get inside the prison. Not far
from the penitentiary Metzkow remained to await my return.

The grey stone building, the high forbidding walls, the armed
guards, the oppressive silence in the hall where I was told to wait,
and the minutes creeping into endless time settled on my heart with
the weight of a nightmare. In vain I tried to shake myself free. At
last a harsh voice called: “This way, Mrs. Niedermann.” I was taken
through several iron doors, along twisting corridors, into a small
room. Sasha was there, a tall guard beside him.

My first impulse was to rush up to him and cover him with kisses,
but the presence of the guard checked me. Sasha approached me and
put his arms around me. As he bent over to kiss me, I felt a small
object pass into my mouth.

For weeks I had been looking forward eagerly, anxiously to this
visit. A thousand times I had gone over in my mind all I would say to
him of my love and undying devotion, of the struggle I was making
for his release, but all I could do was to press his hand and look into
his eyes.

We began to speak in our beloved Russian, but we were stopped
immediately by the cold command of the guard: “Talk English.
No foreign languages here” His lynx-like eyes followed our every
movement, watched our lips, crept into our very minds. I became
tongue-tied, numb in every nerve. Sasha, too, was mute; his fingers
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“Preposterous! It’s nothing short of madness!” Sasha cried as he
read the copy of the order. “Lenin and Trotsky must be misinformed
by someone. They could not possibly believe the sailors guilty of
counter-revolution. Why, the crews of the Petropavlovsk and Sev-
astopol in particular had been the staunchest supporters of the Bol-
sheviki in October and ever since. And did not Trotsky himself greet
them as ‘the pride and flower of the Revolution’!”

We must go to Moscow at once, Sasha declared. It was imperative
to see Lenin and Trotsky and to explain to them that it was all a
horrible misunderstanding, a blunder that might prove fatal to the
Revolution itself. It was very hard for Sasha to give up his faith
in the revolutionary integrity of the men that had appeared as the
proletarian apostles to millions throughout the world. I agreed with
him that Lenin and Trotsky might have been misled by Zinoviev,
who was nightly telephoning to the Kremlin detailed reports about
Kronstadt. Zinoviev had never been famed even among his own
comrades for personal courage. He had become panicky at the first
symptoms of discontent shown by the Petrograd workers. When
he learned that the local garrison had expressed sympathy with the
strikers, he completely lost his head and had ordered a machine-gun
placed at the Astoria for his protection. The stand of Kronstadt had
put terror into his heart and had caused him to bombard Moscow
with wild stories. I knew all that, as did also Sasha, but I could not
believe that Lenin and Trotsky actually thought the Kronstadt men
guilty of counter-revolution or capable of co-operating with White
generals, as charged in Lenin’s order.

Extraordinary martial law was declared over the entire Petrograd
Province, and none but specially authorized officials could leave the
city. The Bolshevik press opened a campaign of calumny and vitu-
peration against Kronstadt, proclaiming that the sailors and soldiers
had made common cause with the “tsarist general Kozlovsky,” and
declaring the Kronstadt people outlawed. Sasha began to realize
that the situation involved a good deal more than mere misinfor-
mation on the part of Lenin and Trotsky. The latter was to attend
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been escorted back to the station in the greatest friendliness, our
informants stated.

We had heard the rumour that at a gathering of three hundred
delegates from the fleet, the garrison, and the trade-union soviet
Kuzmin and Vassilev had been arrested by the sailors. We asked our
two comrades what they knew of the matter. They admitted that the
two men had been detained. The reason for it was that at the meet-
ing Kuzmin had denounced the sailors as traitors, and the Petrograd
strikers as shkurniky, and had declared that henceforth the Commu-
nist Party “would fight them to a finish as counter-revolutionists.”
The delegates had also learned that Kuzmin had given orders for the
removal of all food and munitions from Kronstadt, thereby virtu-
ally dooming the city to starvation. Therefore it was decided by the
sailors and the garrison of Kronstadt to detain Kuzmin and Vassilev
and to take precautions that no supplies be removed from the town.
But that was no indication whatever of any rebellious intentions or
that they had ceased to believe in the revolutionary integrity of the
Communists. On the contrary, the Communist delegates at the gath-
ering were permitted an equal voice with the rest. Further proof of
their confidence in the régime was given by the delegates in send-
ing a committee of thirty men to confer with the Petro-Soviet with
a view to an amicable settlement of the strike.

We felt elated over the splendid solidarity of the Kronstadt sailors
and soldiers with their striking brothers in Petrograd and we hoped
that a speedy termination of the trouble would soon result, thanks
to the mediation of the sailors.

Alas, our hopes proved vain within an hour after we had received
news of the Kronstadt proceedings. An order signed by Lenin and
Trotsky spread like wildfire through Petrograd. It declared that Kro-
nstadt had mutinied against the Soviet Government, and denounced
the sailors as “tools of former tsarist generals who together with
Socialist-Revolutionist traitors staged a counter-revolutionary con-
spiracy against the proletarian Republic.”
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kept on playing with my watch-chain and he seemed to hold on to
it as a drowning man to a straw. Neither of us could utter a word,
but our eyes spoke to each other — of our fears, our hopes, our
yearnings.

The visit lasted twenty minutes. Another embrace, another touch
of our lips, and our “time was up.” I whispered to him to hold on, to
hold out, and then I found myself on the prison steps. The iron gate
clattered shut behind me.

