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 Wednes-
day, 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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outburst. His 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 be-
fore me with the inspired speaker of the previous evening whose
oratory had so carried 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 cov-
ered 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 lit-
tle. 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 thun-
dered; “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,” I 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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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 pic-
ture. Listening to my teacher revived the ghastly sight: the bleed-
ing body, the piercing shrieks, the distorted faces of the gendarmes,
the knouts whistling in the air and coming down with a sharp hiss-
ing 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 tortur-
ers there are squeezing the blood out of me,” he declared queru-
lously. “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
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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 massive 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 exterminated, 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? 1 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
Ilearned 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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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 [ 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. Irecalled 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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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.

I 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 myselfin New York
as a dressmaker. I wanted so much to free myself from the dreadful
grind and slavery of the shop. I wanted to have time for reading,
and later Thoped 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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work I had vowed to take up after the death of my Chicago com-
rades. But Kershner’s threat frightened me: I could not be respon-
sible for his death. I remarried him. My parents rejoiced and so did
Lena and her husband, but Helena was sick with grief.

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 sepa-
ration 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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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. Scep-
tic that I am, T 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 oth-
ers 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



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 T 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 writ-
ten. Often I had been chided by my pal Sasha, otherwise known as
Alexander Berkman, and by my other friends, for my proclivity to
spread myself in letters. Far from virtue bringing reward, it was my
iniquity that gave me what I needed most — the true atmosphere
of past days. Ben Reitman, Ben Capes, Jacob Margolis, Agnes In-
glis, Harry Weinberger, Van, my romantic admirer Leon Bass, and
scores of other friends readily responded to my request to send me
my letters. 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 pre-
served my Russian correspondence. In short, I was soon put into
possession of over one thousand specimens of my epistolary effu-
sions. I confess that most of them were painful reading, for at no
time does one reveal oneself so much as in one’s intimate corre-
spondence. 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 es-
sentially 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,

dency to bargain over prices, he would send him away. He could
not bear the implication that he might overcharge. His income was
insufficient 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
second child and yet had to drudge from morning till night to make
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 threatened 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 Kersh-
ner would prove more satisfactory or lasting than at first. Besides,
I had definitely decided to go to New York, to equip myself for the
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work: it was considered disgraceful for a married woman to go to
the shop. Jacob was earning fifteen dollars a week. He had devel-
oped 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.

After the death of the Chicago anarchists I insisted on a sepa-
ration from Kershner. He fought long against it, but finally con-
sented to a divorce. It was given to us by the same rabbi who had
performed our marriage ceremony. Then I left for New Haven, Con-
necticut, 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
opposed 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 deci-
sion 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 ten-
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her profound 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
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Saint-Tropez, France

January 1931

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 —
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 Ilay alongside
my husband on our wedding night. He had fallen fast asleep.

The weeks went on. There was no change. I urged Jacob to con-
sult a doctor. At first he refused, pleading diffidence, but finally
he went. He was told it would take considerable time to “build up
his manhood” My own passion had subsided. The material anxi-
ety of making ends meet excluded everything else. I had stopped
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“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 out-
raged for her to touch me. “I am going to die,”  howled, “I want the
Feldscher (assistant doctor).” The Feldscher was sent for. He was a
young 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 [ would pass the place on my way from work.
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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 before, 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
breakfast, and then plied me with questions. Why did I come to
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The first erotic sensations I remember had come to me when I
was about six. My parents lived in Popelan then, where we chil-
dren had no home in any real sense. Father kept an inn, which
was constantly filled with peasants drunk and quarreling, and gov-
ernment officials. Mother was busy superintending the servants in
our large, chaotic house. My sisters, Lena and Helena, fourteen and
twelve, were burdened 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 sleep-
ing 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 dream-
ing 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.
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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
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,
playing 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 married 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.
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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 as if 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 rela-
tives 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 impose 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
throbbing, 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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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, I 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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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.

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.
“I will dance!” I declared; “I 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; “T 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.
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— but he did not know how to get acquainted. Now he would no
longer feel lonely, he said brightly; we could visit places together
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
German Club by her employer, who gave her two tickets, so she
could bring me with her. Some time previously my sister had pre-
sented 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 con-
soled 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 I would run away from home. “We can be back before Fa-
ther wakes up,” I urged. Dear Helena — she was always so timid!
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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. “T hope I may be able to save yours some day,”
I quickly replied.
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The meeting-place was a small hall behind a saloon, through
which one had to pass. It was crowded with Germans, drinking,
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 condi-
tions, a biting satire on the injustice and brutality of the domi-
nant powers, 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 dis-
tinction was forgotten. He seemed transformed into some primi-
tive power, radiating hatred and love, strength and inspiration. The
rapid current of his speech, the music of his voice, and his sparkling
wit, all combined 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 martyr-
dom, yet every detail stood out clear before my vision and affected
me as if it had happened but yesterday. My sister Helena and I 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
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my week’s earnings. The lovely vase in Mr. Garson’s office held a
great many of them.

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 T 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 call-
ing 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
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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.  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 I 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
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to attend the meetings, my older sister, Helena, on a few occasions
only, and I regularly. The gatherings were generally uninteresting,
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 move-
ment was Chicago, and there the struggle between the toilers and
their bosses became intense and bitter. A meeting of the striking
employees of the McCormick Harvester Company in that city was
attacked by police; men and women were beaten and several per-
sons killed. To protest against the outrage a mass meeting was
called in Haymarket Square on May 4. It was addressed by Al-
bert Parsons, August Spies, Adolph Fischer, and others, and was
quiet and orderly. This was attested to by Carter Harrison, Mayor
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of Chicago, who had attended the meeting to see what was going
on. The Mayor left, satisfied that everything was all right, and he
informed the captain of 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 address-
ing 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, club-
bing them unmercifully. Then something flashed through the air
and exploded, killing a number of police officers and wounding
a score of others. It was never ascertained who the actual culprit
was, and the authorities apparently made little effort to discover
him. Instead orders were immediately issued for the arrest of all
the speakers at the Haymarket meeting and other prominent anar-
chists. 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’ Association to
further their murderous plan to get the anarchists out of the way.
The public mind was so inflamed by the atrocious stories 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 con-
viction; 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 repeat-
edly denounced the prisoners from the bench, influencing the jury
against them. The witnesses were terrorized or bribed, with the re-
sult 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 employ-
ers’ bitter opposition to the eight-hour movement, constituted the
atmosphere that favoured the judicial murder of the Chicago anar-
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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 cloth-
ingworks were a vast improvement on the glove factory on the
Vassilevsky 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 end-
less. 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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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 fac-
tory. 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, unven-
tilated, 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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chists. Five of them — Albert Parsons, August Spies, Louis Lingg,
Adolph Fischer, and George Engel — were sentenced to die by hang-
ing; Michael Schwab and Samuel Fielden were doomed to life im-
prisonment; Neebe received fifteen years’ sentence. The innocent
blood of the Haymarket martyrs was calling for revenge.

At the end of Greie’s speech I 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 Parsons, Spies, Lingg, and the others as socialists, but I was ig-
norant 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 mo-
tioning 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 feeling 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
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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.
It seemed lava shooting forth flames of ridicule, scorn, and defi-
ance; 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 literature 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 horrible even for tears. In the evening we went to our fa-
ther’s house. Everybody talked about the Chicago events. I was
entirely absorbed in what I 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. I 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 martyred comrades, to make
their cause my own, to make known to the world their beautiful
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when I saw her, heavy with her first child, her small face pale and
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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while Lena was two years older. We were playing a game of mar-
bles. Somehow sister Lena thought I was winning too often. She
flew into 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 I 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 I
learned 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 ex-
plained, 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
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lives and heroic deaths. Johanna Greie was more prophetic than
she had probably realized.

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 hus-
band, 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 I 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 be-
tween Father and me. She offered to pay my fare, but Father would
not consent to my going. I pleaded, begged, wept. Finally I threat-
ened 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 sti-
fling, my father’s presence terrifying. My mother, while less vio-
lent with the children, never showed much warmth. It was always
Helena who gave me affection, who filled my childhood with what-
ever 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 separate us.
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We travelled steerage, where the passengers were herded to-
gether like cattle. My first contact with the sea was terrifying and
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 Helena 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
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the new country, they said, was hard; they were all still possessed
by nostalgia for their home that had never been a home.

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 discov-
ered the reason. I could not have been more than six at the time,
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that was 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 al-
ways 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 indef-
initely. 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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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 peo-
ple, “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 expres-
sion. 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 anar-
chist, he began with deep conviction, “is one who lives only for
the Cause and gives everything to it. My friend here” — he indi-
cated Fedya — “is still too much of a bourgeois to realize that. He is
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a mamenkin sin (mother’s spoilt darling), who even accepts money
from home.” He continued to explain why it was inconsistent for a
revolutionary to have anything to do with his bourgeois parents or
relatives. His only reason for tolerating his friend Fedya’s inconsis-
tency, he added, was that he gave most of what he received from
home to the movement. “If I'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?”

“I 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 lux-
uries when the people live in poverty”

“But beautiful things are not luxuries,” I insisted; “they are nec-
essaries. 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 respon-
sive chord in me. I, too, loved beauty. Our poverty-stricken life in
Konigsberg 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 sor-
did home surroundings. When Mother scolded me or when I had
difficulties at school, a bunch of lilacs from our neighbour’s gar-
den 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
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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 dis-
agreed with me about it. He insisted that early environment and
conditions are powerful factors in moulding one’s life. He won-
dered 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 Kénigsberg to
live with my grandmother and go to school there. Grandmother
was the owner of a hairdressing parlour managed by her three
daughters, while she herself continued to ply the trade of smuggler.
Father took me as far as Kovno, where we were met by Grand-
mother. 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 permit 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, grandmother, aunts, and uncles. He would never take
me back if there should be any complaint against me and he would
come to Konigsberg 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, consist-
ing of only three rooms and a kitchen. The best room had been as-
signed to my aunt and uncle, while I had to sleep with my youngest
aunt. [ had always hated sharing my bed with anyone else. In fact,
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fire and abandon. 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 spontaneous? It troubled me considerably. I
hated to think that he did not intensely feel what he said, that his
eloquence and his expressive gestures were conscious theatrical-
ity 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. Germany, 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 immunity accorded to mem-
bers 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
definitely 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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be able to hear 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, hav-
ing to admit that I had never met an artist before. “Artists are in-
spired people,” I said “everything comes easy to them.” “Of course,”
Berkman retorted, “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 youngster,” 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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The following week I went to the Freiheit office. Several peo-
ple were already there, busy addressing envelopes and folding the
papers. Everybody talked. Johann Most was at his desk. I was as-
signed a place and given work. I marvelled at Most’s capacity to go
on writing 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 laughter,
and I was near tears. He noticed my embarrassment and restrained
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
being, no longer the repulsive caricature of the Rochester press or
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him hold on to life. Blackwell’s Island revived his old horror of his
appearance. They had there shaved his beard, and the sight of the
hideous image looking 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 raging within him. Fear that he was repellent to me haunted
him. He became obsessed by one thought — to win me, to bind me
to himself, 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 occa-
sionally: 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
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He was, it seems, the offspring of a clandestine affair. His fa-
ther 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
family. He was born without legal, moral, or religious sanction;
subsequently 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 Rduber,
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 always drove him from them. For many years, un-
til 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 be-
come acquainted with inspired him with a great purpose and made
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the gruff creature of the office. He was a gracious host, an attentive
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 before
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
people — 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, idol-
ized by many, but loved by none. One can be very lonely among
thousands — 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, uneducated; 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,
and our own literature, of course. It was almost daybreak when we
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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 s0.” “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 the people,” Fedya added, “a love that will yet move him to great
deeds”
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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
acquainted with the comrades and open up a way for further activ-
ities.

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 Blackwell’s Island Penitentiary, the Spanish Inquisi-
tion 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.

83



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.

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 back-
ground. 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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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 her to be moved by personal sentiment,” Berkman commented,
“her love for the Cause should have urged her to live for other ac-
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tivities” 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 roman-
tic and sentimental for a revolutionist, that the task before us was
hard and we must become hard.

Iwondered if the boy was really so hard, or was he merely trying
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. Occasionally
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
factory and its galling discipline. My earnings from the waists, once
I acquired speed, were not less than in the shop.
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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 Thad not become the har-
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 Ileft 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

81



out 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. I loved
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.

Suddenly I felt a terrific pain in my head, as if I had been struck
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 nag-
ging 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
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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 I 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
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
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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 screech-
ing 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 be-
fore Mother gave her consent to my accompanying my teacher to
the performance aggravated 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 chandeliers reflecting the colours of green,
yellow, and amethyst. It was a fairyland more magnificent than
any ever pictured in the stories I had read. I forgot the presence
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Father outside was raging: “I'll kill her! I will kill that brat! I will
teach her to obey!”

Another time, in Kénigsberg, 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 ar-
range the matter, but he insisted on monthly reports of our be-
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 will-
ful 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 dis-
ease! 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 espe-
cially. 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 eagerly 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. Perhaps 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 punishment I had learned to carry the glass with-
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A child! Thad loved children madly, ever since I could remember.
As alittle 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
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
satisfy. Father’s harshness towards the children, his violent out-
breaks, his beating my sisters and me. Two frightful experiences
were particularly 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
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of my teacher, the mean surroundings of my home; half-hanging
over the rail, I was lost in the enchanted world below. The orches-
tra broke into stirring tones, mysteriously 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 intox-
icated 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 response in “0, teuere Mutter,” filled
me with deep woe and made my heart palpitate with compassion-
ate 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 music ringing in my ears. I had
heard other operas in Konigsberg and later in St. Petersburg, but
the impression of Trovatore stood out for a long 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””

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
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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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Konigsberg 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 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, shiver-
ing with cold and fear, we started out. Soon we reached the brook
that separated the German and Russian frontiers. The very antic-
ipation 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 sting-
ing sensation in my spine, abdomen, and legs, as if I were being
pierced with hot irons. I wanted to scream, but terror of the sol-
diers 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
experience 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”
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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 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
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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 oc-
casions, at German and Jewish lectures, I had mustered up courage
to ask questions, but every time I would experience a kind of sink-
ing sensation. 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 — every-
thing 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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self-control. I do not know whether it was due to my being a be-
ginner, 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 work-
ing. At last we decided in favour of Lingg: in our eyes he stood
out as the sublime 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 social-
ist daily Die Volkszeitung; the woman is his wife, the former He-
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affairs it was not difficult to press upon the girls the need of making
common cause with their striking brothers. I had to speak 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
untiring 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 be-
hoove an agitator to dance. Certainly not with such reckless aban-
don, anyway. It was undignified for one who was on the way to be-
come 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 con-
stantly 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 clois-
ter. 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
egotism to want to enjoy anything that would take one away from
the movement. In the hubbub Sasha’s voice was the loudest.
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Knights of Labor, and it became a dumping-ground for unscrupu-
lous job-hunters.

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 social-
ism. 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 idealis-
tic 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
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lene von 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’ move-
ment in Germany in the fifties. His romantic life and untimely
death at the hands of an officer in a duel fought over Helene von
Donniges 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. “I'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

59



thing that had happened in Chicago — a fierce call to battle against
the enemy;, a call to individual acts, to vengeance.

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 Ilived, 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 He-
lene von Dénniges ... 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 ideal-
ist! 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, un-
conscious, 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
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Didn’t Tknow that he only cared for women physically? Most of the
Germans were that way. They considered women only as females.
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 fol-
lowed it eagerly. It came from Joseph Barondess, whom I had pre-
viously 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. Barondess 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, ex-
cept 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 be-
ing rushed to their doom. It was well known that Powderly, in re-
turn for thirty pieces of silver, had helped to pull the strings that
strangled the men in Chicago. Militant workers withdrew from the
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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.

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  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;
“Iwill not have it otherwise!” A great sadness overwhelmed me, as
if T 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?
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were linked for all time. I pressed my lips to his thick hair and then
L, too, fell asleep.

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, can-
vases, 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, whereupon he would bring an armful of flowers or some
present for me. Sasha would up braid him for it: the idea of spend-
ing money for such things, when the movement needed it so badly,
was intolerable 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
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were a necessity to his artist’s spirit. I grew bitter, and was glad
when Sasha did not return that night.

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 atten-
tion, his sensitive response, and his love of beauty. Now I felt some-
thing stronger stirring within me. Could it be love for Fedya, I won-
dered. 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 some-
thing untouched in me, something Fedya could perhaps waken to
life. Yes, it must be possible to love more than one! All T 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
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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 in-
volved in the eight-hour struggle, brought home to me the falsity
of Most’s position. I realized I was committing a crime against my-
self 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 result Most had hoped for, but it taught me a valuable
lesson. It cured me somewhat of my childlike faith in the infallibil-
ity 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, pre-
senting me with a large bouquet of violets. The two weeks of my
absence had been unbearably long, he said, and he had reproached
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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 ne-
cessity of going to Cleveland. I could not bear to repeat once more
the meaningless prattle.

After anight’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 Cleve-
land.

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 move-
ment? Was I German? What was I doing for a living? The petty
curiosity of people supposed to be interested in the most advanced
ideas reminded me of the Rochester grilling on the day of my ar-
rival 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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for another woman while he loved me. And he was certain that
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 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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Besides, the Jews on St. Joseph’s Street knew nothing about the
advanced 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 chairman I was too tired to answer questions, and I went home
feeling ill in body and mind. I let myself quietly into Helena’s apart-
ment 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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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
audience? 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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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 considera-
tion, 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 re-
sponsibility. 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 appeal-
ingly than anything he could have said. Sasha no longer scolded
him for wasting money. “I 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
memorize Most’s notes. His phrases, the flower and spice of his
invective, were too well known for me to repeat them parrot-like.
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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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 longing for any woman before. Of late years
he had not even been attracted 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.

Ilay 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-
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ten said. The fighter next to me had already given all for the Cause.
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 I had cut loose from my meaningless past. I had lived
years in that time.
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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.

Iresolved 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-
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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 [ 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
Father’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. I don’t know what she said to my uncle, but after that he
never came near me again. I remained with my benefactors, bask-
ing 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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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 Aschenpriédelchen,” 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 verbal
clashes between him and Sasha: nothing personal, it seemed, but
about revolutionary consistency, methods of propaganda, the dif-
ference 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 Amer-
ican journalist. His account of the harrowing conditions of the

90

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 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 outrageously 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
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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 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 policeman! 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
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Russian 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 be-
fore, fearful 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 pris-
oners 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
agitation brought splendid results. Among other things they suc-
ceeded in preventing the delivery of the famous revolutionist Hart-
mann 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 revived. We decided to speak to Most about them. He became
enthusiastic over the idea. “Emma is fast developing into a good
speaker,” he said; “when she will have mastered the language, she
will become a force here. But you can do more in Russia,” he agreed
with Sasha. He would issue a confidential appeal for funds to some
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trustworthy comrades in order to equip Sasha for his trip and for
his work afterwards. In fact, Sasha himself could help draw up the
document. 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
aspect 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, to-
gether with my faithful sewing-machine, we carried to New Haven.
Once there, we hung out a shingle: “Goldman and Minkin, Dress-
makers,” but we were soon compelled to realize that customers
were not exactly 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
Kershner. 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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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
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 Pitts-
burgh 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 per-
severance, 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
considerable protection. Conductors and policemen would often
ask me whether I had just come off duty and was taking a breath

129



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 apart-
ment, 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 cow-
ard. 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.

Iwent 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 daughter 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
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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 results. The lectures drew large crowds, much literature
was sold, and many subscribers to the Freiheit gained. Our life was
active and interesting, 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 lec-
ture, 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, declaring 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 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 re-
sented 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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tried to put the derogatory items that had appeared in the Freiheit
as mildly as possible; I did not wish him disturbed. Still, it was bit-
terly 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
morning. 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 meet-
ing, 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
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not get in touch with the boy, send him anarchist literature? He
would be a valuable asset to the movement. I was not to worry
about himself; 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.
Prominent 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 comrades. 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 authorities 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 registering 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
encouraging 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
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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 sum-
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moned, said the case was serious and ordered Anna to a sanato-
rium. 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 be-
hind the venture were shady characters, that they had been mixed
up with “the spy Peukert, who betrayed John Neve, one of our
best German comrades, into the hands of the police” It had never
occurred to me then to doubt Most and I ceased reading the Au-
tonomie.

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 individ-
ual and the independence of groups. Its entire tone held a powerful
appeal 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-
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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 noth-
ing incriminating, they went after Peppie’s servant, but she was
too terrorized by the very sight of an officer to give them informa-
tion. 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 hus-
band 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 departure.

After along, anxious wait a letter came from Sasha. He had been
greatly cheered by the stand of the militiaman, W. L. lams, he wrote.
It showed that even American soldiers were waking up. Could I
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Sasha, and his bitterness was so great against us for our participa-
tion 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 ludi-
crous. In his article Most hinted that Sasha had “shot off a toy pis-
tol” 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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cided to visit the place on Fifth Street. It bore the peculiar name
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 com-
pare with Johann Most. He lacked the vivid personality of the latter,
his genius and fascinating spontaneity. Peukert was grave, pedan-
tic, utterly devoid of humour. At first I believed that his sombre-
ness 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 be-
tween 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 organiza-
tions 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 antagonism 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
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was right in his estimate of Most. Had he not maintained for a long
time that Most was 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 Frei-
heit.” 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 I 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, remark-
ing 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
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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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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 con-
dition. 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
became so great that I had to stop. Most descended from the plat-
form; 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

122

it now? You have seen fit to go with my enemies and you have pre-
ferred 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 trans-
port me to a different world, a world without discord and strife,
without a Cause to bind one, or opinions of comrades to consider.
All differences were forgotten. When we separated, I had not spo-
ken 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 differ-
ences between us. He was sure that I would go on growing, becom-
ing an ever-increasing force in the movement. But this very assur-
ance convinced him that our relations were bound to lack perma-
nence. 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
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felt he had found in Helen. Her attraction for him was not the tem-
pestuous passion 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 Blackwell’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 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 desperate
struggle against letting him go alone, my street adventure, together
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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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 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 demonstra-
tion of the strength and power of the workers. Nightly sessions
took place to organize for the event. I was again assigned to can-
vass the trade unions. The press of the country began a campaign
of vituperation, charging the radical elements with plotting revo-
lution. The unions were urged to purge their ranks of the “foreign
riff-raff and criminals who came to our country to destroy its demo-
cratic 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, numer-
ically, and still too terrorized by the attacks on the German unions
during the Chicago Haymarket days. Only the most radical among
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German, 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 social-
ist 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
people, 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 Hoff-
mann. 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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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; '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
pictures 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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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
former would never have let an opportunity pass to possess a
woman and they would give her no other thought save sexual de-
sire. 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 manufacturer 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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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 support-
ing ourselves with piece-work on boys’ jumpers. Often we worked
eighteen 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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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 Amer-
ica, 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 kind-
ness because he himself had never known want. “He is really a
small capitalist,” 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 helpful 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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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 fre-
quented 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 Avenue. I 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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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 giv-
ing 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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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
atrocities 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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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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Our whole fortune consisted of fifteen dollars. That would take
Sasha to Pittsburgh, buy some necessaries, and still leave him a
dollar 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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money and a gun for propaganda purposes. I had known the man
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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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 advances of the workers’ organization, declaring that there
was “nothing 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
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news that we would not permit ourselves enough time even for
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
HOMESTEAD — FAMILIES OF STRIKERS EVICTED FROM THE
COMPANY 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 in-
humanity 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
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deal and we still had another week in New York. Besides, I needed a
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 for-
ward 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 af-
filiation with the Group Autonomie. I 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. I 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
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the enemy of labour. Surely I must see how important it was that
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.