I wanted to scream, to throw my weight against the door, to
pound it with my fists. But the gate stared back at me and mocked.
I walked along the front of the prison and into the street. I walked,
silently weeping, towards the spot where I had left Metzkow. His
presence brought me back to reality and made me conscious of the
object Sasha had given me with his kiss. I took it out of my mouth
— a small roll tightly wrapped. We went into the back room of a sa-
loon and I unwound the several layers of paper. At last appeared a
note with Sasha’s diminutive handwriting, each word standing out
like a pearl before me. “You must go to Inspector Reed,” it read; “he
promised me a second pass. Go to his jewellery shop tomorrow. I
am counting on you. I'll give you another message of importance —
the same way.

I went to Reed’s store the next day. I looked shabby in my thread-
bare coat amid the sparkling jewellery, silver, and gold. I asked to
see Mr. Reed. He was a tall, emaciated, thin-lipped creature, with
hard and piercing eyes. No sooner had I given my name than he
exclaimed: “So this is Berkman’s sister!” Yes, he had promised him
a second visit, though he did not deserve any kindness. Berkman
was a murderer, he had tried to kill a good Christian man. I held
on to myself by sheer force; my chance to see Sasha again was at
stake. He would call up the prison, Reed continued, to find out at
what time I could be admitted. I was to return in an hour.

My heart sank. I had a distinct premonition that there would be
no more visits for Sasha. But I came back as directed. As soon as Mr.
Reed saw me, his face turned purple and he fairly leaped at me. “You
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deceiver!” he yelled. “You have already been at the penitentiary!
You sneaked in under a false name as his sister. You don’t get away
with such lies here — you have been recognized by a guard! You are
Emma Goldman, that criminal’s mistress! There will be no more
visits. You might as well make up your mind about it — Berkman
will never get out alive!”

He had gone behind the glass counter, which was covered with
silverware. In my indignation and rage I swept everything to the
floor — plates, coffee-pots and pitchers, jewellery and watches. I
seized a heavy tray and was about to throw it at him when I was
pulled back by one of the clerks, who shouted to someone to run
for the police. Reed, white with fear and frothing at the mouth, sig-
nalled to the clerk. “No police,” T heard him say; “no scandal. Just
kick her out.” The clerk advanced towards me, then stopped. “Mur-
derer, coward!” I cried; “if you harm Berkman, I will kill you with
my own hands!”

No one moved. I walked out and boarded a street-car. I made sure
of not being followed before returning to Metzkow’s home. In the
evening, when he came back with Nold from work, I told them what
had happened. They were alarmed. They regretted that I had lost
control of myself, because it would react on Sasha. They agreed that
I would have to get out of Pittsburgh at once. The Inspector might
put detectives on my trail and have me arrested. The Pennsylvania
authorities had been trying to get me ever since Sasha’s act.

I was shocked by the thought that Sasha might indeed have to
suffer as a result of my outbreak. But the threat of the Inspector that
Sasha would never come out of prison alive had been too much for
me. [ was sure Sasha would understand.

The night was black as I walked with Nold to the station to take
the train for New York. The steel-foundries belched huge flames
that reflected the Allegheny hills blood-red and filled the air with
soot and smoke. We made our way past the sheds where human
beings, half man, half beast, were working like the galley-slaves
of an era long past. Their naked bodies, covered only with small

140

missar of the Baltic Fleet; and Kalinin, President of the Federated
Socialist Soviet Republics.

Two anarchists who had attended the gathering returned to tell
us of the order, enthusiasm, and fine spirit that had prevailed there.
Not since the early days of October had they seen such spontaneous
demonstration of solidarity and fervent comradeship. If only we
had been there, they lamented. The presence of Sasha, for whom
the Kronstadt sailors had made such a valiant stand when he was
in danger of extradition to California, in 1917, and of me, whom the
sailors knew by reputation, would have added weight to the resolu-
tion, they declared. We agreed that it would have been a wonderful
experience to participate in the first great mass meeting on Soviet
soil that was not machine-made. Gorki had assured me long ago
that the men of the Baltic Fleet were born anarchists and that my
place was with them. I had often longed to go to Kronstadt to meet
the crews and talk to them, but I had felt that in my disturbed and
confused state of mind I could give them nothing constructive. But
now I would go to take my place with them, though I knew that
the Bolsheviki would raise the cry that I was inciting the sailors
against the regime. Sasha said he did not care what the Commu-
nists would say. He would join the sailors in their protest in behalf
of the striking Petrograd workers.

Our comrades emphasized that the expressions of sympathy on
the part of Kronstadt with the strikers could in no way be construed
as anti-Soviet action. In fact, the entire spirit of the sailors and the
resolutions passed at their mass meeting were thoroughly Sovietist.
They were strongly opposed to the autocratic attitude of the Pet-
rograd authorities towards the starving strikers, but at no time had
the gathering shown the least opposition to the Communists. In fact,
the great meeting had been held under the auspices of the Kronstadt
Soviet. To show their loyalty the sailors had met Kalinin on his ar-
rival in their city with music and song, and his talk was listened
to with respect and attention. Even after he and his comrades had
attacked the sailors and condemned their resolution, Kalinin had
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The workers were determined, but it was apparent that they
would soon be starved into submission. There was no means by
which the public could aid the strikers even if they had anything to
give. All avenues of approach to the industrial districts of the city
were cut off by massed troops. Moreover, the population itself was
in dreadful want. The little we could gather in foodstuffs and cloth-
ing was a mere drop in the ocean. We all realized that the odds be-
tween the dictatorship and the workers were too uneven to permit
the strikers to hold out much longer.

Into this tense and desperate situation there was presently intro-
duced a new factor that held out the hope of some settlement. It was
the sailors of Kronstadt. True to their revolutionary traditions and
solidarity with the workers, so loyally demonstrated in the revolu-
tion of 1905, and later in the March and October upheavals of 1917,
they now again took up the cudgels in behalf of the harassed pro-
letarians in Petrograd. By no means blindly so. Quietly and with-
out outsiders knowing about it, they had sent a committee to in-
vestigate the claims of the strikers. Its report roused the sailors of
the warships Petropavlovsk and Sevastopol to adopt a resolution in
favour of the demands of their brother workers on strike. They de-
clared themselves devoted to the Revolution and the soviets, as well
as loyal to the Communist Party. They protested, however, against
the arbitrary attitude of certain commissars and stressed the need
of greater self-determination for the organized bodies of workers.
They further demanded freedom of assembly for labour unions and
peasant organizations and the release of all labour and political pris-
oners from Soviet prisons and concentration camps.

The example of these brigades was taken up by the First and
Second Squadrons of the Baltic Fleet stationed at Kronstadt. At
an open-air meeting on March 1, attended by sixteen thousand
sailors, Red Army men, and workers of Kronstadt, similar resolu-
tions were adopted unanimously with the exception of only three
votes. The dissenters included Vassiliev, president of the Kronstadt
Soviet, who was chairman of the mass meeting; Kuzmin, the Com-
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trunks, shone like copper in the glare of the red-hot chunks of iron
they were snatching from the mouths of the flaming monsters. From
time to time the steam rising from the water thrown on the hot
metal would completely envelop the men; then they would emerge
again like shadows. “The children of hell,” I said, “damned to the
everlasting inferno of heat and noise.” Sasha had given his life to
bring joy to these slaves, but they had remained blind and continued
in the hell of their own forging. “Their souls are dead, dead to the
horror and degradation of their lives”

Carl related to me what he knew about Sasha in his Pittsburgh
days. It was true that Henry Bauer had suspected Sasha. Henry was
a fanatical follower of Most, who had warned him against us as
renegades, telling him that we had allied ourselves with “that spy
Peukert” When Sasha arrived at the height of the Homestead trou-
ble, Bauer was already prejudiced against him. Henry had confided
to Nold that he would examine Sasha’s bag while he was asleep and
that if he found anything incriminating, he would kill Sasha. With
loaded gun Bauer had slept in the same room with Sasha, alert for
any suspicious movement and ready to shoot. Nold had been so im-
pressed with Sasha by his open countenance and directness that he
could not possibly suspect him. He had agreed with Bauer, trying
to convince him that Most was unfair and prejudiced against every-
one who disagreed with him. Carl no longer believed so implicitly
in Hannes.

Carl’s story filled me with horror. What if Sasha had happened to
have something in his bag that Bauer might have taken as justifying
his suspicions! Enough for the blind Most-worshipper to shoot him!
And Most, to what depths his hatred of Sasha had driven him, to
what despicable methods! What was there in human passion that
forced men to such lengths? My own, for instance, that compelled
me to horsewhip Most, to hate him now as he had always hated
Sasha, to hate the man I had once loved, the man who had been
my ideal. It was all so painfully disturbing, so frightful. I could not
grasp it.
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Of his own trial Carl spoke lightly. He would even welcome a few
years in prison to be near Sasha, to help him bear his heavy ordeal.
Faithful Carl! His trust in Sasha and his faith brought me close to
him, made him very dear.

Far in the distance, as the train sped on, I could still see the belch-
ing flames shoot against the black sky, lighting up the hills of Al-
legheny. Allegheny, which held what was most precious to me im-
mured perhaps for ever! I had planned the Attentat together with
him; I had let him go alone; I had approved of his decision to have
no lawyer. I strove to shake off the consciousness of guilt, but it
would give me no rest until I found forgetfulness in sleep.
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would haunt her days. Poor Liza! Loyal and staunch she was and of
sterling character. But oh, so blind politically!

The plea of the workers for more bread and some fuel soon flared
into decided political demands, thanks to the arbitrariness and ruth-
lessness of the authorities. A manifesto, pasted on the walls no one
knew by whom, called for “a complete change in the policies of the
Government.” It declared that, “first of all, the workers and peas-
ants need freedom. They don’t want to live by the decrees of the
Bolsheviki; they want to control their own destinies” Every day
the situation grew more tense and new demands were being voiced
by means of proclamations on the walls and buildings. At last ap-
peared a call for the Uchredilka, the Constituent Assembly so hated
and denounced by the ruling party.

Martial law was declared and the workers were ordered to return
to the shops on pain of being deprived of their rations. This entirely
failed of any effect, whereupon a number of unions were liquidated,
their officials and the more recalcitrant strikers placed in prison.