“I 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
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strike, but for all time, for a free life, for anarchism. Russia had
many heroic 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 re-
main 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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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
anarchist paper in St. Louis before coming to New York. He was
a likable 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 Home-
stead to throw off the yoke of capitalism, to use their present strug-
gle as a stepping-stone to the destruction of the wage system, and
to continue 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 manifesto
had passed. Words had lost their meaning in the face of the inno-
cent 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 psycho-
logical moment for an Attentat; the whole country was aroused,
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everybody was considering Frick the perpetrator of a coldblooded
murder. A 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 Homestead 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 Rev-
olutionary Warfare was a good text-book. He would procure dy-
namite 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
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to it. There was nothing to be done but to get used to the depriva-
tion. I had resisting power and I could forget my craving in reading.

Not so the new arrivals. When they learned that I was in charge
of the medicine chest, they pursued me with offers of money; worse
still, with pitiful appeals to my humanity. “Just a whiff of dope, for
the love of Christ!” I rebelled against the Christian hypocrisy which
allowed the men to go free and sent the poor women to prison for
having ministered to the sexual demands of those men. Suddenly
cutting off the victims from the narcotics they had used for years
seemed ruthless. I would have gladly given the addicts what they
craved so terribly. It was not fear of punishment which kept me
from bringing them relief; it was Dr. White’s faith in me. He had
trusted me with the medicines, he had been kind and generous — I
could not fail him. The screams of the women would unnerve me
for days, but I stuck to my responsibility.

One day a young Irish girl was brought to the hospital for an
operation. In view of the seriousness of the case Dr. White called
in two trained nurses. The operation lasted until late in the evening,
and then the patient was left in my charge. She was very ill from
the effect of the ether, vomited violently, and burst the stitches of
her wound, which resulted in a severe hemorrhage. I sent a hurry
call to the Charity Hospital. It seemed hours before the doctor and
his staff arrived. There were no nurses this time and I had to take
their place.

The day had been an unusually hard one and I had had very lit-
tle steep. I felt exhausted and had to hold on to the operating-table
with my left hand while passing with my right instruments and
sponges. Suddenly the operating-table gave way, and my arm was
caught. I screamed with pain. Dr. White was so absorbed in his
manipulations that for a moment he did not realize what had hap-
pened. When he at last had the table raised and my arm was lifted
out, it looked as if every bone had been broken. The pain was excru-
ciating and he ordered a shot of morphine. “We’ll set the arm later.
This has got to come first.” “No morphine,” I begged. I still remem-
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lic punishment of their adored teacher roused furious antagonism
against me and made me a pariah.

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.

I looked wildly about me, gulped down some water, snatched
up the telegram, and leaped to the platform. The yellow piece of
paper 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, call-
ing 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 crush-
ing 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 before him, holding out the charm and beauty his intense na-
ture could extract. And now he was cut down like a strong young
tree, robbed of sun and of light. And Frick was alive, almost recov-
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ered 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 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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The visit of the Swintons completely changed the attitude of the
head matron towards me. The Warden had always been quite de-
cent, and she now began showering privileges on me: food from
her own table, fruit, coffee, and walks on the island. I refused her
favours except the walks; it was my first opportunity in six months
to go out in the open and inhale the spring air without iron bars to
check me.

In March 1894 we received a large influx of women prisoners.
They were nearly all prostitutes rounded up during recent raids.
The city had been blessed by a new vice crusade. The Lexow Com-
mittee, with the Reverend Dr. Parkhurst at its head, wielded the
broom which was to sweep New York clean of the fearful scourge.
The men found in the public houses were allowed to go free, but
the women were arrested and sentenced to Blackwell’s Island.

Most of the unfortunates came in a deplorable condition. They
were suddenly cut off from the narcotics which almost all of them
had been habitually using. The sight of their suffering was heart-
breaking. With the strength of giants the frail creatures would
shake the iron bars, curse, and scream for dope and cigarettes. Then
they would fall exhausted to the ground, pitifully moaning through
the night.

The misery of the poor creatures brought back my own hard
struggle to do without the soothing effect of cigarettes. Except for
the ten weeks of my illness in Rochester, I had smoked for years,
sometimes as many as forty cigarettes a day. When we were very
hard pressed for money, and it was a toss-up between bread and
cigarettes, we would generally decide to buy the latter. We simply
could not go for very long without smoking. Being cut off from the
satisfaction of the habit when I came to the penitentiary, I found
the torture almost beyond endurance. The nights in the cell be-
came doubly hideous. The only way to get tobacco in prison was
by means of bribery. I knew that if any of the inmates were caught
bringing me cigarettes, they would be punished. I could not expose
them to the risk. Snuff tobacco was allowed, but I could never take
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too ill to speak. I was glad of the opportunity to come closer to
her now. We talked about things nearest to our hearts — Sasha, the
movement. Voltairine promised to join me, on my release, in a new
effort for Sasha. Meanwhile she would write to him, she said. Ed,
too, was in touch with him.

My visitors were always sent up to the hospital. I was therefore
surprised one day to be called to the Warden’s office to see some-
one. It proved to be John Swinton and his wife. Swinton was a
nationally known figure; he had worked with the abolitionists and
had fought in the Civil War. As editor-in-chief of the New York Sun
he had pleaded for the European refugees who came to find asy-
lum in the United States. He was the friend and adviser of young
literary aspirants, and he had been one of the first to defend Walt
Whitman against the misrepresentations of the purists. Tall, erect,
with beautiful features, John Swinton was an impressive figure.

He greeted me warmly, remarking that he had just been say-
ing to Warden Pillsbury that he himself had made more violent
speeches during the abolition days than anything I said at Union
Square. Yet he had not been arrested. He had told the Warden that
he ought to be ashamed of himself to keep “a little girl like that”
locked up. “And what do you suppose he said? He said he had no
choice — he was only doing his duty. All weaklings say that, cow-
ards who always put the blame on others.” Just then the Warden
approached us. He assured Swinton that I was a model prisoner and
that I had become an efficient nurse in the short time. In fact, I was
doing such good work that he wished I had been given five years.
“Generous cuss, aren’t you?” Swinton laughed. “Perhaps you’ll give
her a paid job when her time is up?” “I would, indeed,” Pillsbury
replied. “Well, you’d be a damn fool. Don’t you know she doesn’t
believe in prisons? Sure as you live, she’d let them all escape, and
what would become of you then?” The poor man was embarrassed,
but he joined in the banter. Before my visitor took leave, he turned
once more to the Warden, cautioning him to “take good care of his
little friend.” else he would “take it out of his hide”
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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 Leish-
man; 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, because 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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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 to-
tal amounted to twenty-one years in the Western Penitentiary of
Pennsylvania, at the expiration of which time an additional year
was to be served in the Allegheny County Workhouse for “carry-
ing concealed 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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do nothing for them because most of them could not be trusted. It
was different with me, she was sure.

At five in the morning my friend had to take back the chair and
blanket and lock me in. I no longer was oppressed by the dungeon.
The humanity of Miss Johnson had dissolved the blackness.

When I was taken out of the dungeon and sent back to the hos-
pital, I saw that it was almost noon. I resumed my duties. Later I
learned that Dr. White had asked for me, and upon being informed
that I was in punishment he had categorically demanded my re-
lease.

No visitors were allowed in the penitentiary until after one
month had been served. Ever since my entry I had been longing
for Ed, yet at the same time I dreaded his coming. I remembered
my terrible visit with Sasha. But it was not quite so appalling in
Blackwell’s Island. I met Ed in a room where other prisoners were
having their relatives and friends to see them. There was no guard
between us. Everyone was so absorbed in his own visitor that no
one paid any attention to us. Still we felt constrained. With clasped
hands we talked of general things.

My second visit took place in the hospital, Miss Johnson being
on duty. She thoughtfully put a screen to shut us out from the view
of the other patients, she herself keeping at a distance. Ed took me
in his arms. It was bliss to feel again the warmth of his body, to hear
his beating heart, to cling hungrily to his lips. But his departure left
me in an emotional turmoil, consumed by a passionate need for
my lover. During the day I strove to subdue the hot desire surging
through my veins, but at night the craving held me in its power.
Sleep would come finally, sleep disturbed by dreams and images of
intoxicating nights with Ed. The ordeal was too torturing and too
exhausting. I was glad when he brought Fedya and other friends
along.

Once Ed came accompanied by Voltairine de Cleyre. She had
been invited by New York friends to address a meeting arranged
in my behalf. When I had visited her in Philadelphia, she had been
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days on bread and water, although the regulations prohibited a
longer stay than forty-eight hours. She had to be carried out on a
stretcher; her hands and legs were swollen, her body covered with
a rash. The descriptions the poor creature and others had given me
used to make me ill. But nothing I had heard compared with the
reality. The cell was barren; one had to sit or lie down on the cold
stone floor. The dampness of the walls made the dungeon a ghastly
place. Worse yet was the complete shutting out of light and air, the
impenetrable blackness, so thick that one could not see the hand
before one’s face. It gave me the sensation of sinking into a de-
vouring pit. “The Spanish Inquisition come to life in America” — I
thought of Most’s description. He had not exaggerated.

After the door shut behind me, I stood still, afraid to sit down
or to lean against the wall. Then I groped for the door. Gradually
the blackness paled. I caught a faint sound slowly approaching; I
heard a key turn in the lock. A matron appeared. I recognized Miss
Johnson, the one who had frightened me out of my sleep on my
first night in the penitentiary. I had come to know and appreciate
her as a beautiful personality. Her kindness to the prisoners was
the one ray of light in their dreary existence. She had taken me to
her bosom almost from the first, and in many indirect ways she
had shown me her affection. Often at night, when all were asleep,
and quiet had fallen on the prison, Miss Johnson would enter the
hospital ward, put my head in her lap, and tenderly stroke my hair.
She would tell me the news in the papers to distract me and try
to cheer my depressed mood. I knew I had found a friend in the
woman, who herself was a lonely soul, never having known the
love of man or child.

She came into the dungeon carrying a camp-chair and a blanket.
“You can sit on that,” she said, “and wrap yourself up. I'll leave the
door open a bit to let in some air. I'll bring you hot coffee later. It
will help to pass the night” She told me how painful it was for her
to see the prisoners locked up in the dreadful hole, but she could
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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? I was cer-
tain 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 organize
the campaign for the commutation of his sentence. The East Side
group comprised various social elements, labour men, and leading
Jewish socialists. Among them were M. Zametkin, an old Russian
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
architect 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,
painting 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 con-
tinue for long in this living tomb”” His letters were dispiriting, but
I held on grimly. I knew his indomitable will and his iron strength
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of character. I clung 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
interest in life. His letter informed me that he might have the priv-
ilege 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 immedi-
ately 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 connexion 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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A few days later I was told by the prisoner who brought the hos-
pital rations that the missing portions had been given by this head
matron to two husky Negro prisoners. That also did not surprise
me. I knew she had a special fondness for the coloured inmates.
She rarely punished them and often gave them unusual privileges.
In return her favourites would spy on the other prisoners, even
on those of their own colour who were too decent to be bribed. I
myself never had any prejudice against coloured people; in fact, I
felt deeply for them because they were being treated like slaves
in America. But I hated discrimination. The idea that sick people,
white or coloured, should be robbed of their rations to feed healthy
persons outraged my sense of justice, but I was powerless to do
anything in the matter.

After my first clashes with this woman she left me severely alone.
Once she became enraged because I refused to translate a Russian
letter that had arrived for one of the prisoners. She had called me
into her office to read the letter and tell her its contents. When I
saw that the letter was not for me, I informed her that I was not
employed by the prison as a translator. It was bad enough for the
officials to pry into the personal mail of helpless human beings, but
I would not do it. She said that it was stupid of me not to take ad-
vantage of her good-will. She could put me back in my cell, deprive
me of my commutation time for good behaviour, and make the rest
of my stay very hard. She could do as she pleased, I told her, but I
would not read the private letters of my unfortunate sisters, much
less translate them to her.

Then came the matter of the missing rations. The sick women
began to suspect that they were not getting their full share and
complained to the doctor. Confronted with a direct question from
him, I had to tell the truth. I did not know what he said to the
offending matron, but the full rations began to arrive again. Two
days later I was called downstairs and locked up in the dungeon.

I had repeatedly seen the effect of a dungeon experience on other
women prisoners. One inmate had been kept there for twenty-eight
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but he had not succeeded. For operations and grave cases he had
to bring a nurse from the Charity Hospital. I could easily pick up
the elementary things about tending the sick. He would teach me
to take the pulse and temperature and to perform similar services.
He would speak to the Warden and the head matron if I wanted to
remain.

Soon I took up my new work. The ward contained sixteen beds,
most of them always filled. The various diseases were treated in
the same room, from grave operations to tuberculosis, pneumonia,
and childbirth. My hours were long and strenuous, the groans of
the patients nerve-racking; but I loved my job. It gave me oppor-
tunity to come close to the sick women and bring a little cheer
into their lives. I was so much richer than they: I had love and
friends, received many letters and daily messages from Ed. Some
Austrian anarchists, owners of a restaurant, sent me dinners every
day, which Ed himself brought to the boat. Fedya supplied fruit and
delicacies weekly. I had so much to give; it was a joy to share with
my sisters who had neither friends nor attention. There were a few
exceptions, of course; but the majority had nothing. They never had
had anything before and they would have nothing on their release.
They were derelicts on the social dung-heap.

I was gradually given entire charge of the hospital ward, part
of my duties being to divide the special rations allowed the sick
prisoners. They consisted of a quart of milk, a cup of beef tea, two
eggs, two crackers, and two lumps of sugar for each invalid. On
several occasions milk and eggs were missing and I reported the
matter to a day matron. Later she informed me that a head matron
had said that it did not matter and that certain patients were strong
enough to do without their extra rations. I had had considerable
opportunity to study this head matron, who felt a violent dislike
of everyone not Anglo-Saxon. Her special targets were the Irish
and the Jews, against whom she discriminated habitually. I was
therefore not surprised to get such a message from her.
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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 Ger-
man comrade 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 intelli-
gent 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
followed 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
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tongue-tied, numb in every nerve. Sasha, too, was mute; his fingers
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
saloon 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.
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ness. Their personal misfortunes filled their thoughts; they could
not understand that they were victims, links in an endless chain
of injustice and inequality. From early childhood they had known
nothing but poverty, squalor, and want, and the same conditions
were awaiting them on their release. Yet they were capable of sym-
pathy and devotion, of generous impulses. I soon had occasion to
convince myself of it when I was taken ill.

The dampness of my cell and the chill of the late December days
had brought on an attack of my old complaint, rheumatism. For
some days the head matron opposed my being taken to the hospital,
but she was finally compelled to submit to the order of the visiting
physician.

Blackwell’s Island Penitentiary was fortunate in the absence of a
“steady” physician. The inmates were receiving medical attendance
from the Charity Hospital, which was situated near by. That institu-
tion had six weeks’ post-graduate courses, which meant frequent
changes in the staff. They were under the direct supervision of a
visiting physician from New York City, Dr. White, a humane and
kindly man. The treatment given the prisoners was as good as pa-
tients received in any New York hospital.

The sick-ward was the largest and brightest room in the build-
ing. Its spacious windows looked out upon a wide lawn in front of
the prison and, farther on, the East River. In fine weather the sun
streamed in generously. A month’s rest, the kindliness of the physi-
cian, and the thoughtful attention of my fellow prisoners relieved
me of my pain and enabled me to get about again.

During one of his rounds Dr. White picked up the card hanging
at the foot of my bed giving my crime and pedigree. “Inciting to
riot,” he read. “Piffle! I don’t believe you could hurt a fly. A fine
inciter you would make!” he chuckled, then asked me if I should
not like to remain in the hospital to take care of the sick. “I should,
indeed,” I replied, “but I know nothing about nursing.” He assured
me that neither did anyone else in the prison. He had tried for some
time to induce the city to put a trained nurse in charge of the ward,
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to stay for hours in that position, constantly before the matron’s
vigilant eyes. This seemed to me petty and insulting. I decided that
if I was offered such an indignity, I would increase my offence and
take the dungeon. But the days passed and I was not punished.

News in prison travels with amazing rapidity. Within twenty-
four hours all the women knew that I had refused to act as a slave-
driver. They had not been unkind to me, but they had kept aloof.
They had been told that I was a terrible “anarchist” and that I didn’t
believe in God. They had never seen me in church and I did not par-
ticipate in their ten-minute gush of talk. I was a freak in their eyes.
But when they learned that I had refused to play the boss over them,
their reserve broke down. Sundays after church the cells would be
opened to permit the women an hour’s visit with one another. The
next Sunday I received visits from every inmate on my tier. They
felt I was their friend, they assured me, and they would do anything
for me. Girls working in the laundry offered to wash my clothes,
others to darn my stockings. Everyone was anxious to do some
service. I was deeply moved. These poor creatures so hungered for
kindness that the least sign of it loomed high on their limited hori-
zons. After that they would often come to me with their troubles,
their hatred of the head matron, their confidences about their in-
fatuations with the male convicts. Their ingenuity in carrying on
flirtations under the very eyes of the officials was amazing.

My three weeks in the Tombs had given me ample proof that the
revolutionary contention that crime is the result of poverty is based
on fact. Most of the defendants who were awaiting trial came from
the lowest strata of society, men and women without friends, often
even without a home. Unfortunate, ignorant creatures they were,
but still with hope in their hearts, because they had not yet been
convicted. In the penitentiary despair possessed almost all of the
prisoners. It served to unveil the mental darkness, fear, and super-
stition which held them in bondage. Among the seventy inmates,
there were no more than half a dozen who showed any intelligence
whatever. The rest were outcasts without the least social conscious-
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Reed saw me, his face turned purple and he fairly leaped at me. “You
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,
signalled to the clerk. “No police,” I heard him say; “no scandal.
Just kick her out” The clerk advanced towards me, then stopped.
“Murderer, 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 Penn-
sylvania 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. I 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 be-
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ings, half man, half beast, were working like the galley-slaves of an
era long past. Their naked bodies, covered only with small 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 contin-
ued 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 justify-
ing 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
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march in lock-step to the river, carrying the bucket of excrement
accumulated during twenty-four hours.

I was put in charge of the sewing-shop. My task consisted in
cutting the cloth and preparing work for the two dozen women
employed. In addition I had to keep account of the incoming mate-
rial and the outgoing bundles. I welcomed the work. It helped me
to forget the dreary existence within the prison. But the evenings
were torturous. The first few weeks I would fall asleep as soon as I
touched the pillow. Soon, however, the nights found me restlessly
tossing about, seeking sleep in vain. The appalling nights — even
if I should get the customary two months’ commutation time, I
still had nearly two hundred and ninety of them. Two hundred and
ninety — and Sasha? I used to lie awake and mentally figure in the
dark the number of days and nights before him. Even if he could
come out after his first sentence of seven years, he would still have
more than twenty-five hundred nights! Dread overcame me that
Sasha could not survive them. Nothing was so likely to drive peo-
ple to madness, I felt, as sleepless nights in prison. Better dead, I
thought. Dead? Frick was not dead, and Sasha’s glorious youth, his
life, the things he might have accomplished — all were being sac-
rificed — perhaps for nothing. But — was Sasha’s Attentat in vain?
Was my revolutionary faith a mere echo of what others had said or
taught me? “No, not in vain!” something within me insisted. “No
sacrifice is lost for a great ideal”

One day I was told by the head matron that I would have to
get better results from the women. They were not doing so much
work, she said, as under the prisoner who had had charge of the
sewing-shop before me. I resented the suggestion that I become a
slave-driver. It was because I hated slaves as well as their drivers,
I informed the matron, that I had been sent to prison. I considered
myself one of the inmates, not above them. I was determined not
to do anything that would involve a denial of my ideals. I preferred
punishment. One of the methods of treating offenders consisted in
placing them in a corner facing a blackboard and compelling them
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awake until the sound of a gong again brought me to my feet. The
cells were being unlocked, the door heavily thrown open. Blue and
white striped figures slouched by, automatically forming into a line,
myself a part of it. “March!” and the line began to move along the
corridor down the steps towards a corner containing wash-stands
and towels. Again the command: “Wash!” and everybody began
clamouring for a towel, already soiled and wet. Before I had time to
splash some water on my hands and face and wipe myself half-dry,
the order was given to march back.

Then breakfast: a slice of bread and a tin cup of warm brownish
water. Again the line formed, and the striped humanity was broken
up in sections and sent to its daily tasks. With a group of other
women I was taken to the sewing-room.

The procedure of forming lines — “Forward, march!” — was re-
peated three times a day, seven days a week. After each meal ten
minutes were allowed for talk. A torrent of words would then break
forth from the pent-up beings. Each precious second increased the
roar of sounds; and then sudden silence.

The sewing-room was large and light, the sun often stream-
ing through the high windows, its rays intensifying the white-
ness of the walls and the monotony of the regulation dress. In the
sharp light the figures in baggy and ungainly attire appeared more
hideous. Still, the shop was a welcome relief from the cell. Mine, on
the ground floor, was grey and damp even in the day-time; the cells
on the upper floors were somewhat brighter. Close to the barred
door one could even read by the help of the light coming from the
corridor windows.

The locking of the cells for the night was the worst experience of
the day. The convicts were marched along the tiers in the usual line.
On reaching her cell each left the line, stepped inside, hands on the
iron door, and awaited the command. “Close!” and with a crash the
seventy doors shut, each prisoner automatically locking herself in.
More harrowing still was the daily degradation of being forced to
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my ideal. It was all so painfully disturbing, so frightful. I could not
grasp it.