In helpless misery we saw groups of men, surrounded by armed
Chekists and soldiers, led past our windows. In the hope of making
the Soviet leaders realize the folly and danger of their tactics Sasha
tried to get hold of Zinoviev, while I sought Mme Ravich, Zorin
and Zipperovich, head of the Petrograd Trade Union Soviet. But
they all denied themselves to us on the excuse that they were too
busy defending the city from counter-revolutionary plots hatched
by the Mensheviki and Socialist-Revolutionists. This formula had
grown stale by three years’ repetition, but it still helped to throw
sand into the eyes of the Communist rank and file.

The strike kept spreading, all extreme measures notwithstanding.
Arrests followed upon arrests, but the very stupidity with which the
authorities dealt with the situation served to encourage the dark
elements. Anti-revolutionary and Jew-baiting proclamations began
to appear, and the wild rumours of military suppression and Cheka
brutality against the strikers filled the city.
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incite the crowd by firing into the air, but fortunately the work-
ers had come unarmed and there was no bloodshed. The strikers
resorted to a more powerful weapon, the solidarity of their fellow-
toilers, with the result that the employees of five more factories laid
down their tools and joined the strike movement. To a man, they
streamed from the Galernaya docks, the Admiralty shops, the Pa-
tronny mills, the Baltiysky and Laferm factories. Their street demon-
stration was promptly broken up by soldiers. From all accounts, I
gathered that the handling of the strikers was by no means very
comradely. Even such an ardent Communist as Liza Zorin had been
aroused to protest against the methods used. Liza and I had drifted
apart a long time ago and I was therefore much surprised that she
should feel the need of unburdening her heart to me. Never would
she have believed that Red Army men would rough-ride over work-
ingmen, she protested. Some women had fainted at the sight of it,
and others had become hysterical. A woman standing near her had
evidently recognized her as an active party member and had no
doubt held her responsible for the brutal scene. She turned on Liza
like a fury and hit her full in the face, causing her to bleed profusely.
Though staggered by the blow, dear old Liza, who had always teased
me about my sentimentality, told her assailant that it did not mat-
ter at all. “To reassure the distracted woman I begged her to let me
take her to her home,” Liza related. “Her home — it was a dreadful
hole such as I thought no longer existed in our country. One dark
room, cold and barren, occupied by the woman, her husband, and
their six children. To think that I have lived in the Astoria all this
time!” she moaned. She knew it was not the fault of her party that
such appalling conditions still prevailed in Soviet Russia, she contin-
ued. Nor was it Communist wilfulness that was responsible for the
strike. The blockade and the world imperialist conspiracy against
the Workers’ Republic were to blame for the poverty and suffering.
Just the same, she could not remain in her comfortable quarters any
longer. That desperate woman’s room and her frostbitten children
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Chapter 11

Our work for the commutation of Sasha’s sentence continued.
At one of our weekly Meetings, in the latter part of December, I
became conscious of the steady gaze of a man in the audience. He
was tall and broad, well built, with soft blond hair and blue eyes. I
particularly noticed the peculiar motion of his right leg, swinging
back and forth regularly, while his hand kept steadily playing with
matches. His monotonous movements were making me drowsy and
I repeatedly had to rouse myself with an effort. Finally I walked
over to the man and playfully took the matches away from him,
remarking: “Children are not allowed to play with fire” “All right,
grandmother,” he replied in the same spirit, “but you should know
that I am a revolutionist. I love fire. Don’t you?” He smiled at me,
exposing beautiful white teeth. “Yes, in its right place,” I retorted,
“not here, with so many people about. It makes me nervous. And
please stop moving your leg” The man apologized; a bad habit he
had acquired in prison, he remarked. A feeling of shame overcame
me; I thought of Sasha. I begged the man to go on and not to mind
me. Perhaps some day he would tell me about his prison experience.
“T have a dear friend there now,” I said. Evidently he understood
whom I meant. “Berkman is a brave man,” he replied. “We know
about him in Austria and we admire him tremendously for what he
did”

I learned that his name was Edward Brady and that he had just
arrived from Austria after completing a term of ten years in prison
for the publication of illegal anarchist literature. I found him the
most scholarly person I had ever met. His field was not limited, like
Most’s, to social and political subjects; in fact, he rarely talked about
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them to me. He introduced me to the great classics of English and
French literature. He loved to read Goethe and Shakespeare to me,
or translate passages from the French, Jean Jacques Rousseau and
Voltaire being his favourites. His English, although with a German
accent, was perfect. On one occasion I asked him where he had re-
ceived his schooling. “In prison,” he replied unhesitatingly. He mod-
ified it by adding that he had passed through the Gymnasium first;
but it was in prison that he had done his real studying. His sister
used to send him English and French dictionaries, and he made it
his practice to memorize so many words every day. In solitary con-
finement he had always read aloud to himself. It was the only way
to survive, Many went crazy, particularly those who had nothing
with which to occupy their minds. But for people with ideals prison
is the best school, he said. “Then I ought to get to prison as quickly
as possible,” I remarked, “because I am awfully ignorant” “Don’t be
in such a hurry,” be replied; “we have only just met and you are too
young for prison.” “Berkman was only twenty-one,” I told him. “Yes,
that is the pity of it” His voice trembled. “I was thirty when I was
imprisoned. I had already lived intensely”