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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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, swing-
ing back and forth regularly, while his hand kept steadily play-
ing 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 re-
torted, “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 over-
came 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
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Chapter 12

I was called before the head matron, a tall woman with a stolid
face. She began taking my pedigree. “What religion?” was her first
question. “None, I am an atheist” “Atheism is prohibited here. You
will have to go to church” I replied that I would do nothing of the
kind. I did not believe in anything the Church stood for and, not
being a hypocrite, I would not attend. Besides, I came from Jewish
people. Was there a synagogue?

She said curtly that there were services for the Jewish convicts
on Saturday afternoon, but as I was the only Jewish female prisoner,
she could not permit me to go among so many men.

After a bath and a change into the prison uniform I was sent to
my cell and locked in.

I knew from what Most had related to me about Blackwell’s Is-
land that the prison was old and damp, the cells small, without light
or water. I was therefore prepared for what was awaiting me. But
the moment the door was locked on me, I began to experience a
feeling of suffocation. In the dark I groped for something to sit on
and found a narrow iron cot. Sudden exhaustion overpowered me
and I fell asleep.

I became aware of a sharp burning in my eyes, and I jumped up
in fright. A lamp was being held close to the bars. “What is it?” I
cried, forgetting where I was. The lamp was lowered and I saw a
thin, ascetic face gazing at me. A soft voice congratulated me on
my sound sleep. It was the evening matron on her regular rounds.
She told me to undress and left me.

But there was no more sleep for me that night. The irritating feel
of the coarse blanket, the shadows creeping past the bars, kept me
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buildings surrounded by heavily armed cordons, the corridors of
the court-house filled with officers. I was called to the bar and asked
if I had “anything to say why sentence should not be passed.” I had
considerable to say; should I be given the chance? No, that was
impossible; I could only make a very brief statement. Then I would
say only that I had expected no justice from a capitalist court. The
Court might do its worst, but it was powerless to change my views,
I said.

Judge Martin sentenced me to one year in Blackwell’s Island Pen-
itentiary. On my way to the Tombs I heard the news-boys shout:
“Extra! Extra! Emma Goldman’s speech in court!” and I felt glad
that the World had kept its promise. I was at once placed in the
Black Maria and taken to the boat that delivers prisoners to Black-
well’s Island.

It was a bright October day, the sun playing on the water as
the barge sped on. Several newspaper men accompanied me, all
pressing me for an interview. “I travel in queenly state,” I remarked
in light mood; “just look at my satraps.” “You can’t squelch that kid,”
a young reporter kept on saying, admiringly. When we reached
the island, I bade my escorts good-bye, admonishing them not to
write any more lies than they could help. I called out to them gaily
that I would see them again within a year and then followed the
Deputy Sheriff along the broad, tree-lined gravel walk to the prison
entrance. There I turned towards the river, took a last deep breath
of the free air, and stepped across the threshold of my new home.
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about 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 Ger-
man accent, was perfect. On one occasion I asked him where he
had received his schooling. “In prison,” he replied unhesitatingly.
He modified it by adding that he had passed through the Gymna-
sium 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 soli-
tary confinement 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 ide-
als 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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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
devotee 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

146

Before being taken to jail I was allowed a short visit with my
friends. I repeated to them what I had already told Oakey Hall: I
would not consent to an appeal. They agreed that nothing could
be gained except some respite while the case would be pending. A
moment’s weakness overcame me, the thought of Ed and of our
love, so young, so full of happy possibilities. The temptation was
great. But I must go the way many had gone before me. I would get
a year or two; what was that compared with Sasha’s fate? I would
go the way.

In the interval before my sentence the papers carried sensational
stories about “anarchists planning to storm the court-room” and
“preparations for a forcible rescue of Emma Goldman.” The police
were getting ready to “cope with the situation,” radical quarters
were being watched, and the court-house was well guarded. No
one except the prisoner, counsel, and press representatives would
be allowed in the court building on the day of sentence.

My attorney sent word to my friends of his decision not to be
present in court on that date because of my “stubbornness in refus-
ing an appeal to a higher tribunal” But Hugh O. Pentecost would
be on hand, not as counsel, but as friend, to protect my legal rights
and demand that I be permitted opportunity to speak. Ed informed
me that the New York World had offered to publish the statement
I had prepared for the Court. It would reach a great many more
people in that way than my talk in the court-room. I wondered
that the World, which had carried a falsified report of my Union
Square speech, should now offer to publish my statement. Ed said
that there was no accounting for the inconsistencies of the capital-
ist press. At any rate, the World had promised to permit him to see
the proofs, and thus we should be assured against misrepresenta-
tion. My statement would appear in a special edition immediately
after sentence had been passed. My friends urged me to let the
World have the manuscript, and I consented.

On the way from the Tombs to the court New York looked as if
it were under martial law. The streets were lined with police, the
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Oakey Hall delivered a brilliant address ridiculing Jacobs’s tes-
timony and castigating the police methods and the stand of the
Court. His client was an idealist, he declared; all the great things
in our world have been promulgated by idealists. More violent
speeches than Emma Goldman had ever made were never prose-
cuted in court. The moneyed classes of America were seeing red
since Governor Altgeld had pardoned the three surviving anar-
chists of the group hanged in Chicago in 1887. The New York po-
lice sought in the Union Square meeting an opportunity to make
Emma Goldman an anarchist target. It was clear that his client was
the victim of police persecution. He closed his speech with an elo-
quent plea for the right of free expression and the acquittal of the
prisoner.

The Judge enlarged on law and order, the sanctity of property,
and the need of protecting “free American institutions.” The jury
deliberated for a long time; it was evidently loath to convict. Once
the foreman came back for instructions: the jury seemed especially
impressed by the testimony of one of my witnesses, a young re-
porter on the New York World. He had been at the meeting and
had written a detailed account of it. When he saw his story in the
paper the following morning, it was so garbled that he had at once
offered to testify to the actual facts. While he was on the witness-
stand, Jacobs bent over to MacIntyre, whispered something, and
a court attendant was sent out. He soon returned with a copy of
the World of the morning after the meeting. The reporter could not
charge some desk editor in open court with having tampered with
his account. He became embarrassed, confused, and obviously very
miserable. His report as printed in the World, and not as testified to
by him on the witness-stand, decided my fate. I was found guilty.

My attorney insisted on an appeal to the higher court, but I re-
fused. The farce of my trial had strengthened my opposition to the
State and I would ask no favours from it. I was ordered back to the
Tombs until the 18" of October, the day set for sentence.
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was 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 ge-
ography lessons passed without incident. Because of my poor eye-
sight T 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
Kénigsberg, provided I would pass the entrance examination for
the Gymnasium. I worked day and night and I passed. But to be-
come enrolled I needed a certificate of good character from my re-
ligious 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
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me “a good character” I had none, he declared; I was a terrible child
and would grow into a worse woman. I had no respect for my el-
ders 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. Unfortu-
nately 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, begin-
ning with Candide. I read slowly, haltingly, my pronunciation atro-
cious. But he was a born teacher, and his patience was boundless.
On Sundays 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 occa-
sions I would be given the privilege of watching him prepare the
meal. He would explain 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.
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and that only in cases of murder was such procedure permissible.
But to no purpose. I had to remain in custody. My friends gave me
an ovation, cheering and singing revolutionary songs, the voice
of Justus thundering above the rest. I called to them to keep our
banner flying and to drink my portion, in addition to their own, to
the day when courts and jailers would be no more.

The star witness for the State was Detective Jacobs. He produced
notes, taken by him on the Union Square platform, as he claimed,
and purporting to represent a verbatim account of my speech. He
quoted me as urging “revolution, violence, and bloodshed.” Twelve
persons who had been at the meeting and had heard me speak
came forward to testify in my behalf. Every one of them stated
that it would have been a physical impossibility to take notes at
my meeting because of the overcrowding on the platform. Jacob’s
notes were submitted to a handwriting expert, who declared that
the writing was too regular and even to have been written in a
standing position in a crowded place. But neither his testimony
nor that of the witnesses for the defence availed against the state-
ments of the detective. When I took the stand in my own behalf,
District Attorney Maclntyre persisted in questioning me on every-
thing under the sun except my Union Square speech. Religion, free
love, morality — what were my opinions on those subjects? I at-
tempted to unmask the hypocrisy of morality, the Church as an
instrument for enslavement, the impossibility of love that is forced
and not free. Constant interruptions by MacIntyre and orders from
the Judge to reply only with yes or no finally compelled me to give
up the task.

In his closing speech MacIntyre waxed eloquent over what
would happen if “this dangerous woman” were allowed to go free.
Property would be destroyed, the children of the rich would be ex-
terminated, the streets of New York would stream with blood. He
talked himself into such frenzy that his starched collar and cuffs
became flabby and began dripping sweat. It made me more uncom-
fortable than his oratory.
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I knew it was Sasha’s concern for my welfare that induced him to
urge me to something he had so bravely denied himself. Or was it
that his own experience had taught him our mistake? Sasha’s letter
and an offer of free counsel from an unexpected quarter changed
my mind. The offer came from A. Oakey Hall.

My friends were delighted. A. Oakey Hall was a great jurist, be-
sides being a man of liberal ideas. He had once been mayor of New
York, but had proved to be too humane and democratic for the
politicians. His affair with a young actress presented the opportu-
nity to make Hall politically impossible. Hall, tall, distinguished-
looking, vivacious, gave one the impression of a much younger
man than his white hair indicated. I was curious to know why he
was willing to take my case free of charge. He explained that it
was partly out of sympathy with me and partly because of his an-
tagonism to the police. He knew their corruption, he knew how
easily they swear away a man’s freedom, and he was anxious to
expose their methods. My case would give him the opportunity.
The issue of free speech being of national importance, my defence
would bring his name before the public again. I liked the man’s
frankness and agreed to let him plead my case.

My trial began on the 28™ of September before Judge Martin,
lasting ten days, during which time the court-room was filled with
reporters and my friends. The prosecuting attorney presented three
indictments against me, but Oakey Hall spoiled his scheme. He
pointed out that one could not justly be tried on three separate
charges for one offence, and he was sustained by the judge. Two of
the three counts were set aside and I was tried only on the charge
of inciting to riot.

At noon on the first day of the trial I went out to lunch with
Ed, Justus, and John Henry Mackay, the anarchist poet. But when
the court adjourned and my attorney was about to accompany me
home, we were stopped. For the remainder of the trial, we were
informed, I would be in the custody of the court. I would have to
be sent to the Tombs. My counsel protested that I was out on bail,
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Justus was too much the rebel and the dreamer, however, to care
about such things. The rear room of his little place on First Street
was a Mecca for French Communards, Spanish and Italian refugees,
Russian politicals, 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 frequenter. 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
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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
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 be-
fore. 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 I 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 consid-
ered 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
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tant personage, though I could not understand why, since I had
done or said nothing that merited distinction. But I was glad to see
so much interest in my ideas. I never doubted for a moment that it
was the social theories I represented, and not I personally, that was
attracting attention. My trial would give me a wonderful chance for
propaganda. I must prepare for it. My defence in open court should
carry the message of anarchism to the whole country.

I missed Claus Timmermann in the crowd and wondered what
could be keeping him away. I turned to Ed and asked what had
happened to cause Claus to neglect such an opportunity for free
drinks. Ed was at first evasive, but on my insisting he informed me
that the police had raided my grandmother’s grocery store, expect-
ing to find me there. Later on they arrested Claus. Knowing that he
was often under the influence of liquor, the police hoped to learn
from him my whereabouts. But Claus refused to talk, whereupon
they beat him into unconsciousness and then railroaded him to six
months in Blackwell’s Island on the charge of resisting arrest.

As my own trial was approaching, Fedya, Ed, Justus, and other
friends urged the need of counsel. I knew they were right. Sasha’s
mock trial had proved that, and now also the fate of Claus. I, too,
would have no chance if I went into court without an attorney. But
it seemed like a betrayal of Sasha to consent to legal defence. He
had refused to compromise, although he knew that a long sentence
was awaiting him. How could I do it? I would defend myself.

A week before the trial I received a sub rosa letter from Sasha. He
had come to realize that as revolutionists we had small chance in
an American court in any event, but we were altogether lost with-
out legal defence. He did not regret his own stand; he still held that
it was inconsistent for an anarchist to have a legal representative
or to spend the workers’ money on lawyers; but he felt that my
situation was different. As a good speaker I could do much pro-
paganda for our ideals in court, and a lawyer would protect my
right to talk. He suggested that some prominent attorney of liberal
views, such as Hugh O. Pentecost, might offer his services gratis.
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From the Pennsylvania Station I was driven to the Mulberry
Street Police Station, where I was locked up for the night. The cell
was small and ill-smelling, with only a wooden plank to sit or lie
down upon. I heard the clank of cells being locked and unlocked,
crying and hysterical weeping. But it was a relief not to see the
bloated face and not to have to breathe the same air with the loath-
some detective.

The next morning I was taken before the Chief. The detective
had told him everything and he was furious. I was a fool, a stupid
goose who did not know what was good for her. He would put me
away for years where I could do no more harm. I let him rave, but
before I left, I told him that the whole country should learn how
corrupt the Chief of Police of New York can be. He raised a chair
as if to strike me with it. Then, changing his mind, he called for a
detective to take me back to the station-house.

I was overjoyed to find Ed, Justus Schwab, and Dr. Julius Hoff-
mann waiting for me there. In the afternoon I was brought before
a judge and charged with inciting to riot on three counts. My trial
was set for the 28™ of September; my bail, to the amount of five
thousand dollars, was given by Dr. Julius Hoffmann. In triumph
my friends took me to Justus’s den.

In my accumulated mail I found an underground letter from
Sasha. He had read about my arrest. “Now you are indeed my sailor
girl,” he wrote. He had at last established communication with Nold
and Bauer and they were arranging a sub rosa prison publication.
They had already chosen a name; it was to be called “ Gefingniss-
Bliithen (Prison Blossoms).” I felt a weight lifted off my heart. Sasha
had come back, he was beginning to take an interest in life, he
would hold out! At most he would have to serve seven years on
the first charge. We must work energetically to get his sentence
commuted. I was light-hearted and happy in the thought that we
might yet succeed in wrenching Sasha from his living grave.

Justus’s place was crowded. People I had never before seen now
came to express their sympathy. I had suddenly become an impor-

158

and I went to Rochester, accompanied by a girl who volunteered as
nurse.

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 I was far from well.
But something stronger than reason was drawing me back to New
York. I longed for Ed; but more compelling was the call of the un-
employed, of the workers of the East Side who had given me my
labour baptism. 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 and
protect and watch over.

It was bliss to know that someone cared so much for me, but I
felt it at the same time a handicap. His “to hold and protect”? Did he
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consider me his property, a dependent or a cripple who had to be
taken care of by a man? I had thought he believed in freedom, in my
right to do as I wished. It was anxiety about me, fear for my health,
he assured me, that prompted his words. But if I was determined to
resume my efforts, he would help. He was no speaker, but he could
be useful in other ways.

Committee sessions, public meetings, collection of food-stuffs,
supervising the feeding of the homeless and their numerous chil-
dren, and, finally, the organization of a mass meeting on Union
Square entirely filled my time.

The meeting at Union Square was preceded by a demonstration,
the marching columns counting many thousands. The girls and
women were in front, I at their head carrying a red banner. Its crim-
son waved proudly in the air and could be seen for blocks. My soul,
too, vibrated with the intensity of the moment.

I had prepared my speech in writing and it seemed to me inspir-
ing, but when I reached Union Square and saw the huge mass of
humanity, my notes appeared cold and meaningless.

The atmosphere in the ranks had become very tense, owing to
the events of that week. Labour politicians had appealed to the New
York legislature for relief of the great distress, but their pleas met
with evasions. Meanwhile the unemployed went on starving. The
people were outraged by this callous indifference to the suffering
of men, women, and children. As a result the air at Union Square
was charged with bitterness and indignation, its spirit quickly com-
municating itself to me. I was scheduled as the last speaker and I
could barely endure the long wait. Finally the apologetic oratory
was over and my turn came. I heard my name shouted from a thou-
sand throats as I stepped forward. I saw a dense mass before me,
their pale, pinched faces upturned to me. My heart beat, my tem-
ples throbbed, and my knees shook.

“Men and women”, I began amidst sudden silence, “do you not
realize that the State is the worst enemy you have? It is a machine
that crushes you in order to sustain the ruling class, your masters.
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have such things. Then I was handed over to a heavy-set man. A
cab waited outside the prison and we were driven to the station.

We travelled in a Pullman car, and the man introduced himself
as Detective-Sergeant — . He excused himself, saying he was only
doing his duty; he had six children to support. I asked him why
he had not chosen a more honourable occupation and why he had
to bring more spies into the world. If he did not do it, someone
else would, he replied. The police force was necessarys; it protected
society. Would I have dinner? He would have it brought to the car
to save my going to the diner. I consented. I had not eaten anything
decent for a week; besides, the City of New York was paying for the
unsolicited luxury of my journey.

Over the dinner the detective referred to my youth and the life
“such a brilliant girl, with such abilities” had before her. He went
on to say that I never would earn anything by the work I was do-
ing, not even my salt. Why shouldn’t I be sensible and “look out
for number one” first? He felt for me because he was a Yehude him-
self. He was sorry to see me go to prison. He could tell me how to
get free, even to receive a large sum of money, if I would only be
sensible.

“Out with it,” I said; “what’s on your mind?”

His chief had instructed him to tell me that my case would be
quashed and a substantial sum of money presented to me if I would
give way a little. Nothing much, just a short periodic report of what
was going on in radical circles and among the workers on the East

Side.

A horrible feeling came over me. The food nauseated me. I
gulped down some ice-water from my glass and threw what was
left into the detective’s face. “You miserable cur!” I shouted; “not
enough that you act as a Judas, you try even to turn me into one —
you and your rotten chief! I'll take prison for life, but no one will
ever buy me!

“All right, all right,” he said soothingly; “have it your own way.”
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strain for some human sound. I called for the matron, but no one
answered. I banged my tin cup against the door. Finally it brought
response. My door was unlocked and a large woman with a hard
face came into the cell. It was against the rules to make so much
noise, she warned me. If I did it again, she would have to punish me.
What did I want? I wanted my mail, I told her. I was sure there was
some from my friends, and I also wanted books to read. She would
bring a book, but there was no mail, the matron said. I knew she
was lying, for I was certain Ed had written, even if no one else. She
went out, locking the door after her. Presently she returned with a
book. It was the Bible and it recalled to my mind the cruel face of
my religious instructor in school. Indignantly I flung the volume
at the matron’s feet. I had no need of religious lies; I wanted some
human book, I told her. For a moment she stood horror-stricken;
then she began raging at me. I had desecrated God’s word; I would
be put in the dungeon; later on I would burn in hell. I replied heat-
edly that she did not dare punish me, because I was a prisoner of
the State of New York, that I had not yet been tried and therefore
still had some civil rights. She flung out, slamming the door after

her.

In the evening I had a violent headache, caused by the elec-
tric light scorching my eyes. I again knocked on the door and de-
manded to see the doctor. Another woman came, the prison physi-
cian. She gave me some medicine and I asked her for some reading-
matter, or at least some sewing. Next day I was given towels to
hem. Eagerly I stitched by the hour, my thoughts with Sasha and
Ed. With crushing clarity I saw what Sasha’s life in prison meant.
Twenty-two years! I should go mad in a year.

One day the matron came to announce that extradition had been
granted and that I was to be taken to New York. I followed her into
the office, where I was handed a large package of letters, telegrams,
and papers. [ was informed that several boxes of fruit and flowers
had come for me, but that it was against the rules for prisoners to
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Like naive children you put your trust in your political leaders. You
make it possible for them to creep into your confidence, only to
have them betray you to the first bidder. But even where there is
no direct betrayal, the labour politicians make common cause with
your enemies to keep you in leash, to prevent your direct action.
The State is the pillar of capitalism, and it is ridiculous to expect
any redress from it. Do you not see the stupidity of asking relief
from Albany with immense wealth within a stone’s throw from
here? Fifth Avenue is laid in gold, every mansion is a citadel of
money and power. Yet there you stand, a giant, starved and fettered,
shorn of his strength. Cardinal Manning long ago proclaimed that
‘necessity knows no law’ and that ‘the starving man has a right to a
share of his neighbour’s bread’ Cardinal Manning was an ecclesias-
tic steeped in the traditions of the Church, which has always been
on the side of the rich against the poor. But he had some human-
ity, and he knew that hunger is a compelling force. You, too, will
have to learn that you have a right to share your neighbours bread.
Your neighbours — they have not only stolen your bread, but they
are sapping your blood. They will go on robbing you, your chil-
dren, and your children’s children, unless you wake up, unless you
become daring enough to demand your rights. Well, then, demon-
strate before the palaces of the rich; demand work. If they do not
give you work, demand bread. If they deny you both, take bread. It
is your sacred right!”

Uproarious applause, wild and deafening, broke from the still-
ness like a sudden storm. The sea of hands eagerly stretching out
towards me seemed like the wings of white birds fluttering.

The following morning I went to Philadelphia to secure relief and
help organize the unemployed there. The afternoon papers carried
a garbled account of my speech. I had urged the crowd to revolu-
tion, they claimed. “Red Emma has great swaying power; her vitri-
olic tongue was just what the ignorant mob needed to tear down
New York” They also stated that I had been spirited away by some
husky friends, but that the police were on my track.
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In the evening I attended a group meeting, where I met a num-
ber of anarchists I had not known before. Natasha Notkin was the
active spirit among them. She was the true type of Russian woman
revolutionist, with no other interests in life but the movement. A
mass meeting was decided upon for Monday, August 21. On that
morning the papers brought the news that my whereabouts had
been discovered, that detectives were on their way to Philadelphia
with a warrant for my arrest. I felt that the important thing for me
was to manage to get into the hall and address the meeting before
my arrest could take place. It was my first visit to Philadelphia,
where I was unknown to the authorities. The New York detectives
would hardly be able to identify me by the pictures that had so far
appeared in the press. I decided to go to the hall unaccompanied
and slip in unnoticed.

The streets near by were blocked with people. No one recognized
me as [ walked up the flight of steps leading to the meeting-place.
Then one of the anarchists greeted me: “Here’s Emma!” I waved
him aside, but a heavy hand was immediately on my shoulder, and
a voice said: “You’re under arrest, Miss Goldman.” There was a com-
motion, people ran towards me, but the officers drew their guns
and held back the crowd. A detective gripped my arm and pulled
me down the stairs into the street. I was given the choice of riding
in the patrol wagon or walking to the police station. I chose to walk.
The officers attempted to handcuff me, but I assured them there was
no need of it, as I did not intend to escape. On our way a man broke
through the crowd and ran up to me. He held out his wallet, in case
I needed money. The detectives promptly nabbed him and he was
put under arrest. I was taken to police headquarters, in the tower
of the City Hall, and locked up for the night.

In the morning I was asked whether I was willing to go back
with the detectives to New York. “Not of my own free will,” I de-
clared. “Very well, we’ll keep you until your extradition has been
arranged.” I was taken into a room where I was weighed, measured,
and photographed. I fought desperately against the photographing,
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but my head was held pinioned. I closed my eyes, and the photo-
graph must have resembled a sleeping beauty that looked like an
escaped felon.

My New York friends were alarmed. They deluged me with tele-
grams and letters. Ed wrote guardedly, but I sensed his love be-
tween the lines. He wanted to come to Philadelphia, bring money,
and get a lawyer, but I wired him to await developments. Many
comrades visited me in the jail, and from them I learned that the
meeting had been allowed to proceed after my arrest. Voltairine de
Cleyre had taken my place and had protested vigorously against
my suppression.

I had heard about this brilliant American girl and I knew that she
had been influenced, like myself, by the judicial murder in Chicago,
and that she had since become active in anarchist ranks. I had
long wanted to meet her and I had visited her upon my arrival in
Philadelphia, but I found her ill in bed. She always suffered a sick
spell after a meeting, and she had lectured the previous evening,.
I thought it splendid of her to have gone to the meeting from a
sickbed and to have spoken in my behalf. I was proud of her com-
radeship.

The second morning after my arrest I was transferred to Moya-
mensing Prison to await extradition. I was put into a fairly large
cell, its door of solid sheet iron, with a small square in the cen-
tre opening from the outside. The window was high and heavily
barred. The cell contained a sanitary toilet, running water, a tin cup,
awooden table, a bench, and an iron cot. A small electric lamp hung
from the ceiling. From time to time the square in the door would
open and a pair of eyes would look in, or a voice would call for
the cup and it would he passed back to me filled with tepid water
or soup and a slice of bread. Except for such interruptions silence
prevailed.

After the second day the stillness became oppressive and the
hours crept on endlessly. I grew weary from constant pacing be-
tween the window and the door. My nerves were tense with the
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to the States by Harry Kelly. For some reason his lectures were at
first poorly attended and it became necessary for us in New York
to look after the arrangements. I had met John and his sister Lizzie
during my stay in London. Both of them had strongly appealed to
me by reason of their warmth, geniality, and friendliness. I loved es-
pecially to talk to John; he was familiar with the social movements
in England and was himself closely allied with the trade-union and
co-operative elements, as well as with the Commonweal, founded
by William Morris. But his best efforts were devoted to the propa-
ganda of anarchism. John Turner’s coming to America gave me an
opportunity to test my ability to speak in English, as I often had to
preside at his meetings.

The free-silver campaign was at its height. The proposition for
the free coinage of silver at the ratio with gold of sixteen to one
had become a national issue almost overnight. It gained in strength
by the sudden ascendancy of William Jennings Bryan who had
stampeded the Democratic Convention by an eloquent speech and
the catch phrase: “You shall not press down upon the brow of
labour the crown of thorns, you shall not crucify mankind upon
the cross of gold” Bryan was running for the presidency: the “silver-
tongued” orator had caught the fancy of the man in the street. The
American liberals, who so easily fall for every new political scheme,
went over to Bryan on free silver almost to a man. Even some an-
archists were carried away by his slogans. One day a well-known
Chicago comrade, George Schilling, arrived in New York to enlist
the co-operation of the Eastern radicals. George was an ardent fol-
lower of Benjamin Tucker, the leader of the individualist school
of anarchism, and a contributor to his paper, Liberty. But, unlike
Tucker, he was closer to the labour movement and also more rev-
olutionary than his teacher. The wish for a popular awakening in
the United States was father to George’s belief that the free-silver
issue would become a force to undermine both monopoly and the
State. The vicious attacks on Bryan in the press helped his cause by
leading George and many others to regard him as a martyr. The pa-
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bered the effect of morphine on me when Dr. Julius Hoffmann had
given me a dose against insomnia. It had put me to sleep, but dur-
ing the night I had tried to throw myself out of the window, and it
had required all of Sasha’s strength to pull me back. The morphine
had crazed me, now I would have none of it.

One of the physicians gave me something that had a soothing,
effect. After the patient on the operating-table had been returned to
their bed, Dr. White examined my arm. “You’re nice and chubby,’
he said; “that has saved your bones. Nothing has been broken —
just flattened a bit” My arm was put in a splint. The doctor wanted
me to go to bed, but there was no one else to sit up with the patient.
It might be her last night: her tissues were so badly infected that
they would not hold the stitches, and another hemorrhage would
prove fatal. I decided to remain at her bedside. I knew I could not
sleep with the case as serious as it was.

All night I watched her struggle for life. In the morning I sent
for the priest. Everyone was surprised at my action, particularly
the head matron. How could [, an atheist, do such a thing, she won-
dered, and choose a priest, at that! I had declined to see the mission-
aries as well as the rabbi. She had noticed how friendly I had be-
come with the two Catholic sisters who often visited us on Sunday.
I had even made coffee for them. Didn’t I think that the Catholic
Church had always been the enemy of progress and that it had per-
secuted and tortured the Jews? How could I be so inconsistent? Of
course, I thought so, I assured her. I was just as opposed to the
Catholic as to the other Churches. I considered them all alike, ene-
mies of the people. They preached submission, and their God was
the God of the rich and the mighty. I hated their God and would
never make peace with him. But if I could believe in any religion
at all, I should prefer the Catholic Church. “It is less hypocritical,”
I said to her; “it makes allowance for human frailties and it has a
sense of beauty” The Catholic sisters and the priest had not tried
to preach to me like the missionaries, the minister, and the vulgar
rabbi. They left my soul to its own fate; they talked to me about
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human things, especially the priest, who was a cultured man. My
poor patient had reached the end of a life that had been too hard
for her. The priest might give her a few moments of peace and kind-
ness; why should I not have sent for him? But the matron was too
dull to follow my argument or understand my motives. I remained
a “queer one,” in her estimation.

Before my patient died, she begged me to lay her out. I had been
kinder to her, she said, than her own mother. She wanted to know
that it would be my hand that would get her ready for the last jour-
ney. I would make her beautiful; she wanted to look beautiful to
meet Mother Mary and the Lord Jesus. It required little effort to
make her as lovely in death as she had been in life. Her black curls
made her alabaster face more delicate than the artificial methods
she had used to enhance her looks. Her luminous eyes were closed
now; [ had closed them with my own hands. But her chiselled eye-
brows and long, black lashes were remindful of the radiance that
had been hers. How she must have fascinated men! And they de-
stroyed her. Now she was beyond their reach. Death had smoothed
her suffering. She looked serene in her marble whiteness now.

During the Jewish Easter holidays I was again called to the War-
den’s office. I found my grandmother there. She had repeatedly
begged Ed to take her to see me, but he had declined in order to
spare her the painful experience. The devoted soul could not be
stopped . With her broken English she had made her way to the
Commissioner of Corrections, procured a pass, and come to the
penitentiary. She handed me a large white handkerchief contain-
ing matzoth, gefiillte fish, and some Easter cake of her own baking.
She tried to explain to the Warden what a good Jewish daughter
her Chavele was; in fact, better than any rabbi’s wife, because she
gave everything to the poor. She was fearfully wrought up when
the moment of departure came, and I tried to soothe her, begging
her not to break down before the Warden. She bravely dried her
tears and walked out straight and proud, but I knew she would
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Chapter 15

A Renaissance was now taking place in anarchist ranks; greater
activity was being manifested than at any time since 1887, espe-
cially among American adherents. Solidarity, an English publica-
tion started in 1892 by S. Merlino and suspended later on, reap-
peared in ’94, gathering about itself a number of very able Ameri-
cans. Among them were John Edelman, William C. Owen, Charles
B. Cooper, Miss Van Etton, an energetic trade-unionist, and a num-
ber of others. A social science club was organized, with weekly lec-
tures. The work attracted considerable attention among the intelli-
gent native element, not failing, of course, also to call forth virulent
attacks in the press. New York was not the only city where anar-
chism was being expounded. In Portland, Oregon, the Firebrand,
another English weekly, was being published by a group of gifted
men and women, including Henry Addis and the Isaak family. In
Boston Harry M. Kelly, a young and ardent comrade, had orga-
nized a co-operative printing shop which was publishing the Rebel.
In Philadelphia activities were carried on by Voltairine de Cleyre,
H. Brown, Perle McLeod, and other courageous advocates of our
ideas. In fact, all over the United States the spirit of the Chicago
martyrs had been resurrected. The voice of Spies and his comrades
was finding expression in the native tongue as well as in every
foreign language of the peoples in America.

Our work had received considerable incentive through the ar-
rival of two British anarchists, Charles W. Mowbray and John
Turner. The former had come in 1894, shortly after my release from
prison, and was now active in Boston. John Turner, who was the
more cultivated and better informed of the two, had been invited

219



The shock to me was crushing, and I dreaded its effect on Sasha.

How should I write to him, what should I say to help him over the
cruel blow? Ed’s reassuring words that Sasha was brave enough to
hold out until 1897 did not help me. I lost hope that a commutation
would ever be granted him. The threat of Inspector Reed that Sasha
would not be allowed out alive was ringing in my ears. Before I
could bring myself to write him, a letter arrived from Sasha. He had
not banked much on a favourable outcome, his letter read, and he
was not much disappointed. The action of the Board merely proved
once more the close alignment of the American Government and
the plutocracy. It was what we anarchists had always claimed. The
promise of the Board to reconsider the appeal in 1897 was merely
a trick to hoodwink public opinion and to tire out the friends who
had been working for him. He was sure the flunkeys of the steel
interests would never act in his behalf. But it did not matter. He had
survived the first four years and he meant to keep on fighting. “Our
enemies shall never have the chance to say that they have broken
me,” he wrote. He knew he could always count on my support and
on that of the new friends he had gained. I must not despair or relax
in my zeal for our Cause. My Sasha, my wonderful Sasha — he was
not only brave, as Ed had said; he was a tower of strength. As so
often since that day when the steam monster at the Baltimore and
Ohio Station had snatched him away from me, he stood out like
a shining meteor on the dark horizon of petty interests, personal
worries, and the enervating routine of everyday existence. He was
like a white light that purged one’s soul, inspiring even awe at his
detachment from human frailties.
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weep bitterly as soon as she got out of sight. No doubt she also
prayed to her God for her Chavele.

June saw many prisoners discharged from the sick-ward, only
a few beds remaining occupied. For the first time since coming to
the hospital  had some leisure, enabling me to read more systemat-
ically. I had accumulated a large library; John Swinton had sent me
many books, as did also other friends; but most of them were from
Justus Schwab. He had never come to see me; he had asked Ed to
tell me that it was impossible for him to visit me. He hated prison
so much that he would not be able to leave me behind. If he should
come, he would be tempted to use force to take me back with him,
and it would only cause trouble. Instead he sent me stacks of books.
Walt Whitman, Emerson, Thoreau, Hawthorne, Spencer, John Stu-
art Mill, and many other English and American authorsIlearned to
know and love through the friendship of Justus. At the same time
other elements also became interested in my salvation — spiritual-
ists and metaphysical redeemers of various kinds. I tried honestly
to get at their meaning, but I was no doubt too much of the earth
to follow their shadows in the clouds.

Among the books I received was the Life of Albert Brisbane, writ-
ten by his widow. The fly-leaf had an appreciative dedication to me.
The book came with a cordial letter from her son, Arthur Brisbane,
who expressed his admiration and the hope that on my release I
would allow him to arrange an evening for me. The biography of
Brisbane brought me in touch with Fourier and other pioneers of
socialist thought.

The prison library had some good literature, including the works
of George Sand, George Eliot, and Ouida. The librarian in charge
was an educated Englishman serving a five-year sentence for
forgery. The books he handed out to me soon began to contain
love notes framed in most affectionate terms, and presently they
flamed with passion. He had already put in four years in prison,
one of his notes read, and he was starved for the love of woman
and companionship. He begged me at least to give him the com-
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panionship. Would I write him occasionally about the books I was
reading? I disliked becoming involved in a silly prison flirtation,
yet the need for free, uncensored expression was too compelling
to resist. We exchanged many notes, often of a very ardent nature.

My admirer was a splendid musician and played the organ in the
chapel. I should have loved to attend, to be able to hear him and
feel him near, but the sight of the male prisoners in stripes, some
of them handcuffed, and still further degraded and insulted by the
lip-service of the minister, was too appalling to me. I had seen it
once on the fourth of July, when some politician had come over to
speak to the inmates about the glories of American liberty. I had
to pass through the male wing on an errand to the Warden, and I
heard the pompous patriot spouting of freedom and independence
to the mental and physical wrecks. One convict had been put in
irons because of an attempted escape. I could hear the clanking
of his chains with his every movement. I could not bear to go to
church.

The chapel was underneath the hospital ward. Twice on Sundays
I could listen on the stairway to my prison flame playing the organ.
Sunday was quite a holiday: the head matron was off duty, and we
were free from the irritation of her harsh voice. Sometimes the two
Catholic sisters would come on that day. I was charmed with the
younger one, still in her teens, very lovely and full of life. Once I
asked her what had induced her to take the veil. Turning her large
eyes upwards, she said: “The priest was young and so beautiful!”
The “baby nun,” as I called her, would prattle for hours in her cheery
young voice, telling me the news and gossip. It was a relief from
the prison greyness.

Of the friends I made on Blackwell’s Island the priest was the
most interesting. At first I felt antagonistic to him. I thought he
was like the rest of the religious busybodies, but I soon found that
he wanted to talk only about books. He had studied in Cologne and
had read much. He knew I had many books and he asked me to ex-
change some of them with him. I was amazed and wondered what
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ters he would like to talk over; could not Emma Lee try to get a
permit?

Emma had moved to Pittsburgh, where she secured a position
in a hotel as supervisor of its linen department. She had begun a
correspondence with the prison chaplain, whom she gradually in-
terested in an attempt to have Sasha’s right to visits restored. After
months of waiting the chaplain succeeded in having a permit sent
to Emma Lee. But when she called at the penitentiary, the Warden
refused to let her see Sasha. “I, and not the chaplain, am the sole
authority here,” he told Emma; “as long as I am in charge, no one
will be allowed to see Prisoner A-7”

Emma Lee felt that a violent protest on her part would only hurt
Sasha’s chances with the Board of Pardons. She showed greater
control than I had on that fatal day at Inspector Reed’s store. We
continued to cling to the hope that our efforts would tear Sasha
from the clutches of the enemy.

I communicated with Voltairine de Cleyre, reminding her of her
promise to help in our efforts for Sasha. She replied promptly by
composing a public call in his behalf, but she sent it to Ed instead
of to me. For a moment I felt angry at what I considered a slight,
but when I read the document, my wrath melted away. It was a
prose poem full of moving power and beauty. I wrote her my thanks
without reference to our misunderstanding. She did not reply.

The campaign for the appeal was launched, the entire radical el-
ement supporting our efforts. A prominent Pittsburgh lawyer had
become interested and consented to take the case to the Pennsyl-
vania Board of Pardons.

We worked energetically, driven on by great expectations.
Sasha’s hopes, too, were reviving; life, pulsating life, now seemed
to open before him. But our joy was short-lived. The Board refused
to act on the appeal. Berkman would have to complete his first
seven years’ sentence before the “actual wrong” of his other sen-
tences could be considered, the Board held. It was evident that noth-
ing displeasing to Carnegie and Frick would be done.
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During my stay in Vienna several of our American friends had
suggested an application to the Board of Pardons. Inwardly I re-
belled against such a step on the part of an anarchist. I was certain
that Sasha would not approve of it, and therefore I did not even
write to him about the proposal. During my absence abroad he had
been repeatedly put into the dungeon and kept in solitary confine-
ment until his health gave way. I began to think that consistency,
while admirable in oneself, was criminal if allowed to stand in the
way of another. It led me to set aside all considerations and to im-
plore Sasha to let us appeal to the Board of Pardons. His reply in-
dicated that he felt indignant and hurt that I should want him to
beg for pardon. His act bore its own justification, he wrote; it was
a gesture of protest against the injustice of the capitalist system.
The courts and the pardon boards were the bulwarks of that sys-
tem. I must have grown less revolutionary, or perhaps it was only
my concern for him that had decided me in favour of such a step.
In any case he did not wish me to act against my principles in his
behalf.

Ed had sent me that letter to Vienna. It had made me unhappy. It
disappointed me, but it did not abate my efforts. Friends in Pennsyl-
vania had informed me that the personal signature of the applicant
for a pardon was not necessary in that State. I again wrote to Sasha,
emphasizing that I considered his life and freedom too valuable to
the movement to refuse to make an appeal. Some of the greatest
revolutionists had, when serving long terms, appealed in order to
gain their freedom. But if he still felt it inconsistent to take the step
for his own sake, would he not permit our friends to do so for mine?
I could no longer bear, I explained, the consciousness of his being
in prison for an act in which I had been almost as much involved
as he. My plea seemed to make some impression on Sasha. In his
reply he reiterated that he had no faith whatever in the Board of
Pardons; but his friends on the outside were in a better position to
judge the step they intended to take and therefore he would offer
no further objections. He added that there were certain other mat-
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kind of books he would bring me, expecting the New Testament or
the Catechism. But he came with works of poetry and music. He
had free access to the prison at any time, and often he would come
to the ward at nine in the evening and remain till after midnight.
We would discuss his favourite composers — Bach, Beethoven, and
Brahms — and compare our views on poetry and social ideas. He
presented me with an English-Latin dictionary as a gift, inscribed:
“With the highest respect, to Emma Goldman”

On one occasion I asked him why he never gave me the Bible.
“Because no one can understand or love it if he is forced to read it
he replied. That appealed to me and I asked him for it. Its simplic-
ity of language and legendry fascinated me. There was no make-
believe about my young friend. He was devout, entirely conse-
crated. He observed every fast and he would lose himself in prayer
for hours. Once he asked me to help him decorate the chapel. When
I came down, I found the frail, emaciated figure in silent prayer,
oblivious of his surroundings. My own ideal, my faith, was at the
opposite pole from his, but I knew he was as ardently sincere as 1.
Our fervent was our meeting-ground.

Warden Pillsbury often came to the hospital. He was an unusual
man for his surroundings. His grandfather had been a jailer, and
both his father and himself had been born in the prison. He under-
stood his wards and the social forces that had created them. Once
he remarked to me that he could not bear “stool-pigeons”; he pre-
ferred the prisoner who had pride and who would not stoop to
mean acts against his fellow convicts in order to gain privileges for
himself. If an inmate asseverated that he would reform and never
again commit a crime, the Warden felt sure he was lying. He knew
that no one could start a new life after years of prison and with the
whole world against him unless he had outside friends to help him.
He used to say that the State did not even supply a released man
with enough money for his first week’s meals. How, then, could
he be expected to “make good?” He would relate the story of the
man who on the morning of his release told him: “Pillsbury, the
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next watch and chain I steal I'll send to you as a present.” “That’s
my man,” the Warden would laugh.

Pillsbury was in a position to do much good for the unfortu-
nates in his charge, but he was constantly hampered. He had to
allow prisoners to do cooking, washing, and cleaning for others
than themselves. If the table damask was not properly rolled be-
fore ironing, the laundress stood in danger of confinement to the
dungeon. The whole prison was demoralized by favouritism. Con-
victs were deprived of food for the slightest infraction, but Pills-
bury, who was an old man, was powerless to do much about it.
Besides, he was eager to avoid a scandal.

The nearer the day of my liberation approached, the more un-
bearable life in prison became. The days dragged and I grew rest-
less and irritable with impatience. Even reading became impossible.
I would sit for hours lost in reminiscences. I thought of the com-
rades in the Illinois penitentiary brought back to life by the pardon
of Governor Altgeld. Since I had come to prison, I realized how
much the release of the three men, Neebe, Fielden, and Schwab,
had done for the cause for which their comrades in Chicago had
been hanged. The venom of the press against Altgeld for his ges-
ture of justice proved how deeply he had struck the vested interests,
particularly by his analysis of the trial and his clear demonstration
that the executed anarchists had been judicially killed in spite of
their proved innocence of the crime charged against them. Every
detail of the momentous days of 1887 stood out in strong relief be-
fore me. Then Sasha, our life together, his act, his martyrdom —
every moment of the five years since I had first met him I now re-
lived with poignant reality. Why was it, I mused, that Sasha was
still so deeply rooted in my being? Was not my love for Ed more
ecstatic, more enriching? Perhaps it was his act that had bound me
to him with such powerful cords. How insignificant was my own
prison experience compared with what Sasha was suffering in the
Allegheny purgatory! I now felt ashamed that, even for a moment,
I could have found my incarceration hard. Not one friendly face
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Ed had written me that he had changed our quarters for a more
comfortable flat, which Fedya had helped to decorate. What I found
far excelled my expectations. Our new home was an old-fashioned
apartment in the German-inhabited part of Eleventh Street. The
windows of the large kitchen overlooked a beautiful garden. The
front room was spacious and high-ceilinged, simply but cosily fur-
nished with lovely old mahogany. There were rare prints on the
walls, and my books were arranged on shelves. The place had at-
mosphere and taste.

Ed played the host to me at an elaborate dinner he had prepared,
with wine sent by Justus Schwab. He was rich now, he informed
me; he was earning fifteen dollars a week! Then he related news
of our friends: Fedya, Justus, Claus, and, most of all, Sasha. While I
was abroad, I had not been able to keep in direct touch with Sasha,
and Ed had acted as our go-between, which meant anxious delays.
I was overjoyed to learn that there was mail for me from my brave
boy. I thought it wonderful that he should have been able to send
out a missive to reach me on the very day of my arrival. Sasha’s
letter was, as always, permeated with his fine spirit. It contained no
complaint about his own life, but showed great interest in activities
outside, in my work and impressions of Vienna. Europe was so far
away, he wrote; my return to America brought me closer, although
he knew that he would never see me again. Perhaps I would come
to Pittsburgh on a lecture tour. It would mean something to feel me
in the same city.