He asked about my childhood and schooldays, evidently trying
to change the subject. I had only had three and a half years of Re-
alschule in Konigsberg, I told him. The régime was harsh, the in-
structors brutal; I learned scarcely anything. Only my teacher of
German had been kind to me. She was a sick woman, slowly dying
of consumption, but patient and tender. She would often invite me
to her home and give me extra lessons. She was particularly anx-
ious for me to know her favourite writers: Marlitt, Auerbach, Heise,
Linden, and Spielhagen. She loved Marlitt more than the others; so
L, too, loved Marlitt. We used to read her novels together and we
would both grow tearful over the unhappy heroines. My teacher
worshipped the royal house; Frederick the Great and Queen Louise
were her idols. “The poor Queen so cruelly treated by that butcher,
Napoleon — the gracious, beautiful Queen,” she would say with
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and crimes of Bolshevism. I found that by far the greatest num-
ber were political prisoners, as well as peasants and workers guilty
of demanding better treatment and conditions. These facts, though
rigidly kept from the public, were nevertheless common knowledge,
as were indeed most things that were secretly going on beneath the
Soviet surface. How forbidden information leaked out was a mys-
tery, but it did leak out and would spread with the rapidity and
intensity of a forest fire.

Within less than twenty-four hours of our return to Petrograd we
learned that the city was seething with discontent and strike talk.
The cause of it was the increased suffering due to the unusually se-
vere winter as well as partly to the habitual Soviet near-sightedness.
Heavy snow-storms had delayed the meagre supplies of food and
fuel for the city. In addition the Petro-Soviet had committed the
stupidity of closing down several factories and cutting the rations
of their employees almost in half. At the same time it had become
known that the party members in the shops had received a fresh
supply of shoes and clothing, while the rest of the toilers were
wretchedly clad and shod. To cap the climax the authorities vetoed
the meeting called by the workers to discuss ways of ameliorating
the situation.

It was the common feeling in Petrograd among non-Communist
elements that the situation was very grave. The atmosphere was
charged to the point of explosion. We decided of course to remain
in the city. Not that we hoped to avert impending trouble, but we
wanted to be on hand in case we could be of help to the people.

The storm broke out even before anyone expected it. It began
with the strike of the millmen at the Troubetskoy works. Their de-
mands were modest enough: an increase in their food rations, as
had long ago been promised them, and also the distribution of the
foot-gear on hand. The Petro-Soviet refused to parley with the strik-
ers until they returned to work. Companies of armed kursanty, con-
sisting of young Communists in military training, were sent to dis-
perse the workers gathered about the mills. The cadets sought to
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tions, and neither Sasha nor I would continue work under such con-
ditions. Moreover, we considered the work of a Peter Kropotkin mu-
seum more vital than our labours for the Petrograd Museum and we
were already in active charge of the preliminary work. Our presence
in Moscow was urgent and we should have to live there. Alexandra
Kropotkin was leaving for Europe, and Sophie had promised that
we could have the two small rooms they had occupied in an apart-
ment on the Leontevsky Pereulok. At last we should be able to live
like the rest of the nonofficial population.

In my early Russian period the question of strikes had puzzled me
a great deal. People had told me that the least attempt of that kind
was crushed and the participants sent to prison. I had not believed
it, and, as in all similar things, I had turned to Zorin for information.
“Strikes under the dictatorship of the proletariat!” he had exclaimed;
“there’s no such thing” He had even upbraided me for crediting such
wild and impossible tales. Against whom, indeed, should the work-
ers strike in Soviet Russia, he had argued. Against themselves? They
were the masters of the country, politically as well as industrially.
To be sure, there were some among the toilers who were not yet
fully class-conscious and aware of their own true interests. These
were sometimes disgruntled, but they were elements incited by the
shkurniky, by self-seekers and enemies of the Revolution. Skinners,
parasites, they were, who were purposely misleading the dark peo-
ple. They were the worst kind of sabotazhniky, no better than out
and out counter-revolutionists, and of course the Soviet authorities
had to protect the country against their kind. Most of them were in
prison.

Since then I had learned by personal observation and experience
that the real sabotazhniky, counter-revolutionists, and bandits in
Soviet penal institutions were a negligible minority. The bulk of
the prison population consisted of social heretics who were guilty
of the cardinal sin against the Communist Church. For no offence
was considered more heinous than to entertain political views in
opposition to the party, and to voice any protest against the evils

1032

much feeling. She often recited to me the poem, the daily prayer
of the good Queen:

Wer nie sein Brot in Trdnen ass —

Wer nie die kummervollen Ndchte auf seinem Bette
weinend sass —

Der kennt euch nicht, Ihr himmlischen Mdchte.

The moving stanza completely captured me. I, too, became a devo-
tee of Queen Louise.

Two of my teachers had been altogether terrible. One, a German
Jew was our instructor in religion; the other taught geography. I
hated them both. Occasionally I would avenge myself on the former
for his constant beatings, but I was too terrorized by the other even
to complain at home.

The great joy of our religious instructor used to be to beat the
palms of our hands with a ruler. I used to organize schemes to an-
noy him: stick pins in his upholstered chair, stealthily tie his long
coattails to the table, put snails in his pockets — anything I could
think of to pay him back for the pain of his ruler. He knew I was
the ring-leader and he beat me the more for it. But it was a frank
feud that could be met in the open.