Before my departure for Europe our friend Isaac Hourwich had
proposed that we aid Sasha by an appeal to the Supreme Court on
the ground of the illegal proceedings at his trial. After considerable
effort and expense we had succeeded in procuring the trial records.
It was then discovered that there were no legal reasons on which
any procedure for a revision was to be based. Representing his own
case, Sasha had omitted to take exceptions to the Judge’s rulings,
as a result of which no appeal could be made.
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stage tricks. There were no violent gestures, no unnecessary move-
ments, no studied volume of sound. Her voice, rich and vibrant,
held rhythm in every tone, her expressive features reflecting her
own wealth of emotion. Eleonora Duse interpreted every nuance of
the turbulent nature of Magda blended with her own spirit. It was
art reaching towards the heavens, itself a star on the firmament of
life.

When examinations drew near, I could no longer indulge in the
temptations of the fascinating city on the Danube. Soon I was the
proud holder of two diplomas, one for midwifery and one for nurs-
ing: I could return home. But I was loath to leave Vienna; it had
given me so much. I lingered on for two more weeks. During that
time I was a great deal with my comrades and learned much from
them about the anarchist movement in Austria. At several small
gatherings I lectured on America and our struggle in that country.

Fedya had sent me my return fare, second class, and a hundred
dollars to buy myself some clothes. I preferred to invest the money
in my beloved books, purchasing a supply of the works of the writ-
ers that were making literary history, especially the dramatists. No
amount of wardrobe could have given me so much joy as my pre-
cious little library. I did not even dare to risk shipping it in my
trunk. I took the books with me in a suit-case.

Standing on the deck as the French liner steamed towards the
New York dock, I spied Ed long before he saw me. He stood near
the gangplank holding a bunch of roses, but when I came down, he
failed to recognize me. It was late afternoon of a rainy day, and I
wondered whether it was because of the dusk, my large hat, or the
fact that I had grown thin. For a moment I stood watching him scan-
ning the passengers, but when I saw his anxiety growing, I tiptoed
up from behind and put my hands over his eyes. He spun round
quickly, pressed me tempestuously to his heart, and exclaimed in a
trembling voice: “What is the matter with my Schatz? Are you ill?”
“Nonsense!” I replied, “T have only grown more spiritual. Let’s get
home and I’ll tell you all about it.”
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in the court-room to be near Sasha and comfort him — solitary
confinement and complete isolation, for no more visits had been
allowed him. The Inspector had kept his promise; since my visit in
November 1892, Sasha had not again been permitted to see anyone.
How he must have craved the sight and touch of a kindred spirit,
how he must be yearning for it!

My thoughts rushed on. Fedya, the lover of beauty, so fine and
sensitive! And Ed. Ed — he had kissed to life so many mysterious
longings, had opened such spiritual sources of wealth to me! I owed
my development to Ed, tied to the others, too, who had been in my
life. And yet, more than all else, it was the prison that had proved
the best school. A more painful, but a more vital, school. Here I had
been brought close to the depths and complexities of the human
soul; here I had found ugliness and beauty, meanness and generos-
ity. Here, too, I had learned to see life through my own eyes and
not through those of Sasha, Most, or Ed. The prison had been the
crucible that tested my faith. It had helped me to discover strength
in my own being, the strength to stand alone, the strength to live
my life and fight for my ideals, against the whole world if need be.
The State of New York could have rendered me no greater service
than by sending me to Blackwell’s Island Penitentiary!
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Chapter 13

The days and weeks that followed my release were like a night-
mare. [ needed quiet, peace, and privacy after my prison experience,
but I was surrounded by people, and there were meetings nearly ev-
ery evening. I lived in a daze: everything around me seemed incon-
gruous and unreal. My thoughts continued in captivity; my fellow
convicts haunted my waking and sleeping hours, and the prison
noises kept ringing in my ears. The command “Close!” followed by
the crash of iron doors and the clank-clank of the chains, pursued
me when I faced an audience.

The strangest experience I had was at the meeting arranged to
welcome me on my release. It took place in the Thalia Theatre and
the house was crowded. Many well-known men and women of var-
ious social groups in New York had come to celebrate my liberation.
I sat listless, in a stupor. I strove to keep contact with reality, to lis-
ten to what was going on, to concentrate on what I intended to
say, but it was in vain. I kept drifting back to Blackwell’s Island.
The vast audience imperceptibly changed to the pale, frightened
faces of the women prisoners, the voices of the speakers took on
the harshness of the head matron. Presently I became conscious of
the pressure of a hand on my shoulder. It was Maria Louise, who
was presiding at the meeting. She had called me several times and
had announced that I was the next to address the gathering. “You
seem as if asleep,” she said.

I got to my feet, walked to the footlights, saw the audience rise
to greet me. Then I tried to speak. My lips moved, but there was
no sound. Hideous figures in fantastic stripes emerged from every
aisle, slowly moving towards me. I grew faint and helplessly turned
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Professor Bruhl was an old man with a feeble voice. The sub-
jects he treated were mystifying to me. He talked of “Urnings,’
“Lesbians,” and other strange topics. His hearers, too, were strange:
feminine-looking men with coquettish manners and women dis-
tinctly masculine, with deep voices. They were certainly a pecu-
liar assembly. Greater clarity in these matters came to me later on
when I heard Sigmund Freud. His simplicity and earnestness and
the brilliance of his mind combined to give one the feeling of be-
ing led out of a dark cellar into broad daylight. For the first time
I grasped the full significance of sex repression and its effect on
human thought and action. He helped me to understand myself,
my own needs; and I also realized that only people of depraved
minds could impugn the motives or find impure so great and fine
a personality as Freud.

My various interests in Vienna kept me occupied the greater part
of the day. Still I managed to attend plays and hear a good deal of
music. I heard for the first time the entire Ring des Nibelungen and
other works of Wagner. His music had always stirred me; the Vi-
enna performances — magnificent voices, splendid orchestra, and
masterly leadership — were enthralling. After such an experience it
was painful to sit through a Wagner concert conducted by his son.
One night Siegfried Wagner conducted his own composition Der
Bdrenhduter. It was pale enough; but when it came to a work of his
illustrious father, he was completely ineffectual. I left the concert
in disgust.

Vienna brought me many new experiences. One of the greatest
was Eleonora Duse as Magda in Sudermann’s Heimat. The play it-
self was a new dramatic event, but what Duse put into it of herself
transcended Sudermann’s talents and gave to his work its real dra-
matic depth. Years before, in New Haven, I had seen Sarah Bern-
hardt in Fedora. Her voice, her gestures, her intensity were a rev-
elation. I thought then that no one could rise to greater heights,
but Eleonora Duse attained a higher zenith. Hers was a genius too
rich and too complete for artifice, her interpretation too real for
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were hurling their anathemas against old values. I had read some of
their works in snatches in the Arme Teufel, the weekly published in
Detroit by Robert Reitzel, a brilliant writer. It was the one German
paper in the States that kept its readers in contact with the new
literary spirit in Europe. What I had read in its columns from the
works of the great minds that were stirring Europe only whetted
my appetite.

In Vienna one could hear interesting lectures on modern Ger-
man prose and poetry. One could read the works of the young icon-
oclasts in art and letters, the most daring among them being Niet-
zsche. The magic of his language, the beauty of his vision, carried
me to undreamed-of heights. I longed to devour every line of his
writings, but I was too poor to buy them. Fortunately Grossmann
had a supply of Nietzsche and other moderns.

I had to do my reading at the expense of much-needed sleep; but
what was physical strain in view of my raptures over Nietzsche?
The fire of his soul, the rhythm of his song, made life richer, fuller,
and more wonderful for me. I wanted to share these treasures with
my beloved, and I wrote him long letters depicting the new world I
had discovered. His replies were evasive; Ed evidently did not share
my fervour for the new art. He was more interested in my studies
and in my health, and he urged me not to tax my energies with idle
reading. I was disappointed, but I consoled myself that he would
appreciate the revolutionary spirit of the new literature when he
had a chance to read it for himself. I must get money, I decided, to
bring back a supply of books to Ed.

Through one of the students I learned of a lecture course given
by an eminent young professor, Sigmund Freud. I found, however,
that it would be difficult to attend his series, only physicians and
holders of special cards being admitted. My friend suggested that
I enroll for the course of Professor Bruhl, who also was discussing
sex problems. As one of his students I should have a better chance
to secure admission to Freud.
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to Maria Louise. In a whisper, as if fearing to be overheard, I begged
her to explain to the audience that I felt dizzy and that I would
speak later. Ed was near and he led me behind the stage into a
dressing-room. I had never before lost control of myself or of my
voice, and the occurrence frightened me. Ed talked reassuringly,
telling me that every sensitive person carried the prison in his heart
for a long time. He urged me to leave the city with him, find a quiet
place and greater peace. Dear Ed, his soft voice and tender way
always soothed me. Now, too, they had the same effect.

Presently the sound of a beautiful voice reached the dressing-
room. Its speech was unfamiliar to me. “Who is speaking now?” I
asked. “That is Maria Rodda, an Italian girl anarchist,” Ed replied;
“she is only sixteen years old and has just come to America” The
voice electrified me and I was eager to see its owner. I stepped
to the door leading to the platform. Maria Rodda was the most
exquisite creature I had ever seen. She was of medium height, and
her well-shaped head, covered with black curls, rested like a lily of
the valley on her slender neck. Her face was pale, her lips coral-red.
Particularly striking were her eyes: large, black coals fired by an in-
ner light. Like myself, very few in the audience understood Italian,
but Maria’s strange beauty and the music of her speech roused the
whole assembly to tensest enthusiasm. Maria proved a veritable ray
of sunlight to me. My spooks vanished, the prison weights dropped
off; I felt free and happy, among friends.

I spoke after Maria. The audience again rose, to a man, applaud-
ing. I sensed that the people were spontaneously responsive to my
prison story, but I was not deceived; I knew intuitively that it was
Maria Rodda’s youth and charm that fascinated them and not my
speech. Yet I, too, was still young-only twenty-five. I still had attrac-
tion, but compared with that lovely flower, I felt old. The sorrows
of the world had matured me beyond my years; I felt old and sad.
I wondered whether a high ideal, made more fervent by the test of
fire, could stand out against youth and dazzling beauty.
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After the meeting the closer comrades gathered at Justus’s place.
Maria Rodda was with us and I was anxious to know all about her.
Pedro Esteve, a Spanish anarchist, acted as interpreter. I learned
that Maria had been a schoolmate of Santa Caserio, their teacher
having been Ada Negri, the ardent poetess of revolt. Through Case-
rio, Maria, then barely fourteen, had joined an anarchist group.
When Caserio killed Carnot, President of France, their group had
been raided and Maria, with all the other members, was sent to
prison. On her release she came to America, together with her
younger sister. What they learned about Sasha and me convinced
them that America, like Italy, was persecuting idealists. Maria felt
that she had work to do among her countrymen in the United
States. Would I help her, would I be her teacher, she now begged
me. I pressed her close to me as if to ward off the cruel thrusts I
knew life would give her. I would be Maria’s teacher, friend, com-
rade. The gnawing voice of envy of an hour ago was silent.

On the way to my room I spoke to Ed about Maria. To my sur-
prise he did not share my enthusiasm. He admitted that she was
ravishing, but he thought her beauty would not endure, much
less her enthusiasm for our ideals. “Latin women mature young,’
he said; “they grow old with their first child, old in body and in
spirit” “Well, then, Maria should guard against having children if
she wants to devote herself to our movement,.” I remarked. “No
woman should do that,” Ed replied, emphatically. “Nature has made

her for motherhood. All else is nonsense, artificial and unreal”

I had never before heard such sentiments expressed by Ed. His
conservatism roused my anger. I demanded to know if he thought
me also nonsensical because I preferred to work for an ideal instead
of producing children. I expressed contempt for the reactionary at-
titude of our German comrades on these matters. I had believed
that he was different, but I could see that he was like the rest. Per-
haps he, too, loved only the woman in me, wanted me only as his
wife and the bearer of his children. He was not the first to expect

186

were especially sympathetic to me. They were living in a wretched
little hole, while I had a large and beautiful room. I asked them to
share it with me. I knew that we should have to do night duty in the
hospital, but most likely not at the same time. Our living together
would reduce their expenses, and I should also be able to help them
with their German. Soon our place became a centre for the Russian
students of both sexes.

I was known in Vienna as Mrs. E. G. Brady. I had to come abroad
under that name, for I should not have been admitted under my
own. I had emancipated myself from the notion that one must not
assume a fictitious name. I could, of course, have procured a pass-
port on Kershner’s citizenship papers, but, I had not used his name
since I left him. In fact, after that I saw him only once, in 1893, when
I was ill in Rochester. I had nothing but painful recollections of that
name. Brady was Irish, and I knew it would arouse no suspicion as
to my identity. Passports could then be had for the asking.

In Vienna I had to be extremely careful. The Habsburgs were
despotic, the persecution of socialists and anarchists severe. I could
therefore not associate openly with my comrades, as I did not wish
to be expelled. But it did not prevent me from meeting interesting
people active in various social movements.

My studies and frequent night duty in the hospital did not lessen
my interest in the cultural events of Vienna, its music and theatres.
I met a young anarchist, Stefan Grossmann, who was remarkably
well informed about the life of the city. He had many traits I dis-
liked: his efforts to hide his origin in chameleon-like acceptance
of every silly Gentile habit irritated me. The very first time I met
Grossmann he told me that his fencing-master had admired his ger-
manische Beine (Germanic legs). “I don’t think that’s much of a
compliment,” I replied; “now, if he had admired your Yiddish nose,
that would be something to boast about” However, he came often,
and gradually I learned to like him. He was an omnivorous reader
and a great admirer of the new literature — Friedrich Nietzsche, Ib-
sen, Hauptmann, von Hoffmansthal and its other exponents who
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but also a lovable man. His lectures were never dry or tedious. In
the very midst of an explanation or even during an operation the
Herr Professor would enliven things by a humorous anecdote or by
remarks embarrassing to the German lady students. In explaining,
for example, the comparatively large birth-rate during the months
of November and December, he would say: “It’s the carnival, ladies.
During that gayest Vienna festival even the most virtuous girls get
caught. I do not mean to say that they give way easily to their nat-
ural urge. It is only that Nature has made them so fertile. A man
has only to look at them, so to speak, and they become pregnant.
So we must put it all on Nature and not blame the young things.
Again, Professor Braun would outrage some of the more moral stu-
dents by relating the story of a certain female patient. Several of
the male students had been asked to examine her and diagnose the
case. One by one they carried out the order, but no one ventured
to speak out. They were waiting for the Professor to give his opin-
ion. After his examination the great man said: “Gentlemen, it is a
case most of you have already had, or you have it now, or you will
have it in the future. Very few can resist the charm of its origin, the
pain of its development, or the price of its cure. It happens to be
syphilis”

Among those attending the obstetric courses were a number of
Jewish girls from Kiev and Odessa. One had even come all the way
from Palestine. None of them knew enough German to understand
the lectures. The Russians were very poor, compelled to exist on
ten roubles a month. It was an inspiration to find such courage and
perseverance for the sake of a profession. But when I expressed
my admiration, the girls replied that it was quite an ordinary thing:
thousands of Russians, both Jewish and Gentile, were doing it. All
the students abroad lived on very little; why could not they? “But
your lack of German,” I asked; “how will you get the lectures or read
the text-books? How do you expect to pass your examinations?”
They did not know, but they would manage somehow. After all,
every Jew understands a little German, they said. Two of the girls
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that of me, but he might as well know that I would never be that —
never! I had chosen my path; no man should ever take me from it.

I had stopped walking. Ed also stood still. I saw the pained ex-
pression on his face, but all he said was: “Please, dearest, come
along or we shall soon have a large audience.” He took me gently
by the arm, but I freed myself and hastened off alone.

My life with Ed had been glorious and complete, without any rift.
But now it came; my dream of love and true comradeship suffered a
rude awakening. Ed had never stressed his longing, except when he
had protested against my joining the movement of the unemployed.
I thought then that it was only his concern for my health. How was
I to know that it was something else, the interest of the male? Yes,
that is what it was, the man’s instinct of possession, which brooks
no deity except himself. Well, it should not be, even if I had to give
him up. All my senses cried out for him. Could I live without Ed,
without the joy he gave me?

Weary and miserable, my thoughts dwelt on Ed, on Maria Rodda,
and on recollections of Santa Caserio. The latter’s image brought to
my mind the revolutionary events in France of recent occurrence.
A number of Attentats had taken place there. There had been also
the protests of Emile Henri and Auguste Vaillant against the po-
litical corruption, the frenzied speculation with the Panama Canal
funds, and the resultant failure of the banks, in which the masses
lost their last savings, causing widespread misery and want. Both
had been executed. Vaillant’s act had had no fatal result; no one
had lost his life or even been wounded. Yet he was also condemned
to death. Many leading men, among them Franqois Coppée, Emile
Zola, and others had pleaded with President Carnot to commute
his sentence. He refused, ignoring even the pathetic letter of Vail-
lant’s little child, a girl of nine, who had petitioned for the life of her
father. Vaillant was guillotined. Some time later President Carnot,
while driving in his carriage, was stabbed to death by a young Ital-
ian. On his dagger was found the inscription: “Revenge for Vaillant.”
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The Italian’s name was Santa Caserio, and he had tramped on foot
from Italy to avenge his comrade, Vaillant.

I had read about his act and other similar occurrences in the an-
archist papers Ed used to smuggle into prison. In the light of them
my personal grief over my first serious quarrel with Ed now ap-
peared like a mere speck on the social horizon of pain and blood.
One by one the heroic names of those who had sacrificed their lives
for their ideal or were still being martyred in prison came before
me: my own Sasha and the others — all so finely attuned to the
injustice of the world, so high-minded, driven by social forces to
do the very thing they abhorred most, to destroy human life. Some-
thing deep in my consciousness rebelled against such tragic waste,
yet I knew there was no escape. I had learned the fearful effects of
organized violence: inevitably it begets more violence.

Sasha’s spirit, fortunately, however, always hovered over me,
helping me to forget everything personal. His letter of welcome on
my release was the most beautiful I had so far received from him.
It testified not only to his love and his faith in me, but also to his
own valour and strength of character. Ed had kept the copies of the
Gefdangniss-Bliithen, the little underground magazine that Sasha,
Nold, and Bauer were editing in prison. Sasha’s will to life was
apparent in every word, in his determination to fight on and not
to permit the enemy to crush him. The spirit of the boy of twenty-
three was extraordinary. It shamed me for my own faint heart. Yet
I knew that the personal would always play a dominant part in my
life. I was not hewn of one piece, like Sasha or other heroic figures.
I had long realized that I was woven of many skeins, conflicting in
shade and texture. To the end of my days I should be torn between
the yearning for a personal life and the need of giving all to my
ideal.

Ed came early the next day. He was his usual well-poised, out-
wardly calm self again. But I had looked into the turbulent waters
of his soul too often to be misted by his reserve. He suggested that
we take a trip. I had been out of prison about a fortnight and we
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England were appalling. They increased my hatred of injustice and
my determination to work for my ideal. I begrudged the loss of
time which my proposed training as a nurse would involve. But I
consoled myself with the hope that I should be better equipped on
my return to America. I could not remain in London: my course
was to begin on the first of October. I had to leave for Vienna.

Vienna proved even more fascinating than Ed had described
it. Ringstrasse, the principal street, with its array of splendid old
mansions and gorgeous cafés, the spacious promenades lined with
stately trees, and particularly the Prater, more forest than park,
made the city one of the most beautiful I had ever seen. The whole
was enhanced by the gaiety and light-heartedness of the Viennese
people. London seemed a tomb by comparison. There was colour
here, life and joy. I longed to become part of it, to throw myself into
its generous arms, to sit in the cafés or in the Prater and watch the
crowds. But I had come for another purpose; I could not afford to
be distracted.

My studies included, besides the subject of midwifery, a course in
children’s diseases. In my short experience as nurse I had seen how
ill-fitted most graduate nurses were to take care of children. They
were harsh and domineering and lacked understanding. My own
childhood had been made hideous by these things, but it had also
filled me with sympathy for children. I had much more patience
with them than with grown-ups. Their dependence, aggravated by
illness, always moved me deeply. I wanted not merely to give them
affection, but to equip myself for their care.

The Allgerneines Krankenhaus, which gave courses on and
treated every ill of the human body, offered splendid opportuni-
ties to the eager and willing student. I found the place a remark-
able institution, a veritable city in itself, with its thousands of pa-
tients, nurses, doctors, and care-takers. The men in charge of the
departments were world-renowned in their particular spheres. The
obstetric courses were fortunate in having at their head a famous
gynecologist, Professor Braun. He was not only a splendid teacher,
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his toil were symbolic of the burning faith he had in the masses, in
their capacity to create and fashion life.

Over the tea which he himself prepared, Kropotkin asked me
about conditions in America, about the movement, and about
Sasha. He had followed the latter’s case and he knew every phase
of it, expressing great regard and concern for Sasha. I related to him
my impressions of England, the contrasts between its poverty and
extreme wealth alongside of political freedom. Was it not a bone
thrown to the masses to pacify them, I asked. Peter agreed with my
view. He said that England was a nation of shopkeepers engaged in
buying and selling instead of producing the necessaries required to
keep her people from starvation. “The British bourgeoisie has good
reason to fear the spread of discontent, and political liberties are
the best security against it. English statesmen are shrewd,” he con-
tinued; “they have always seen to it that the political reins should
not be pulled too tightly. The average Britisher loves to think he is
free; it helps him to forget his misery. That is the irony and pathos
of the English working classes. Yet England could feed every man,
woman, and child of her population if she would but release the
vast lands now held in monopoly by an old, decaying aristocracy.”
My visit with Peter Kropotkin convinced me that true greatness
is always coupled with simplicity. He was the personification of
both. The lucidity and brilliance of his mind combined with his
warm-heartedness into the harmonious whole of a fascinating and
gracious personality.