Not so with the other man. His methods were less painful, but
more dreadful. Every afternoon he would keep one or two of the
girls after school-hours. When everybody had left the building, he
would send one girl to the next classroom, then force the other on
his knee and grasp her breasts or put his hands between her legs. He
would promise her good marks if she kept quiet and threaten instant
dismissal if she talked. The girls were terrorized into silence. I did
not know for a long time about these things, until one day I found
myself on his knee, I screamed, reached for his beard, and pulled
it violently in my attempt to wriggle out of his hold. He jumped
up, and I fell to the floor. He ran to the door to see if anyone was
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coming in response to my cry; then he hissed into my ear: “If you
breathe one word, I'll kick you out of school”

For several days I was too sick with fright to return to school,
but I would not say anything. The dread of being dismissed brought
back the remembrance of Father’s fury whenever I returned with
bad marks. I went back to school at last, and for some days the geog-
raphy lessons passed without incident. Because of my poor eyesight
I had to stand close to the map. One day the teacher whispered to
me: “You will remain behind” “I will not!” I whispered back. The
next moment I felt a stinging pain in my arm. He had stuck his
nails into my flesh. My cries broke up the class and brought other
instructors to the room. I heard our teacher telling them that I was
a dullard, that I never knew my lessons and therefore he had to
punish me. I was sent home.

At night my arm hurt a great deal. Mother noticed that it was all
swollen and she sent for the doctor, who questioned me. His kindly
manner led me to tell him the whole story. “Terrible!” he exclaimed,;
“the fellow belongs to the madhouse” A week later when I returned
to school our geography-teacher was no longer there. He had gone
on a journey, we were told.

When the time came for me to join Father in St. Petersburg, I
hated to go. I could not part from my sick teacher of German, who
had taught me to love everything Teutonic. She had induced one of
her friends to give me French and music lessons and had promised
to help me through the Gymnasium. She wanted me to continue
my education in Germany, and I dreamed of studying medicine so
that I could be helpful in the world. After much pleading and many
tears Mother consented to let me remain with my grandmother in
Konigsberg, provided I would pass the entrance examination for the
Gymnasium. I worked day and night and I passed. But to become
enrolled I needed a certificate of good character from my religious
teacher. I loathed the idea of asking the man for anything; but I felt
that my whole future depended on it, and I went to him. In front of
the whole class he announced that he would never give me “a good
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she pleaded with me to remain in Moscow to help her realize the
project. I agreed that her plan would be a most appropriate monu-
ment to Peter, though I did not consider Russia at present the best
place for it. The work would involve continual begging from the
Government, and that would certainly not be in conformity with Pe-
ter’s views and wishes. But Sophie insisted that Russia was, every-
thing considered, the most logical place for such a museum. Peter
had loved his native land and had had the greatest faith in its peo-
ple, notwithstanding the Bolshevik dictatorship. Heart-breaking as
conditions were, he had often told her, he was determined to spend
the rest of his life there. She also had always been devoted to Russia,
and, with Peter now resting in Russian soil, it had become doubly
sacred to her.

She felt that, with Sasha and me on the museum committee,
the main support would come from America and very little would
therefore have to be asked from the soviets. The members of the
Kropotkin Funeral Commission favoured Sophie’s plan. Whatever
the nature of the dictatorship, they held, the fact remained that the
great Revolution had taken place in Russia, and that country was
therefore the proper home for a Kropotkin museum.

The Peter Kropotkin Funeral Commission reorganized itself into
a Memorial Committee, with Sophie Kropotkin as its chairman,
Sasha as general secretary, and me as manager. In addition I was
also to substitute for Sophie during her absence in Dmitrov. The
organization, which consisted of representatives of the various an-
archist groups, decided to apply to the Moscow Soviet for the old
Kropotkin family house as a home for the museum, as well as to
request that the Kropotkin cottage in Dmitrov be secured for the
widow of Peter.

Together with Sasha I returned to Petrograd to sever our connex-
ions with the Museum of the Revolution. We both regretted having
to give up our active association with its staff, who had been so
splendid in their relationship with us. But the Ispart had irrevoca-
bly decided to set up a political commissar over the museum expedi-
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the Chekist remarked. As a tovarishtch he felt it his duty to warn
me. ‘Is it a threat?” I asked. “Not yet,” he muttered.

He rose and walked out of the room. I waited for half an hour,
wondering whether I was a prisoner. Everyone’s turn comes in Rus-
sia; why not also mine, I mused. Presently steps approached and the
door was thrown open. An old man, evidently a Chekist, gave me
a slip of paper permitting me to enter the Butirky.

Among a large group of imprisoned comrades I met several I had
known in the States: Fanya and Aaron Baron, Volin, and others who
had been active in America, as well as the Russians of the Nabat or-
ganization whom I had met in Kharkov. They had been visited by a
representative of the Veh-Cheka, they related, who had offered to
release several of them individually, but not as a collective group,
as had been arranged with the Funeral Commission. Our comrades
had repudiated the breach of faith and insisted that they would at-
tend the Kropotkin funeral in a body or not at all. The man informed
them that he would have to report their demand to his superior of-
ficers and that the would soon return with the final decision. But
he never came back. The comrades said it did not matter at all, be-
cause they had held their own Kropotkin memorial meeting in the
corridor of their prison wing, and the occasion had been honoured
by appropriate speeches and revolutionary songs. In fact, with the
help of the other politicals they had turned the prison into a popular
university, Volin remarked. They were conducting classes in social
science, political economy, sociology, and literature, and they were
teaching the common prisoners to read and write. They were en-
joying more freedom than we on the outside and we should envy
them, they joked. But their haven, they feared, would probably not
last much longer.