I was sorry to leave England; during my short visit I had met
many people and made friends and I was enriched by personal con-
tact with my great teachers. The days were indeed glorious. Never
had I seen such a luscious green of trees and grass, such a profu-
sion of gardens, parks, and flowers. At the same time I had never
seen such dreary and dismal poverty. Nature herself seemed to be
discriminating between rich and poor. The clear blue sky in Hamp-
stead looked a dirty grey in the Fast End, the sunshine a blot of dull
yellow. The crass distinctions between the different social layers in
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had not yet had one complete day alone. We went to Manhattan
Beach. The November air was sharp, the sea stormy; but the sun
shone brightly. Ed was never much of a talker, but on this day he
spoke a great deal about himself, his interest in the movement, his
love for me. His ten years’ incarceration had given him much time
for reflection. He had come out believing as deeply in the truth
and beauty of anarchism as when he had first entered prison. He
continued to believe in the ultimate triumph of our ideas, but was
now convinced that that time was far off. He no longer looked for
great changes in his own lifetime. All he could do was to arrange
his own life as nearly true to his vision as possible. In that life he
wanted me; he wanted me with all the strength of his being. He
admitted that he would be happier if I would give up the platform
and devote my time to study, to writing or a profession. That would
not keep him in constant anxiety about my life and freedom. You
are so intense, so impetuous, he said, “I fear for your safety.” He
begged me not to be angry because he believed that woman was
primarily a mother. He was sure that the strongest motive in my
devotion to the movement was unsatisfied motherhood seeking an
outlet. “You are a typical mother, my little Emma, by build, by feel-
ing. Your tenderness is the greatest proof of it”

I was profoundly stirred. When I could find words, poor inade-
quate words, to convey what I felt, I could only tell him again of my
love, of my need of him, of my longing to give him much of what
he craved. My starved motherhood — was that the main reason for
my idealism? He had roused the old yearning for a child. But I had
silenced the voice of the child for the sake of the universal, the all-
absorbing passion of my life. Men were consecrated to ideals and
yet were fathers of children. But man’s physical share in the child
is only a moment’s; woman’s part is for years — years of absorp-
tion in one human being to the exclusion of the rest of humanity.
I would never give up the one for the other. But I would give him
my love and devotion. Surely it must be possible for a man and a
woman to have a beautiful love-life and yet be devoted to a great
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cause. We must try. I proposed that we find a place where we could
live together, no longer separated by silly conventions — a home of
our own, even if poor. Our love would beautify it, our work would
give it meaning. Ed became enthusiastic over the idea and took me
in his arms. My strong, big lover, he had always hated the least
demonstration of affection in public. Now in his joy he forgot that
we were in a restaurant. I teased him on his having renounced his
good manners, but he was like a child, gay and frolicsome as I had
never seen him before.

Nearly four weeks passed before we could carry out our plans.
The papers had turned me into a celebrity, and I soon learned
the German truism: “Man kann nicht ungestraft unter Palmen wan-
deln.” T knew of the American craze for celebrities, especially the
American women’s hunt for anyone in the limelight, be it prize-
fighter, baseball-player, matinée idol, wife-killer, or decrepit Euro-
pean aristocrat. Thanks to my imprisonment and the space given
to my name in the newspapers, I also became a celebrity. Every day
brought stacks of invitations to luncheons and dinners. Everyone
seemed eager to “take me up.”

Of the many invitations showered on me I welcomed most one
from the Swintons. They wrote asking me to come to dinner and
to bring Ed and Justus. Their apartment was simply and beautifully
furnished and full of curios and gifts. I saw a lovely samovar sent
them by Russian exiles in recognition of Swinton’s tireless work in
behalf of Russian freedom, an exquisite set of Sevres given him by
French Communards who had escaped the fury of Thiers and Gallif-
fet after the short-lived Paris Commune of 1871, beautiful peasant
embroidery from Hungary, and other gifts of appreciation of the
splendid spirit and personality of the great American libertarian.

On our arrival John Swinton, tall and erect, with a silk cap on
his white hair, proceeded to scold me for what I had said about
the Negroes in prison. He had read in the New York World my dis-
closures of conditions in the penitentiary. He liked the article, but
he was grieved to see that Emma Goldman had “the white man’s
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head, her words of endearment and close comradeship, made my
soul expand, reach out towards the spheres of beauty where she
dwelt.

After my return from Leeds and Glasgow, where I spoke at large
meetings and became acquainted with many active and devoted
workers, I found a letter from Kropotkin asking me to visit him. At
last I was to realize my long-cherished dream, to meet my great
teacher.

Peter Kropotkin was a lineal descendant of the Ruriks and in the
direct succession to the Russian throne. But he gave up his title and
wealth for the cause of humanity. He did more: since becoming an
anarchist he had forgone a brilliant scientific career to be better
able to devote himself to the development and interpretation of
anarchist philosophy. He became the most outstanding exponent
of anarchist communism, its clearest thinker and theoretician. He
was recognized by friend and foe as one of the greatest minds and
most unique personalities of the nineteenth century. On my way
to Bromley, where the Kropotkins lived, I felt nervous. I feared I
should find Peter difficult of approach, too absorbed in his work
for ordinary social intercourse.

But five minutes in his presence put me at my ease. The family
was away and Peter himself received me in such a gracious and
kindly manner that I felt at home with him at once. He would have
tea ready directly, he said. Meanwhile should I like to see his car-
penter shop and the articles he had made with his own hands? He
took me into his study and pointed with great pride to a table, a
bench, and some shelves he had fashioned. They were very simple
things, but he gloried in them; they represented labour and he had
always stressed the need of combining mental activity with manual
effort. Now he could demonstrate how well the two can be blended.
No artisan ever looked more lovingly and with greater reverence
upon the things created by his bands than did Peter Kropotkin, the
scientist and philosopher. His wholesome joy in the products of
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her hat; the other struck her behind the ear. The operation, al-
though very painful, called forth no complaint from Louise. Instead
she lamented her poor animals left alone in her rooms and the in-
convenience the delay would cause her woman friend who was
waiting for her in the next town. The man who nearly killed her
had been influenced by a priest to commit the act, but Louise tried
her utmost to have him released. She induced a famous lawyer to
defend her assailant and she herself appeared in court to plead with
the judge in his behalf. Her sympathies were particularly stirred by
the man’s young daughter, whom she could not bear to have be-
come fatherless by the man’s being sent to prison. Louise’s stand
did not fail to influence even her fanatical assailant.

Later Louise was to participate in a great strike in Vienne, but
she was arrested in the Gare du Lyon as she was about to board
the train. The Cabinet member responsible for the massacre of the
working-men in Fourmies saw in Louise a formidable force that
he had repeatedly tried to crush. Now he demanded her removal
from jail to an insane asylum on the ground that she was deranged
and dangerous. It was this fiendish plan to dispose of Louise that
induced her comrades to persuade her to move to England.

The vulgar French papers continued to paint her as a wild beast,
as “La Vierge Rouge,” without any feminine qualities or charm. The
more decent wrote of her with bated breath. They feared her, but
they also looked up to her as something far above their empty souls
and hearts. As I sat near her at our first meeting, I wondered how
anyone could fail to find charm in her. It was true that she cared
little about her appearance. Indeed, I had never seen a woman so
utterly oblivious of anything that concerned herself. Her dress was
shabby, her bonnet ancient. Everything she wore was ill-fitting.
But her whole being was illumined by an inner light. One quickly
succumbed to the spell of her radiant personality, so compelling
in its strength, so moving in its childlike simplicity. The afternoon
with Louise was an experience unlike anything that had happened
till then in my life. Her hand in mine, its tender pressure on my
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prejudice against the coloured race” I was dumbfounded. I could
not understand how anyone, least of all a man like John Swinton,
could read race prejudice into my story. I had pointed out the dis-
crimination practised between sick and starved white women and
Negro favourites. I should have protested as much had coloured
women been robbed of their rations. “To be sure, to be sure,” Swin-
ton replied; “still, you should not have emphasized the partiality.
We white people have committed so many crimes against the Ne-
gro that no amount of extra kindness can atone for them. The ma-
tron is no doubt a beast, but I forgive her much for her sympathy
with the poor Negro prisoners” “But she was not moved by such
considerations!” I protested; “she was kind because she could use
them in every despicable way” Swinton was not convinced. He had
been closely allied with the most active abolitionists, he had fought
and been wounded in the Civil War; it was apparent that his feel-
ing for the coloured race had made him partial. There was no use
arguing the matter further; moreover, Mrs. Swinton was calling us
to the table.

They were charming hosts. John was especially gracious and full
of warmth. He was a man of wide experience in people and affairs
and he proved a veritable mint of information to me. I learned for
the first time of his share in the campaign to save the Chicago an-
archists from the gallows and of other public-spirited Americans
who had valiantly defended my comrades. I became acquainted
with Swinton’s activities against the Russian-American Extradi-
tion Treaty, and the part he and his friends had played in the labour
movement. The evening with the Swintons showed me a new angle
of my adopted country. Until my imprisonment I had believed that
except for Albert Parsons, Dyer D. Lum, Voltairine de Cleyre, and
a few others America was barren of idealists. Her men and women
cared only for material acquisitions, I had thought. Swinton’s ac-
count of the liberty-loving people who had been and still were
in every struggle against oppression changed my superficial judg-
ment. John Swinton made me see that Americans, once aroused,
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were as capable of idealism and sacrifice as my Russian heroes and
heroines. I left the Swintons with a new faith in the possibilities
of America. On our way down town I talked with Ed and Justus,
telling them that from now on I meant to devote myself to propa-
ganda in English, among the American people. Propaganda in for-
eign circles was, of course, very necessary, but real social changes
could be accomplished only by the natives. Their enlightenment
was therefore much more vital, we all agreed.

At last Ed and I had a place of our own. With one hundred and
fifty dollars I received from the New York World for my article on
prisons we furnished a four-room flat on Eleventh Street. Most of
our furniture was second-hand, but we had a new bed and couch.
The latter, together with a desk and a few chairs, made up my sanc-
tum. Ed was surprised when I stressed the need of a room for my-
self. It was hard enough to be separated during work hours, he
said; in our free hours he wanted me near him. But I held out for
my own corner. My childhood and youth had been poisoned by
being compelled to share my room with someone else. Ever since
I had become a free being, I had insisted on privacy for at least a
part of the day and the night.

But for this little cloud our life in our own home started glori-
ously. Ed was earning only seven dollars a week as an insurance
agent, but he seldom returned from work without a flower or some
other gift, a lovely china cup or a vase. He knew my love for colour
and he never forgot to bring something that would help make our
place cheerful and bright. We had many visitors, far too many for
Ed’s peace of mind. He wanted quiet and to be alone with me. But
Fedya and Claus had shared my life in the past, had been part of
my struggle. I needed their companionship.

Claus had got along satisfactorily on Blackwell’s Island. He had
missed his precious beer, of course, but otherwise he had done well.
After his release from the island Claus started an anarchist paper,
Der Sturmvogel, of which he was the main contributor, besides set-
ting up, printing, and even delivering the paper. But, busy as he
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and youth in her eyes, and a smile so tender that it immediately
won my heart. This, then, was the woman who had survived the
savagery of the respectable Paris mob. Its fury had drowned the
Commune in the blood of the workers and had strewn the streets
of Paris with thousands of dead and wounded. Not being appeased,
it had also reached out for Louise. Again and again she had courted
death; on the barricades of Pére Lachaise, the last stand of the Com-
munards, Louise had chosen the most dangerous position for her-
self. In court she had demanded the same penalty as was meted
out to her comrades, scorning clemency on the grounds of sex. She
would die for the Cause. Whether out of fear or awe of this heroic
figure, the murderous Paris bourgeoisie had not dared to kill her.
They preferred to doom her to slow death in New Caledonia. But
they had reckoned without the fortitude of Louise Michel, her devo-
tion and capacity for consecration to her fellow sufferers. In New
Caledonia she became the hope and inspiration of the exiles. In
sickness she nursed their bodies; in depression she cheered their
spirits. The amnesty for the Communards brought Louise back with
the others to France. She found herself the acclaimed idol of the
French masses. They adored her as their Mére Louise, bien aimée.

Shortly after her return from exile Louise headed a demonstra-
tion of unemployed to the Esplanade des Invalides. Thousands were
out of work for a long time and hungry. Louise led the procession
into the bakery shops, for which she was arrested and condemned
to five years’ imprisonment. In court she defended the right of the
hungry man to bread, even if he has to “steal” it. Not the sentence,
but the loss of her dear mother proved the greatest blow to Louise
at her trial. She loved her with an absorbing affection and now she
declared that she had nothing else to live for except the revolution.
In 1886 Louise was pardoned, but she refused to accept any favours
from the State. She had to be taken forcibly from prison in order to
be set at liberty.

During a large meeting in Havre someone fired two shots at
Louise while she was on the platform talking. One went through
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Anarchist activities in London were not limited to the natives.
England was the haven for refugees from all lands, who carried
on their work without hindrance. By comparison with the United
States the political freedom in Great Britain seemed like the millen-
nium come. But economically the country was far behind America.

I had myself experienced want and I knew of the poverty in the
large industrial centres of the United States. But never had I seen
such abject misery and squalor as I did in London, Leeds, and Glas-
gow. Its effects impressed me as not being the results of yesterday
or even of years. They were century-old, passed on from generation
to generation, apparently rooted in the very marrow of the British
masses. One of the most appalling sights was that of able-bodied
men running ahead of a cab for blocks to be on the spot in time
to open the door for a “gentleman.” For such services they would
receive a penny, or tuppence at most. After a month’s stay in Eng-
land I understood the reason for so much political freedom. It was
a safety-valve against the fearful destitution. The British Govern-
ment no doubt felt that as long as it permitted its subjects to let
off steam in unhampered talk, there was no danger of rebellion. I
could find no other explanation for the inertia and the indifference
of the people to their slavish conditions.

One of my aims in visiting England was to meet the outstanding
personalities in the anarchist movement. Unfortunately Kropotkin
was out of town, but would be back before I left. Enrico Malatesta
was in the city. I found him living behind his little shop, but there
was no one to interpret for me, and I could not speak Italian. His
kindly smile, however, mirrored a congenial personality and made
me feel as if T had known him all my life. Louise Michel I met almost
immediately upon my arrival. The French comrades I stayed with
had arranged a reception for my first Sunday in London. Ever since
I had read about the Paris Commune, its glorious beginning and its
terrible end, Louise Michel had stood out sublime in her love for
humanity, grand in her zeal and courage. She was angular, gaunt,
aged before her years (she was only sixty-two); but there was spirit
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was, he could not keep out of mischief. Ed had little patience with
my friend, whom he nicknamed Pechvogel.

Fedya had secured a position for a New York publication soon
after my imprisonment, he was doing pen-and-ink sketches and
was already being recognized as one of the best in his field. He
had begun at fifteen dollars a week, regularly contributing to my
needs during my ten months in the penitentiary. Now that he was
earning twenty-five, he insisted on my taking at least ten, so as to
make any appeal to our comrades unnecessary, which he knew I
could not bear. He had remained the same loyal soul, more matured,
with growing confidence in himself and his art.

He felt that in order to keep his position he could no longer ap-
pear openly in our ranks. But his interest in the movement contin-
ued and his anxiety for Sasha did not abate. During my imprison-
ment he had helped to buy things for Sasha. It was little enough
one was permitted in the Western Penitentiary: condensed milk,
soap, underwear, and socks. Ed had looked after the matter. Now
I was eager to attend to these things myself and I also decided to
begin a new campaign for the commutation of Sasha’s sentence.

I had been out two months, but I did not forget the unfortunates
in prison. I wanted to do something for them. I needed money for
this purpose and I also wanted to earn my own living.

Much against Ed’s wishes, I began to work as a practical nurse.
Dr. Julius Hoffmann sent me his private patients after treating them
in St. Mark’s Hospital. Dr. White had told me before I left the prison
that he would give me work in his office. He could not recommend
his patients to me, he had said. “They are mostly stupid, they would
be afraid you’d poison them.” The dear man kept his word: he em-
ployed me for several hours a day, and I also got work in the newly
organized Beth-Israel Hospital on East Broadway. I loved my pro-
fession and I was able to earn more money than at any time pre-
viously. The joy of no longer having to grind at the machine, in
or out of a shop, was great; greater still the satisfaction of having
more time for reading and for public activity.
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Ever since I had come into the anarchist movement I had longed
for a friend of my own sex, a kindred spirit with whom I could share
the inmost thoughts and feelings I could not express to men, not
even to Ed. Instead of friendship from women I had met with much
antagonism, petty envy and jealousy because men liked me. Of
course, there were exceptions: Annie Netter, always big and gener-
ous, Natasha Notkin, Maria Louise, and one or two others. But my
bond with these was the movement; there was no close personal,
intimate point of contact. The coming into my life of Voltairine de
Cleyre held out the hope of a fine friendship.

After her visit to me in prison she had kept on writing wonderful
letters of comradeship and affection. In one of them she had sug-
gested that on my release I come straight to her. She would make
me rest before her fire-place, she would wait on me, read to me, and
try to make me forget my ghastly experience. Shortly after that she
wrote another letter saying that she and her friend A. Gordon were
coming to New York and were anxious to visit me. I did not want
to refuse her — she meant so much to me — but I could not bear
to see Gordon. On my first visit to Philadelphia I had met the man
at a group circle and he impressed me badly. He was a follower of
Most and as such would hate me. At the gathering of the comrades
he had denounced me as a disrupter of the movement, charging me
with being in it only for sensational ends. He would not participate
in any meeting where I was to speak. Not being naive enough to
believe that my imprisonment had added to my importance, I could
see no cause for Gordon’s change towards me. I wrote this frankly
to Voltairine, explaining that I preferred not to see Gordon. I was
permitted only two visits a month; I would not give up Ed’s visit,
the other being taken up by near friends. Since then I had not heard
any more from Voltairine, but I ascribed her silence to illness.

On my release I had received many letters of congratulation from
friends who shared my ideas as well as from persons unknown to
me. But not one word did I get from Voltairine. When I expressed
my surprise to Ed, he informed me that Voltairine had felt much
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My work meant too much to me to turn it into a circus for the
amusement of the British public.

More than my exploits in the park I enjoyed meeting people and
witnessing the vital spirit which prevailed in the anarchist move-
ment. In the United States activities were being carried on almost
exclusively among the foreign element. There were few native an-
archists in America, while the movement in England supported sev-
eral weekly and monthly publications. One of them was Freedom,
among whose contributors and co-workers were some very bril-
liant and talented people, including Peter Kropotkin, John Turner,
Alfred Marsh, William Wess, and others. Liberty was another anar-
chist publication, issued in London by James Tochatti, a follower of
the poet William Morris. The Torch was a little paper published by
two sisters, Olivia and Helen Rossetti. They were only fourteen and
seventeen years old, respectively, but developed in mind and body
far beyond their age. They did all the writing for the paper, even
setting the type and attending to the press work themselves. The
Torch office, formerly the nursery of the girls, became a gathering-
place for foreign anarchists, particularly those from Italy, where se-
vere persecution was taking place. The refugees naturally flocked
to the Rossettis, who were themselves of Italian origin. Their grand-
father, the Italian poet and patriot Gabriele Rossetti, had been con-
demned to death in 1824 by Austria, under whose yoke Italy then
was. Gabriele fled to England, settling in London, where he became
Professor of Italian at King’s College. Olivia and Helen were the
daughters of Gabriele Rossetti’s second son, William Michael, the
famous critic. Evidently the girls had inherited their revolutionary
tendencies as well as their literary talents. While in London, I spent
much time with them, greatly enjoying their prodigious hospitality
and the inspiring atmosphere of their circle.

One of the members of the Torch group was William Benham,
familiarly known as the “boy anarchist.” He attached himself to
me, constituting himself my companion at the meetings as well as
on trips through the city.

203



I felt my trend of thought slip from me, and my anger rise. Then a
man in front called out: “Don’t mind it, old girl, go right on. Heck-
ling is a good old British custom.” “Good, you call it?” I retorted;
“I think it is rotten to interrupt a speaker like that. But all right,
fire away, and don’t blame me if you get the worst of the bargain.”
“That’s right, old dear,” the audience shouted; “go ahead, let’s see
what you can do”

I had been speaking on the futility of politics and its corrupting
influence when the first shot was fired. “How about honest politi-
cians — don’t you believe there are such?” “If there are, I never
heard of one,” I hurled back. “Politicians promise you heaven be-
fore election and give you hell after” “’Ear! "Ear!” they screamed
in approval. I had barely got back to my speech when the next
bolt struck me. “I say, old girl, why do you speak of heaven? — Do
you believe in such a place?” “Of course not,” I replied; “I was only
referring to the heaven you stupidly believe in” “Well, if there is
no heaven, where else would the poor get their reward?” another
heckler demanded. “Nowhere, unless they insist on their right here
— take their reward by gaining possession of the earth” I continued
that even if there were a heaven, the common people would not be
tolerated there. “You see,” I explained, “the masses have lived in hell
so long they would not know how to behave in heaven. The angel
at the gate would kick them out for disorderly conduct” This was
followed by another half-hour of fencing, which kept the crowd in
spasms. Finally they called for the hecklers to stop, admit defeat,
and let me go on.

My fame travelled quickly; the crowds grew in size at every meet-
ing. Our literature sold in large quantities, which delighted my com-
rades. They wanted me to remain in London because I could do so
much good there. But I knew that out-of-door speaking was not
for me. My throat would not hold out under the strain and I could
not bear the disturbing noises of the street traffic so close at hand.
Besides, I realized that people standing up for hours grew too rest-
less and weary to be able to concentrate or to follow a serious talk.
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hurt because I had refused to permit Gordon to visit me on the
island. I was sorry to learn that such a splendid revolutionist could
turn from me because I did not care to see a friend of hers. Noticing
my disappointment, Ed remarked: “Gordon is not only her friend,
he is more than that” But it made no difference; I did not see why
a free woman should expect her friends to accept her lover. I felt
that Voltairine had shown herself too narrow ever again to enable
me to be free and at ease with her. My hope of a close friendship
with her was destroyed.

I was somewhat consoled by another woman, young and beauti-
ful, coming into my life. Her name was Emma Lee. During my im-
prisonment she had written Ed expressing interest in my case. Her
letters were signed only with her initials; her handwriting being
very masculine, Ed had thought her to be a man. “Imagine my sur-
prise,” Ed told me on one of his visits, “when a young and charming
woman walked into my bachelor quarters” But not only was Emma
Lee charming; she also had brains and a fine sense of humor. I was
drawn to her from the first moment when Ed brought her to see me
in prison. After my release Emma Lee and I were much together. At
first she was very reticent about herself, but in the course of time
I learned her story. She had become interested in me because she
had been in prison herself and knew its horrors. She had become a
free-thinker and had emancipated herself from the belief that love
is justified only when sanctioned by law. She had met a man who
assured her that he shared her ideas. He was married and very un-
happy. In her, he said, he had found more than a comrade; he had
fallen in love with her. She loved him in return, but their relation-
ship in the bigoted atmosphere of a small Southern town was soon
made impossible. They went to Washington, but there, too, perse-
cution followed. They planned to remove to New York, and Emma
Lee returned to her native town to dispose of a piece of property
she owned. She had not been there more than a week when her
place was set on fire. The house was insured, and presently Emma
was arrested on the charge of incendiarism. She was convicted and
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given five years in prison. During the entire time the man gave no
sign of life; he left her to her doom and was keeping under cover
in some Eastern city.

Her bitter disillusionment was harder to bear than the imprison-
ment. The descriptions Emma Lee gave of life in the Southern pen-
itentiary made existence on Blackwell’s Island seem like paradise.
In that hell-hole Negro convicts, male and female, were flogged for
the least infraction of the rules. White women had either to submit
to the keepers or starve. The atmosphere was lurid with vile talk
and viler acts by keepers and prisoners alike. Emma was forced to
be on constant guard against the demands of the Warden and the
prison doctor. On one occasion they nearly drove her to murder
in self-defence. She would not have come out alive if she had not
succeeded in getting a note to a friend in the town, a woman. This
friend interested some people who began quietly petitioning the
Governor, finally obtaining a pardon for Emma Lee after she had
served two years.

Since then she had devoted herself entirely to bringing about fun-
damental changes in prison conditions. She had already succeeded
in getting her former tormentors removed from office, and now she
was co-operating with the Society for Prison Reform.

Emma Lee was a rare soul, educated, refined, and free-minded,
although she had not read much libertarian literature. Through her
own affairs she had also emancipated herself from the anti-Negro
prejudice of the Southerner. Most admirable to me was her lack of
bitterness towards men. Her own love tragedy had not narrowed
her outlook on life. Men were egotistical and thoughtless towards
women’s needs, she would say; even the freest of them wanted only
to possess women. But they were interesting and entertaining. I did
not agree with her about the egotism of men, and when I would
cite Ed as an exception, she would reply: “There is no doubt he
loves you, but-but!” However, they got on famously. They fought
about everything, but it was all done in a friendly spirit. I was their
common tie. No woman except my own sister Helena loved me as
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Chapter 14

Outdoor meetings in America are rare, their atmosphere always
surcharged with impending clashes between the audience and the
police. Not so in England. Here the right to assemble constantly in
the open is an institution. It has become a British habit, like bacon
for breakfast. The most opposing ideas and creeds find expression
in the parks and squares of English cities. There is nothing to cause
undue excitement and there is no display of armed force. The lone
bobby on the outskirts of the crowd is there as a matter of form; it
is not his duty to disperse meetings or club the people.

The social centre of the masses is the out-of-door meeting in
the park. On Sundays they flock there as they do to music-halls
on weekdays. They cost nothing and they are much more enter-
taining. Crowds, often numbering thousands, drift from platform
to platform as they would at a country fair, not so much to listen
or learn as to be amused. The main performers at these gatherings
are the hecklers, who hugely enjoy bombarding the speakers with
questions. Pity him who fails to get the cue from these tormentors
or who is not quick enough at repartee. He soon finds himself con-
fused and the helpless butt for boisterous ridicule. All this I learned
after I nearly came to grief at my first meeting in Hyde Park.

It was a novel experience to talk out of doors, with only a lone
policeman placidly looking on. Alas, the crowd, too, was placid. It
felt like climbing a steep mountain to speak against such inertia. I
soon grew tired and my throat began to hurt, but I kept on. All at
once the audience began to show signs of life. A volley of questions,
like bullets, came flying at me from all directions. The unexpected
attack, finding me quite unprepared, bewildered and irritated me.
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the American movement. It was just like my consecrated Sasha to
think of me always in terms of the Cause.

On the 15 of August 1895, exactly six years since my new life in
New York had begun, I sailed for England. My departure was quite
different from my arrival in New York in 1889. I was very poor
then, poor in more than merely material things. I was a child, inex-
perienced and alone in the whirlpool of the American metropolis.
Now I had experience, a name; I had been through the crucible; I
had friends. Above all, I had the love of a beautiful personality. I
was rich, yet I was sad. The Western Penitentiary lay heavily on
my heart, with the thought of Sasha there.

I again travelled steerage, my means not permitting more than
sixteen dollars for the passage. But there were only a few passen-
gers, some of whom had been no longer in the States than I. They
considered themselves Americans and they were treated accord-
ingly, with more decency than the poor emigrants who had pil-
grimed over as I did to the Promised Land in 1886.
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much as Emma did. As for Ed, he showed his affection in so many
ways that I could not doubt him. Yet I knew that of the two it was
Emma Lee who had looked deeper into my soul.

Emma Lee was employed in the Nurses’ Settlement on Henry
Street and I often visited her there, sometimes as the guest of the
women at the head of the institution. Miss Lillian D. Wald, Lavinia
Dock, and Miss MacDowell were among the first American women
I met who felt an interest in the economic condition of the masses.
They were genuinely concerned with the people of the East Side.
My contact with them, as with John Swinton, brought me close to
new American types, men and women of ideals, capable of fine,
generous deeds. Like some of the Russian revolutionists they, too,
had come from wealthy homes and had completely consecrated
themselves to what they considered a great cause. Yet their work
seemed palliative to me. “Teaching the poor to eat with a fork is all
very well,” T once said to Emma Lee; “but what good does it do if
they have not the food? Let them first become the masters of life;
they will then know how to eat and how to live” She agreed with
my view that, sincere as the settlement workers were, they were
doing more harm than good. They were creating snobbery among
the very people they were trying to help. A young girl who had
been active in a shirtwaist-makers’ strike, for instance, was taken
up by them and exhibited as the pet of the settlement. The girl put
on airs and constantly talked of the “ignorance of the poor,” who
lacked understanding for culture and refinement. “The poor are so
coarse and vulgar!” she once told Emma. Her wedding was soon
to take place at the settlement, and Emma invited me to attend the
affair.

It was gaudy, almost vulgar. The bride, dressed in cheap finery,
looked utterly out of place in that background. Not that the settle-
ment women were living in luxury; on the contrary, everything
was of the simplest, though of the best quality. The very simplicity
of the environment exaggerated the shamed poverty of the mar-
ried couple and the embarrassment of their orthodox parents. It
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was very painful to behold, most of all the self-importance of the
bride. When I congratulated her on choosing such a fine-looking
fellow for her husband, she said: “Yes, he’s quite nice, but of course
he’s not of my sphere. You see, I am really marrying below my
station.”

All winter Ed had been suffering from fallen arches; much walk-
ing and climbing of stairs was causing him unbearable pain. In the
early spring his condition became so bad that he had to give up his
job with the insurance agency. I was earning enough for both of us,
but Ed would not accept “support from a woman.” My proud sweet-
heart was compelled to join the ranks of the unemployed looking
for work. There was nothing in the great city of New York for a man
of his culture and knowledge of languages. “If I were a hod-carrier
or a tailor,” he would say, “I could get a job. But I'm only a useless
intellectual” He worried, lost sleep, grew thin, and became very
depressed. His worst misery was that he had to remain at home
while I went to work. His male self-respect could not endure such
a situation.

It occurred to me that we might try something like our ice-cream
parlour in Worcester. It had been successful there; why not in New
York? Ed approved of the project and suggested that we proceed at
once.

I had saved a little money, and Fedya offered us more. Friends
advised Brownsville: it was a growing centre, and a store could be
got not far from the race-tracks, where thousands of people were
passing daily. So to Brownsville we went, and fixed up a beautiful
place. Thousands did pass by there, but they kept on passing. They
were in a hurry to get to the race-track, and on their way home
they had already visited some ice-cream store nearer the track. Our
daily receipts were not enough to cover our expenses. We could not
even keep up the weekly payments on the furniture we had bought
for the two rooms we had rented in Brownsville. One afternoon a
wagon drove up and proceeded to collect beds, tables, chairs, and
everything else we had. Ed tried to laugh away our plight, but he
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was evidently unhappy. We gave up the business and returned to
New York. In three months we had lost five hundred dollars, be-
sides the work Ed, Claus, and I had put into the wretched venture.

I had realized at the very beginning of my nursing work that I
should have to take up a regular course in a training-school. Prac-
tical nurses were paid and treated like servants, and without a
diploma I could not hope to get employment as a trained nurse. Dr.
Hoffmann urged me to enter St. Mark’s Hospital, where he could
get me credits for one year because of my experience. It was a great
opportunity, but there was also another and a more alluring one. It
was Europe.

Ed had always talked with glee of Vienna, of its beauty, charm,
and possibilities. He wanted me to go there to study in the All-
gemeines Krankenhaus. I could take up midwifery and other
branches of nursing, he advised me. It would give me greater mate-
rial independence later on and also enable us to be more together.
It would be hard to endure another year’s separation when I had
barely been given back to him; but he was willing to let me go,
knowing it was for my good. It seemed a fantastic idea for people
as poor as we, but gradually Ed’s enthusiasm infected me. I agreed
to go to Vienna, but I would combine my trip abroad with a lec-
ture tour in England and Scotland. Our British comrades had often
asked me to come over.

Ed had found a job in the wood work shop of a Hungarian ac-
quaintance. The man offered to lend him money, but Fedya insisted
on his priority as my old friend. He would pay my passage and send
me twenty-five dollars a month during my entire stay in Vienna.

There was a dark shadow, however: the thought of Sasha in
prison. Europe was so far away! Ed and Emma Lee promised to
keep in correspondence with him and look after his needs. Sasha
himself urged me to go. Nothing could be done for him now, he
wrote, and Europe would give me the opportunity to meet our great
people — Kropotkin, Malatesta, Louise Michel. I should be able to
learn much from them and be better equipped for my activities in
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The gatherings themselves were of the usual character, with no
special incidents occurring. But several events lent significance to
my stay in the city, proving a lasting factor in my life. Among them
were my meeting Moses Harman and Eugene V. Debs, and my re-
discovery of Max Baginski, a young comrade from Germany.

In the exciting August days of 1893 in Philadelphia, when the
police were hunting for me, two young men had called to see me.
One was my old friend John Kassel; the other was Max Baginski.
I was particularly glad to meet Max, who was one of the young
rebels who had played such an important part in the revolution-
ary movement in Germany. He was of medium height, spiritual-
looking, and frail, as if he had just been through a long illness. His
blond hair stood up in defiance of the persuasions of a comb, his
intelligent eyes appearing small through the thick glasses he wore.
His pronounced features were an unusually high forehead and a
face contour that looked as Slavic as his name sounded. I tried to
engage him in conversation, but he seemed depressed and indis-
posed to talk. I wondered whether the large scar on his neck was
the cause of his self-consciousness. In the years following I did not
see Max again until my release from prison and then only casually.
Subsequently I heard that he had gone to Chicago to take charge
of the Arbeiter Zeitung, the publication formerly edited by August
Spies.

On my previous visits to Chicago I had refrained from going
to the office of the paper to seek out Baginski. I had heard that
he was a staunch adherent of Most, and I had suffered too much
persecution from the latter’s followers to care to meet any more of
them. The appearance of a friendly notice in the Arbeiter Zeitung
about my lectures, and an unaccountable urge to see Max again,
induced me to look him up on my arrival in the city.

The office of the Arbeiter Zeitung, made famous by the Chicago
events, was on Clark Street. The medium-sized room was divided
by grating, behind which I saw a man writing. By the scar on his
neck I recognized Max Baginski. At the sound of my voice he rose
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pers spoke of Bryan as a “tool in the blood-stained hands of Altgeld,
the anarchist, and Eugene Debs, the revolutionist.”

I could not share the enthusiasm for Bryan, partly because I did
not believe in the political machine as a means of bringing about
fundamental changes, and also because there was something weak
and superficial about Bryan. T had a feeling that his main aim was to
get into the White House rather than “strike off the chains” from
the people. I resolved to steer clear of him. I sensed his lack of
sincerity and I did not trust him. For this attitude I was assailed
from two different sides on the same day. First it was Schilling who
urged me to join the free-silver campaign. “What are you Eastern-
ers going to do,” he asked when I met him, “when the West marches
in revolutionary ranks towards the East? Are you going to con-
tinue talking, or will you join forces with us?” He assured me that
my name had travelled to the West and that I could be a valuable
factor in the popular movement to free the masses from their de-
spoilers. George was very optimistic in his ardour, but he failed to
convince me. We parted as friends, George shaking his head over
my lack of judgment about the impending revolution.

In the evening we had a visitor, the former Burgess of Home-
stead, a man named John McLuckie. I remembered his determined
stand during the steel strike against the importation of blacklegs
and I appreciated his solidarity with the workers. I was glad to meet
the large, jovial fellow, a true type of the old Jeffersonian demo-
crat. He told me that he had been asked by Voltairine to see me
about Sasha. He had gone to her to inform her that Berkman was
no longer in the Western Penitentiary. He, as well as many other
people in Homestead, believed that Berkman had never intended
to kill Frick; he had committed the act only to arouse sympathy for
the latter. The excessive sentence he had been given was merely
a ruse on the part of the Pennsylvania courts to deceive the pub-
lic. The Homestead workers felt sure that Alexander Berkman had
been let out of prison long ago. Voltairine had given McLuckie ma-
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terial which proved how ridiculous his story was and had sent him
to me for more proofs.

I listened to the man, unable to conceive that anyone in his
senses could believe such a thing about Sasha. He had sacrificed
his youth, he had already spent five years in the penitentiary, had
suffered the dungeon, solitary confinement, and brutal physical at-
tacks. Persecution by the prison authorities had even driven him to
attempt suicide. Yet he was being suspected by the very people for
whom he was willing to lay down his life. It was preposterous, cruel.
I stepped into my room, took Sasha’s letters, and handed them to
McLuckie. “Read,” I said, “and then tell me if you still believe the
impossible stories you have just told me”

He took up one of the letters from the pile, read it carefully, then
scanned several others. Presently he held out his hand. “My dear,
brave girl,” he said, “I am sorry, I am awfully sorry, to have doubted
your friend.” He assured me that he now realized how wrong he and
his people had been. “You can count on me to help,” he added, feel-
ingly, “in any effort you may make to get Berkman out of prison.”
Then he referred to Bryan, dwelling on the exceptional opportunity
to assist Sasha if I would join the free-silver campaign. My activi-
ties would bring me in close contact with the prominent politicians
of the Democratic Party, and they could afterwards be approached
to secure a pardon. He himself would undertake to see the leaders
and he was certain of success if he could assure them of my ser-
vices. He pointed out that I would have no responsibilities about
the business end. He would travel with me and arrange everything.
Of course, I would be paid a generous salary.

McLuckie was frank and decent, though evidently childishly ig-
norant of my ideas. Perhaps it was also his suggestion that I might
help Sasha that made him sympathetic to me. Still, I could have
nothing to do with Bryan, feeling he would use the workers merely
as a stepping-stone to power.
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tear myself away. I wished I could pour sustenance into the sick
body from the youth and strength that were mine.

Cincinnati was dull and disappointing after Detroit. A complain-
ing letter from Ed made it doubly so. He could not bear my long
absence, he wrote; better a thousand times to make a radical break,
to live without me, than to have me only in snatches. I replied, as-
suring Ed of my love and of my desire for a home with him; but I
reiterated that I would not be bound and kept in a cage. In such a
case I should have to give up our common life altogether. What I
prized most was freedom, freedom to do my work, to give myself
spontaneously and not out of duty or by command. I could not sub-
mit to such demands; rather would I choose the path of a homeless
wanderer; yes, even go without love.

St. Louis was not less dreary, but on the last day the police came
to the rescue. They broke up the meeting in the middle of my
speech and hustled everybody out. There was some consolation
in the thought that the extensive quotations from my speech in
the papers would reach a greater audience than the hall could hold.
Moreover, the action of the authorities gained me many friends
among Americans who still believed in freedom of expression.

Chicago, city of our Black Friday, cause of my rebirth! Next to
Pittsburgh it was the most ominous and depressing to me. But I no
longer felt as friendless there as on previous occasions when the
fury of 1887 was still active and the opposition from the followers
of Most was blind and bitter against me. My imprisonment and
succeeding activities had won me friends and turned the tide in
my favour. I now had the support of various labour unions which
the efforts of Peukert had secured for me. Since 1893 he had been
living in Chicago and spreading propaganda there. I found sweet
hospitality with Comrade Appel, a prominent local anarchist, who,
together with his vivacious wife and children, made their home a
pleasant place to visit. The Free Society group was doing splendid
work in Chicago, and a series of fifteen lectures had been arranged
by them for me.
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was would tell you she was a school-teacher or a woman whose
mind runs in progressive channels”

The writer surely believed he was bestowing a compliment when
he said I looked like a school-teacher. He meant it for the best, no
doubt, but my vanity was hurt, nevertheless. Did I really look so
inane, I wondered.

In Cleveland I delivered three lectures. The reports in the pa-
pers were very amusing. One simply stated that “Emma Goldman
is crazy” and “her doctrines demoniacal ravings.” Another enlarged
upon my “fine manners, more like a lady than a bomb-thrower.

To Detroit I returned as to a dear old friend, and I went to Robert
Reitzel straight from the train. His condition had been steadily
growing worse, but his will to live would not be extinguished. I
found my knight paler and more emaciated than before. The suf-
fering he had been through since my last visit lined his face, but
he had not lost his characteristic wit and humour. It was both joy
and agony to see him. Yet he would not have me sad. He launched
into stories that were convulsing by virtue of his great gift for com-
ical recital. Particularly funny were his experiences as pastor of a
German Reformed congregation, a position he held when he first
came to America. Once he was requested to preach in Baltimore.
The evening before he had spent in the circle of gay friends, with
whom he worshipped at the shrine of wine and song till early dawn.
Spring was in the air; the trees were alive with birds singing lustily
to their mates. All of nature was vibrant with naked voluptuous-
ness. The spirit of adventure was upon Robert when he walked out
into the breaking day. Hours later he was found riding astride a
beer-barrel, stripped to the skin, and stentoriously serenading the
lady of his heart. Alas, she happened to be the fair daughter of a
prominent member of the congregation that had invited the young
pastor. There was no German sermon in Baltimore that day.

Unforgettable were the hours I spent with my knight. The sun-
shine of his spirit drew me into its orbit and made me reluctant to
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My visitor took no offence. He left with regrets that I was so
lacking in practical sense, but he promised faithfully to enlighten
his people in Homestead in regard to Berkman.

Together with Ed and several other close friends I discussed the
possible origin of the dreadful rumours about Sasha. I was sure that
they had been created by the attitude of Most. I remembered that
the press had widely commented on Most’s statement that Sasha
had used a “toy pistol to shoot Frick up a bit” Johann Most — my life
was so full I had nearly forgotten him. The bitterness his betrayal
of Sasha had aroused had given way to a dull feeling of disappoint-
ment in the man who had once meant so much to me. The wound
he had struck had partly healed, yet leaving behind a sensitive scar.
McLuckie’s visit had torn the wounds open again.

My encounters with Schilling and McLuckie made me aware of
a large new field for activity. What I had done so far was only the
first step of usefulness in our movement. I would go on a tour now,
study the country and its people, come close to the pulse of Amer-
ican life. I would bring to the masses the message of a new social
ideal. I was eager to start at once, but I determined first to become
more proficient in English and to earn some money. I did not want
to be dependent on the comrades or take pay for my lectures. Mean-
while I could continue my work in New York.

I was full of enthusiasm for the future, but in proportion as my
spirits rose, Ed’s interest in my aims waned. I had known for a
long time that he begrudged every moment which took me away
from him. I was also aware of our decided differences as far as the
woman question was concerned. But outside of that, Ed had moved
along with me, had always been helpful and ready to aid in my ef-
forts. Now he became disgruntled, critical of everything I was do-
ing. As the days passed, he grew more morose. Often on my return
from a late meeting I would find him with a set face, frigidly silent,
nervously swinging his leg. I yearned to come close to him, to share
my thoughts and plans with him; but his reproachful look would
numb me. In my room I would wait expectantly, but he would re-
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main away and then I would hear him wearily drag himself to bed.
It hurt me to the quick, for I loved him deeply. Outside of my in-
terest in the movement and Sasha, my great passion for Ed had
displaced everything else.

I still had a very tender feeling for my erstwhile artist lover, the
more so because I thought he needed me. On my return from Eu-
rope I had found him very much changed. He had risen in his pro-
fession and was earning considerable money. He remained as gen-
erous to me as in our days of poverty, having aided me financially
all through my stay in Vienna and later furnishing my new apart-
ment. Indeed, there was no change in his attitude towards me. But
it did not take me long to discover that the movement had lost its
former meaning for Fedya. He now lived in a different circle, and
his interests were different, Art auctions absorbed him, and all his
leisure he spent at sales. He had craved beauty so long that, now
that he had some means, he wanted to gorge himself with it. Stu-
dios became his great passion. Every few months he would furnish
one with the most exquisite things, only to discard it shortly for
another, which he would decorate with new hangings, vases, can-
vases, carpets, and what not. All the beautiful things in our flat had
come from his ateliers. I could not bear the thought of Fedya’s wan-
dering so far away from our past interests that he would not offer
any more financial help to the movement. But as he had never had
much sense of material values, I was not surprised to find him so
extravagant. I was even concerned more about his choice of new
friends, nearly all of them men who worked on newspapers. A dis-
sipated, cynical lot they were, their main objects in life being drink
and women. Unhappily they had succeeded in imbuing Fedya with
the same spirit; I was grieved to see my idealistic friend going the
way of so many empty in head and heart. Sasha had always felt that
the social struggle would prove a mere passing phase in Fedya’s
life, but I had hoped that when Fedya should be drawn into other
channels, they would be those of art. His drift towards meaning-
less and trivial pleasures, for which he was entirely too fine, was
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but they had reckoned without Sasha’s power of resistance. He re-
mained undaunted, clinging with every fibre to the determination
to come back to life and freedom. In that he was sustained by many
friends, none more devoted than Harry Kelly, the Gordons, Nold,
and Bauer. They had been working for months on the new appeal
for pardon. Their efforts, begun in November 1897 found support
among various elements. Through the help of Harry Kelly, who was
canvassing the workers’ organizations in Sasha’s behalf, strong res-
olutions favouring his release had been passed by the United La-
bor League of Western Pennsylvania. The American Federation of
Labor, at its convention in Cincinnati, the Bakers’ International
Union, the Boston Central Union, and many other labour bodies
throughout the United States had taken favourable action. Two of
the best Pittsburgh lawyers had been engaged, and the necessary
funds raised. There was tremendous interest in Sasha and his case,
and our friends were certain of results. I felt rather sceptical, but as
I walked along the prison wall that separated me from our brave
boy, I hoped against hope that I might be proved wrong.