Sophie Kropotkin, whose whole life had been wrapped up in Pe-
ter and his work, was completely shattered by her loss. She could
not bear to go on without him, she told me, unless she could devote
the rest of her days to the perpetuation of his memory and efforts. A
Peter Kropotkin museum was her idea as a fitting testimonial, and
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character” I had none, he declared; I was a terrible child and would
grow into a worse woman. I had no respect for my elders or for
authority, and I would surely end on the gallows as a public menace.
I went home heart-broken, but Mother promised to permit me to
continue my studies in St. Petersburg. Unfortunately her plans did
not materialize. I got only six months of study in Russia. However,
the spiritual influences from my association with Russian students
were most valuable.

“Those teachers must have been regular beasts,” Brady declared,;
“but you will admit that your religious fellow had a prophetic eye.
You are already considered a public menace, and if you go on, you
may be given a distinguished death. But console yourself; better
people die on the gallows than in palaces.”

Gradually a beautiful comradery matured between Brady and me.
I now called him Ed. “The other sounds conventional.” he had said.
At his suggestion we started reading French together, beginning
with Candide. I read slowly, haltingly, my pronunciation atrocious.
But he was a born teacher, and his patience was boundless. On Sun-
days Ed would play host in the two-room apartment to which I had
moved . Fedya and I would be ordered out of the flat until the meat
was ready. Ed was a marvelous cook. On rare occasions I would be
given the privilege of watching him prepare the meal. He would ex-
plain minutely, with evident gusto, every dish and I soon proved a
much better pupil in cooking than in French. I learned to prepare
many dishes before we were through reading Candide.

On Saturdays when I did not have to lecture, we used to visit the
saloon of Justus Schwab, the most famous radical center in New
York. Schwab was the traditional Teuton in appearance, over six feet
tall, broad-chested, and strait as a tree. On his wide shoulders and
strong neck rested a magnificent head, trained in curly red hair and
beard. His eyes were full of fire and intensity. But it was his voice,
deep and tender, that was his peculiar characteristic. It would have
made him famous if he had chosen an operatic career. Justus was
too much the rebel and the dreamer, however, to care about such
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things. The rear room of his little place on First Street was a Mecca
for French Communards, Spanish and Italian refugees, Russian po-
liticals, and German socialists and anarchists who had escaped the
iron heel of Bismarck. Everyone gathered at Justus’s. Justus, as we
affectionately called him, was the comrade, adviser, and friend of
all. The circle was interspersed with many Americans, among them
writers and artists. John Swinton, Ambrose Bierce, James Huneker,
Sadakichi Hartmann, and other literati loved to listen to Justus’s
golden voice, drink his delicious beer and wine, and argue world-
problems far into the night. Together with Ed I became a regular fre-
quenter. Ed would dilate on the subtleties of some English, French,
or German word, a group of philologists his forum. I would clash
swords with Huneker and his friends about anarchism. Justus loved
those battles and would urge me on. Then he would pat me on the
back and say: “Emmachen, your head is not made for a hat; it is
made for the rope. Just look at those soft curves — the rope would
easily snuggle into them” At which Ed would wince.

The sweet companionship with Ed did not eliminate Sasha from
my mind. Ed was also deeply interested in him and he joined the
groups that were carrying on a systematic campaign in Sasha’s be-
half. Meanwhile Sasha had established an underground mail route.
His official notes contained little about himself, but they spoke
kindly of the prison chaplain, who had given him books and was
showing human interest. His underground letters evidenced how
outraged he felt over the sentence of Bauer and Nold. But they also
breathed a little hope; he no longer felt so alone, with his two com-
rades under the same roof. He was trying to establish communica-
tion with them, his friends having been placed in a different wing
of the prison. For the present, letters from the outside were his only
link with life. I must urge our friends to write him often.

The consciousness that my correspondence would be read by
the prison censor haunted me. The written words seemed cold and
matter-of-fact, yet I wanted Sasha to feel that whatever happened
in my life, whoever entered it, he would remain in it always. My
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anarchists foolish enough to live up to the pledge given for them
by their comrades.

The anarchists in the Butirky prison had not appeared at the fu-
neral, after all. The Veh-Cheka had assured our commission that
they had declined to do so, though offered the opportunity. We
knew that it was a lie; nevertheless I decided upon a personal visit
to our prisoners to secure their side of the story. This unfortunately
involved the hateful necessity of applying to the Cheka for a per-
mit. I was taken into the private office of the presiding Chekist, who
proved a mere youth with a gun in his belt and another on his desk.
He met me with outstretched hands, profusely addressing me as
his “dear comrade” His name was Brenner, he informed me, and
he used to live in America. He had been an anarchist and of course
he knew “Sasha” and me well and all about our activities in the
States. He was proud to call us his comrades. Naturally he was now
with the Communists, he explained, for he considered the present
régime a stepping stone to anarchism. The Revolution was the main
thing, and since the Bolsheviki were working in its behalf, he was
co-operating with them. But had I ceased to be a revolutionist that
I refused to grasp the proffered comradely hand from one of its
defenders?

I had never in my life shaken hands with detectives, I replied,
and much less would I do so with one who had been an anarchist. I
came for a pass to the prison and I wanted to know whether I could
secure one.

The Chekist turned white, but he kept his composure. “All right
about the pass,” he said, “but there is a little matter that needs expla-
nation.” He drew out a clipping from a desk drawer and handed it to
me. It was the silly Clayton article that I had already seen months
before. It was imperative that I retract its contents in the Soviet
press, Brenner declared. I replied that I had long ago cabled my ver-
sion of it to friends in America, and that I had no intention of doing
anything more in the matter. My refusal was sure to go against me,
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and comrade out of the hall. In the street they were received in im-
pressive silence by the vast assembly. Soldiers without arms, sailors,
students, and children, labour organizations of every trade, and
groups of men and women representing the learned professions,
peasants, and numerous anarchist bodies, all with their banners of
red or black, a multitudinous mass united without coercion, orderly
without force, stretched along the long march of two hours to the
Devichy Cemetery, on the outskirts of the city.

At the Tolstoy Museum the strains of Chopin’s Funeral March
greeted the cortége, and a chorus by the followers of the seer of
Yasnaya Polyana. In appreciation our comrades lowered their flags,
as a fitting tribute of one great son of Russia to another.

Passing the Butirky prison, the procession came to a second halt,
and our flags were lowered in token of Peter Kropotkin’s last greet-
ing to his courageous comrades who were waving their adieu to
him from their barred windows.

Spontaneous expressions of deep-felt sorrow characterized the
speeches made by representative men of various political tenden-
cies at the grave of our departed comrade. The dominant note was
that the death of Peter Kropotkin was a loss of a great moral force,
the equal of which was well-nigh extinct in their native land.

For the first time since my coming to Petrograd my own voice
rang out in public. It sounded to me strangely hard and inadequate
to express all that Peter had meant to me. My grief over his passing
away was bound up with my despair over the defeat of the Revolu-
tion, which none of us had been able to avert.

The sun, slowly disappearing below the horizon, and the sky,
bathed in dark red, made a fitting canopy over the fresh soil that
was now Peter Kropotkin’s eternal resting-place.

The seven paroled boys spent the evening with us, and it was
late at night when they reached their prison-house. Not expecting
them, the guards had locked the gates and retired. The men had
fairly to break into the place, so astounded were the keepers to see
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letters left me dissatisfied and unhappy. But life went on. I had to
work ten, sometimes twelve hours a day at the sewing-machine to
earn my living. Almost nightly meetings and the need of improving
my neglected education kept me engaged all the time. Somehow Ed
made me feel that need more than anyone else had done.

Our friendship gradually ripened into love. Ed became indispens-
able to me. I had known for a long time that he also cared for me. Of
unusual reserve, he had never spoken of his love, but his eyes and
his touch were eloquent of it. He had had women in his life before.
One of them had given him a daughter, who was living with her
mother’s parents. He felt grateful to those women, he would often
say. They had taught him the mysteries and subtleties of sex. I could
not follow Ed when he spoke of these matters, and [ was too shy to
ask for an explanation. But I used to wonder what he meant. Sex
had seemed a simple process to me. My own sex life had always left
me dissatisfied, longing for something I did not know. I considered
love more important than all else, love which finds supreme joy in
selfless giving.

In the arms of Ed I learned for the first time the meaning of the
great life-giving force. I understood its full beauty, and I eagerly
drank its intoxicating joy and bliss. It was an ecstatic song, pro-
foundly soothing by its music and perfume. My little flat in the
building known as the “Bohemian Republic,” to which I had moved
lately, became a temple of love. Often the thought would come to
me that so much peace and beauty could not last; it was too won-
derful, too perfect. Then I would cling to Ed with a trembling heart.
He would hold me close and his unfailing cheer and humour would
dispel my dark thoughts. “You are overworked,” he would say. “The
machine and your constant anxiety about Sasha are killing you.”

In the spring I fell ill, began to lose weight, and grew too weak
to walk across the room. Physicians ordered immediate rest and
a change of climate. My friends persuaded me to leave New York
and I went to Rochester, accompanied by a girl who volunteered as
nurse.
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My sister Helena thought her place too cramped for a patient
and she secured for me a room in a house with a large garden. She
spent every spare moment with me, unfailing in her love and care.
She took me to a lung-specialist who discovered an early stage of
tuberculosis and put me on a special diet. Presently I began to im-
prove, and within two months I had recovered sufficiently to take
walks. My doctor was planning to send me for the winter to a sana-
torium, when developments in New York gave a different turn to
the situation.

The industrial crisis of that year had thrown thousands out of
employment, and their condition now reached an appalling state.
Worst of all was the situation in New York. Jobless workers were be-
ing evicted; suffering was growing and suicides multiplying. Noth-
ing was being done to alleviate their misery.

I could no longer remain in Rochester. My reason told me it was
reckless to go back in the middle of my cure. I had grown much
stronger and had gained weight. I coughed less and the hemor-
rhages had stopped. I knew, however, that [ was far from well. But
something stronger than reason was drawing me back to New York.
Ilonged for Ed; but more compelling was the call of the unemployed,
of the workers of the East Side who had given me my labour bap-
tism. I had been with them in their previous struggles: I could not
stay away from them now. I left notes behind for the physician and
Helena; I did not have the heart to face them.

I had wired Ed and he met me joyously. But when I told him
that I had returned to devote myself to the unemployed, his mood
changed. It was insanity, he urged; it would mean the loss of ever-
thing I had gained in health through my rest. It might even prove
fatal. He would not permit it — I was his now — his, to love 