Continuous lecturing and meeting many people were a strenu-
ous job. It brought on several nervous attacks, which left me weak
and spent. Yet I could not rest. I begrudged every minute that took
me away from my work, especially because popular interest in our
ideas seemed so great. Some of the newspapers, contrary to their
usual custom, gave fair reports of my meetings; the Pittsburgh
Leader even published a whole-page story, actually saying kind
things about me. “Miss Goldman does not look at all the vicious
being she is pictured,” it wrote among other things. “You would not
judge from her personal appearance that she carried bombs about
in her clothes or that she was capable of the incendiary utterances
which have marked her platform career. On the contrary, she is
rather prepossessing than otherwise. As she converses, her face
lights up with intelligent ardour. Indeed, the chances are ninety-
nine in a hundred that a stranger asked to guess what and who she
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Chapter 17

Equipped with a dozen carefully prepared lectures and supplied
with a sample of the invention, I started out full of hope to win
converts to our Cause and orders for the new album. My perentage
on the sales would help to pay my travelling expenses, relieving me
of the unpleasant necessity of the comrades supporting my tours.

Charles Shilling, a Philadelphia anarchist, whom I had met on
my previous visits in that city, had undertaken all arrangements for
my lectures and had also invited me to stay with his family. Both
he and Mrs. Shilling were charming hosts, and Charles a most ef-
fective organizer. In six large meetings I spoke on the New Woman,
the Absurdity of Non-Resistance to Evil, the Basis of Morality, Free-
dom, Charity, and Patriotism. Lecturing in English was still rather
difficult, but I felt at home when the questions began. The more
opposition I encountered, the more I was in my element and the
more caustic I became with my opponents. After ten days of inten-
sive activities and warm camaraderie with the Shillings and other
new friends, I left for Pittsburgh.

Carl, Henry, Harry Gordon, and Emma Lee had arranged four-
teen lectures in the Steel City and adjoining towns, except in the
place I wanted most to go to, Homestead. No hall could be had
there. My first pilgrimage was, as always, to the Western Peniten-
tiary. I went out with Emma Lee. We walked close to the wall, and
she noticed that now and then I ran my hand along the rough sur-
face. If only thoughts and feelings could be transferred, the inten-
sity of mine would penetrate the grey pile and reach through to
Sasha. Almost five years had passed since his imprisonment. The
Warden and the keepers had tried their utmost to break his spirit,
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most painful. Fortunately he still felt close to us. He had great re-
gard for Ed, and his affection for me, while no longer the same as
in the past, was yet warm enough to counteract at least partly, the
disintegrating influence of his new surroundings.

He came often to our house. On one occasion he asked me to
pose, this time for a pen-and-ink sketch he had promised Ed. Dur-
ing the sittings I thought of our common past, of our affection that
had been so tender, perhaps too tender to survive the sway Ed’s
personality exercised over me; probably also because Fedya’s love
was too yielding for my turbulent nature, which could find expres-
sion only in the clashing of wills, in resistance and the surmount-
ing of obstacles. Fedya still attracted me, but it was Ed who con-
sumed me with intense longing, Ed who turned my blood to fire,
Ed whose touch intoxicated and exalted me. The sudden change
from his usual self to a disconnected and hypercritical attitude was
too galling to endure. But my pride would not let me make the first
step to break his silence. Fedya told me that Ed had greatly admired
his sketch of me and had praised it as a splendid piece of work, ex-
pressive of much of my being. In my presence, however, Ed would
not say a word about it.

But one evening Ed’s reserve broke down. “You are drifting away
from me!” he cried excitedly. “I can see that my hopes of a beau-
tiful life with you must be given up. You have wasted a year in
Vienna, you have acquired a profession only to throw it over for
those stupid meetings. You have no concern about anything else;
your love has no thought of me or my needs. Your interest in the
movement, for which you are willing to break up our life, is noth-
ing but vanity, nothing but your craving for applause and glory
and the limelight. You are simply incapable of a deep feeling. You
have never understood or appreciated the love I have given you. I
have waited and waited for a change, but I see it is useless. I will
not share you with anybody or anything. You will have to choose!”
He paced the room like a caged lion, turning from time to time to
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fasten his eyes on me. All that had been accumulating in him for
weeks now streamed out in accusation and reproaches.

I sat in consternation. The familiar old demand that I “choose”
kept droning in my ears. Ed, who had been my ideal, was like the
others. He would have me forswear my interests and the move-
ment, sacrifice everything for love of him. Most had repeatedly
given me the same ultimatum. I stared at him unable to speak or
move, while he continued stalking about the room in uncontrolled
anger. Finally he picked up his coat and hat and left.

For hours I sat as if paralysed; then a violent ring brought me to
my feet. It was a call to a confinement case. I took the bag which
I had been keeping ready for weeks and walked out with the man
who had come for me.

In a two-room flat on Houston Street, on the sixth floor of a
tenement-house, I found three children asleep and the woman
writhing in labour pains. There was no gas-jet, only a kerosene
lamp, over which I had to heat the water. The man looked blank
when I asked him for a sheet. It was Friday. His wife had washed
Monday, he told me, and all the bed-linen had got dirty since. But I
might use the table-cloth; it had been put on that very evening for
the Sabbath. “Diapers or anything else ready for the baby?” I asked.
The man did not know. The woman pointed to a bundle which con-
sisted of a few torn shirts, a bandage, and some rags. Incredible
poverty oozed from every corner.

With the use of the table-cloth and an extra apron I had brought
I prepared to receive the expected comer. It was my first private
case, and the shock over Ed’s outburst helped to increase my ner-
vousness. But I steeled myself and worked on desperately. Late in
the morning I helped to bring the new life into the world. A part
of my own life had died the evening before.

For a week my grief over Ed’s absence was dulled by work. The
care of several patients and Dr. White’s operations, at which I as-
sisted, left me little time for repining. The evenings were occupied
with meetings in Newark, Paterson, and other near-by towns. But
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I found Ed in splendid condition and fine spirits. Our little apart-
ment looked festive, as my sweetheart always made it on my home-
comings. Far from objecting to my plans about Yegor, Ed imme-
diately consented to have him: with my brother in the house, he
said, he would not feel so lonely during my absences. Did Yegor
talk much, he inquired anxiously. He himself could sit for hours
without uttering a word, and he was greatly relieved when I told
him that Yegor was a studious and reticent boy. As to my proposed
study of medicine, Ed was confident that we should be able to carry
out the idea before long. He was “on the way to riches,” he assured
me with a serious face; his partner had perfected an invention, a
novelty in albums, which would certainly prove a great success.
“We want you as our third partner,” he announced jubilantly; “you
might take the contraption on the road with you on your next tour.”
Again, as in the early stages of our life, he began to indulge in fan-
cies of the things he would do for me when we became rich.

Yegor arrived after New Year’s Day. Ed liked him from the
first, and before long my brother was completely charmed by my
beloved. I was soon to go on a new tour, and it was a great comfort
to know that my two “children” would keep each other company
in my absence.
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work in the same shop with Herman. Subsequently the boy under-
went a radical change: he became enamoured of study. The life of a
working-man and the lunch-basket he had so greatly admired lost
their glamour. The shop, with its noises and coarseness, revolted
him. To read and learn was now his ambition. Contact with the
misery of the workers’ lot brought Yegor closer to me. “You have
become my heroine,” he wrote me; “you have been in prison, you
are with the people and in touch with the aims of youth” I would
understand his awakening, he added; his hopes were centred on
me, for only I could induce our father to permit him to go to New
York. He wanted to study. But, strange to say, instead of being glad,
Father objected. He had lost faith in the fickle boy, he declared. Be-
sides, the wages Yegor was earning were needed in the house now
that his own health was failing and he could not continue much
longer at work. It required days of pleading and my offer to take
Yegor to my home in New York before Father yielded. Yegor had
his wish and now saw his dream about to be fulfilled, and thus I
won his lasting devotion.

My stay in Rochester this time proved to be my first unclouded
visit with my family. It was a novel experience to be accepted with
warmth and affection by those who had always been strangers to
me. My dear sister Helena and the two young lives that needed me
helped me to closer communion with my parents.

On my way to New York I thought much about my frequent
talks with Ed in regard to my taking up a course of medicine. It had
been my aspiration when I was still in Kénigsberg, and my studies
in Vienna had again awakened that desire. Ed had seized upon the
idea with enthusiasm, assuring me he would soon be able to pay my
way through college. My arrangements to have Yegor in New York
with us and to assist him would, however, postpone the realization
of my hope of becoming a doctor. I also feared Ed might resent the
new obstacle and dislike having my brother in the house. I would
certainly not force him on Ed.
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at night, alone in the flat, the scene with Ed haunted and tortured
me. I knew he cared for me, but that he could leave as he did, stay
away so long, and give no sign of his whereabouts made me resent-
ful. It was impossible to reconcile myself to a love that denied the
beloved the right to herself, a love that throve only at the expense
of the loved one. I felt I could not submit to such a sapping emotion,
but the next moment I would find myself in Ed’s room, my burning
face on his pillow, my heart contracting with yearning for him. At
the end of two weeks my longing mastered all my resolutions; I
wrote him at his place of work and begged him to return.

He came at once. Folding me to his heart, between tears and
laughter, he cried: “You are stronger than I; T have wanted you every
moment, ever since I closed that door. Every day I meant to come
back, but I was too cowardly. Nights I have been walking round the
house like a shadow. I wanted to come in and beg you to forgive
and forget. I even went to the station when I knew you had to go
to Newark and Paterson. I could not bear to think of your going
home alone late at night. But I was afraid of your scorn, afraid you
would send me away. Yes, you are braver and stronger than I. You
are more natural. Women always are. Man is such a silly, civilized
creature! Woman has retained her primitive impulses and she is
more real”

We took up our common life again, but I spent less time on my
public interests. Partly it was due to the numerous calls on my pro-
fessional services, but more to my determination to devote myself
to Ed. As the weeks passed, however, the still small voice kept on
whispering that the final rupture would only temporarily be de-
ferred. I clung desperately to Ed and his love to ward off the im-
pending end.

My profession of midwife was not very lucrative, only the poor-
est of the foreign element resorting to such services. Those who
had risen in the scale of material Americanism lost their native dif-
fidence together with many other original traits. Like the American
women they, too, would be confined only by doctors. Midwifery
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offered a very limited scope; in emergencies one was compelled to
call for the aid of a physician. Ten dollars was the highest fee; the
majority of the women could not pay even that. But while my work
held out no hope of worldly riches, it furnished an excellent field
for experience. It put me into intimate contact with the very peo-
ple my ideal strove to help and emancipate. It brought me face to
face with the living conditions of the workers, about which, until
then, I had talked and written mostly from theory. Their squalid
surroundings, the dull and inert submission to their lot, made me
realize the colossal work yet to be done to bring about the change
our movement was struggling to achieve.

Still more impressed was I by the fierce, blind struggle of the
women of the poor against frequent pregnancies. Most of them
lived in continual dread of conception; the great mass of the mar-
ried women submitted helplessly, and when they found themselves
pregnant, their alarm and worry would result in the determination
to get rid of their expected offspring. It was incredible what fan-
tastic methods despair could invent: jumping off tables, rolling on
the floor, massaging the stomach, drinking nauseating concoctions,
and using blunt instruments. These and similar methods were be-
ing tried, generally with great injury. It was harrowing, but it was
understandable. Having a large brood of children, often many more
than the weekly wage of the father could provide for, each ad-
ditional child was a curse, “a curse of God,” as orthodox Jewish
women and Irish Catholics repeatedly told me. The men were gen-
erally more resigned, but the women cried out against Heaven for
inflicting such cruelty upon them. During their labour pains some
women would hurl anathema on God and man, especially on their
husbands. “Take him away,” one of my patients cried, “don’t let
the brute come near me-I'll kill him!” The tortured creature already
had had eight children, four of whom had died in infancy. The re-
maining were sickly and undernourished, like most of the ill-born,
ill-kept, and unwanted children who trailed at my feet when I was
helping another poor creature into the world.
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me, in quaint and extravagant outpourings of the yearnings of her
young soul. The severity of her father and his preference for her
younger sister were great and real tragedies to the sensitive child.
Having to share the same bed with her caused Stella great misery.
Her people had no patience with “such whims”; besides, they were
too poor to afford extra space. But I understood Stella only too well:
her tragedy was a repetition of what I myself had suffered at her
age. I was happy in the thought that the little one had Helena near,
to whom she could take her troubles, and that she felt the need
of confiding in me. “I hate the people who are mean to my Tante
Emma,” Stella wrote when she was barely seven. “When I grow up,
I will fight for her”

There was also my brother Yegor. Until the age of fourteen he
was, like most American boys, crude and wild. He loved Helena
because she had been so devoted to him. I had evidently not so im-
pressed myself on his mind. I was just a sister, like Lena — nothing
to be excited about. But on my visit in 1894 I seemed to awaken a
deeper feeling in him. Since then he had become, like Stella, closely
attached to me, perhaps because I had prevailed upon Father not
to compel the boy to continue at school. Yegor had shown him-
self clever at his studies, and this led the old man to hope that his
youngest son would realize his own bankrupt ambitions to be a
man of learning. His eldest boy, Herman, had proved a disappoint-
ment in this regard. He could do wonders with his hands, but he
hated school, and Father finally lost hope of ever seeing his Herman
become a “man of the professions.” He sent him to a machine shop,
where the boy soon proved that he was much more at home with
the most intricate machine, than with the simplest book lesson. He
became a new being, serious and concentrated. Father could not
get over the disappointment; yet hope springs eternal. With Yegor
doing well at school, Father again began to vision college diplo-
mas. But again his plans were frustrated. My visit saved the sit-
uation. My arguments in behalf of “our baby” had a better effect
than the pleas I had once urged in my own behalf. Yegor went to
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to cause him to faint. He would be brought home, only to compel
himself to go back the next day. He could not afford to lose the job
that paid him ten dollars a week.

The sight of Father so ill and worn softened the last vestige of my
animosity towards him. I began to regard him as one of the mass
of the exploited and enslaved for whom I was living and working.

In our talks Helena had always argued that Father’s violence in
his youth had been due to his exceptional energy, which found no
adequate outlet in such a small place as Popelan. He had been am-
bitious for himself and his family, dreaming of the large city and
the big things he could do there. The peasants eked out a poor ex-
istence on their land; but most of the Jews, with practically every
profession closed to them, lived upon the peasants. Father was too
honest for such methods, and his pride smarted under daily indigni-
ties from the officials he had to deal with. The failure of his life, the
lack of opportunity to put his abilities to good use, had embittered
him and made him ill-natured and hard towards his own.

My years of contact with the lives of the masses, the social vic-
tims in and out of prison, and my wide reading had shown me the
dehumanizing effect of misplaced energy. In numerous instances I
had watched people who had started life with ambition and hope
being thwarted by a hostile environment. Only too often they had
grown vindictive and ruthless. The understanding I gained through
my own struggle had come to my sister through her highly sensi-
tive nature and her unusual intuitiveness. She was wise without
having known much of life.

I saw a great deal of my sister Lena and her family on this visit.
She already had four children, and a fifth was on the way. She was
worn by too frequent child-bearing and the struggle to make ends
meet. The only joy Lena had was her children. The most radiant
of the four was little Stella, who had always been my sunbeam in
grey Rochester. She was ten now, very intelligent, high-strung, and
full of exaggerated fancies about her Tante Emma, as she called
me. Since my previous visit Stella had begun to correspond with
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After such confinements I would return home sick and dis-
tressed, hating the men responsible for the frightful condition of
their wives and children, hating myself most of all because I did
not know how to help them. I could, of course, induce an abortion.
Many women called me for that purpose, even going down on their
knees and begging me to help them, “for the sake of the poor little
ones already here” They knew that some doctors and midwives did
such things, but the price was beyond their means. I was so sym-
pathetic; wouldn’t I do something for them? They would pay in
weekly instalments. I tried to explain to them that it was not mone-
tary considerations that held me back; it was concern for their life
and health. I would relate the case of a woman killed by such an op-
eration, and her children left motherless. But they preferred to die,
they avowed; the city was then sure to take care of their orphans,
and they would be better off.

I could not prevail upon myself to perform the much-coveted
operation. I lacked faith in my skill and I remembered my Vienna
professor who had often demonstrated to us the terrible results of
abortion. He held that even when such practices prove successful,
they undermine the health of the patient. I would not undertake
the task. It was not any moral consideration for the sanctity of life;
a life unwanted and forced into abject poverty did not seem sacred
to me. But my interests embraced the entire social problem, not
merely a single aspect of it, and I would not jeopardize my free-
dom for that one part of the human struggle. I refused to perform
abortions and I knew no methods to prevent conception.

I spoke to some physicians about the matter. Dr. White, a con-
servative, said: “The poor have only themselves to blame; they in-
dulge their appetites too much.” Dr. Julius Hoffmann thought that
children were the only joy the poor had. Dr. Solotaroff held out the
hope of great changes in the near future when woman would be-
come more intelligent and independent. “When she uses her brains
more,” he would tell me, “her procreative organs will function less”
It seemed more convincing than the arguments of the other medi-
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cos, though no more comforting; nor was it of any practical help.
Now that I had learned that women and children carried the heavi-
est burden of our ruthless economic system, I saw that it was mock-
ery to expect them to wait until the social revolution arrives in or-
der to right injustice. I sought some immediate solution for their
purgatory, but I could find nothing of any use.

My home life was anything but harmonious, though externally
all seemed smooth. Ed was apparently calm and contented again,
but I felt cramped and nervous. If T attended a meeting and was de-
tained later than expected, it would make me uneasy and I would
hasten home in perturbation. Often I refused invitations to lecture
because I sensed Ed’s disapproval. Where I could not decline, I
worked for weeks over my subject, my thoughts dwelling on Ed
rather than on the matter in hand. I would wonder how this point
or that argument might appeal to him and whether he would ap-
prove. Yet I never could get myself to read him my notes, and if he
attended my meetings, his presence made me self-conscious, for
I knew that he had no faith in my work. It served to weaken my
faith in myself. I developed strange nervous attacks. Without pre-
liminary warning I would fall to the ground as if knocked down by
a heavy blow. I did not lose consciousness, being able to see and
understand what was going on around me, but I was not able to
utter a word. My chest felt convulsed, my throat compressed; I had
an agonizing pain in my legs as if the muscles were being pulled
asunder. This condition would last from ten minutes to an hour
and leave me utterly exhausted. Solotaroff, failing to diagnose the
trouble, took me to a specialist, who proved no wiser. Dr. White’s
examination also gave no results. Some physicians said it was hys-
teria, others an inverted womb. I knew the latter was the real cause,
but I would not consent to an operation. More and more I had be-
come convinced that my life would never know harmony in love
for very long, that strife and not peace would be my lot. In such a
life there was no room for a child.
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The day of my arrival offered no chance for communion with
Helena. In the evening, when the children were asleep and the of-
fice closed, we could talk. She would not pry into my life; what I
told her she accepted with understanding and affection. She her-
self spoke mostly about the children, hers and Lena’s, and of the
hard life of our parents. I knew well enough her reasons for con-
stantly dwelling on the difficulties of our father. She strove to bring
me closer to him and to help to a better understanding. She had
suffered greatly because of our mutual antagonism, which in me
had developed into hatred. She had been horrified at the message
I had sent her three years previously when she had notified me
that Father was near Death’s door. He had undergone a dangerous
operation on his throat, and Helena had called me to his bedside.
“He should have died long ago,” I had wired back. Since then she
had tried repeatedly to change my attitude towards the man whose
harshness had marred the childhood of all of us.

The memory of our sad past had made Helena more kind and
generous. It was her beautiful spirit and my own development that
gradually healed me of the bitterness I bore my father. I came to un-
derstand that it is ignorance rather than cruelty that makes parents
do so many dreadful things to their helpless children. During my
short stay in Rochester in 1894, I had seen my father for the first
time in five years. I still felt estranged, but no longer so hostile.
On that visit I found Father physically broken, a mere shadow of
his former strong and energetic self. His condition was constantly
growing worse. Ten hours’ work in the shop on dry food were de-
structive to his weakened and nervous state of health, aggravated
by the taunts and indignities he had to endure. He was the only
Jew, a man of nearly fifty, a foreigner not familiar with the lan-
guage of the country. Most of the youngsters who worked with him
were of foreign parents, but they had acquired the worst American
traits without any of the fine qualities. They were crude, coarse,
and heartless. They throve on the pranks and tricks they played on
the “sheeny.” Repeatedly they had so molested and harassed him as
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my needs. I loved Ed and I wanted him, but I was determined to go
on with my work. I greatly missed him, however, and his charm,
which had not ceased to attract me. I wired him that I was on my
way to visit sister Helena and that I should be home within a week.

Outside of a brief visit after my release from prison, I had not
been in Rochester since 1894. It seemed ages, so much had hap-
pened in my life. Changes had also taken place in the fortunes
of my beloved sister Helena. The Hochsteins now occupied more
comfortable quarters in a little house with a touch of green in the
back. Their steamship agency, though yielding small returns, had
nevertheless improved their condition. Helena continued to shoul-
der the main burden; her children needed her even more than be-
fore, and so did the business. Most of their customers were Lithua-
nian and Lettish peasants, who performed the hardest labour in the
United States. Their wages were small, yet they managed to send
money to their families and bring them over to America. Poverty
and drudgery had made them dull and suspicious, and this required
tact and patience in dealing with them. My brother-in-law, Jacob,
usually extremely reserved and quiet, would often lose his temper
when confronted with such stupidity. But for Helena most of the
customers would have turned to some better business man than
Jacob Hochstein, the scholar. She knew how to smooth the trou-
bled waters. Her sympathies were with these wage-slaves and she
understood their psychology. She did more than merely sell them
tickets and forward their money; she entered into their barren lives.
She wrote their letters home for them and helped them over many
difficulties. Nor were they the only ones to come to Helena to be
comforted and aided. Almost the entire neighbourhood brought
their troubles to her. While my precious sister would lend an atten-
tive ear to everybody’s tale of woe, she herself never complained,
never lamented her own unfulfilled hopes, the dreams and aspira-
tions of her youth. I realized keenly what a force was lost in the
rare creature; hers was a large nature compressed in too limited a
space.
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From various parts of the country came requests for a series of
lectures. I was very eager to go, but I lacked the courage to broach
the matter to Ed. I knew he would not consent, and his refusal
would most likely bring us nearer to a violent separation. My physi-
cians had strongly advised a rest and change of scene, and now Ed
surprised me by insisting that I ought to go away. “Your health is
more important than any other consideration,” he said, “but first
you must drop the silly notion that you have to earn your own liv-
ing” He was making enough for both now, and it would make him
happy if I would give up my nursing and stop making myself ill by
helping hapless brats into the world. He welcomed the opportunity
to take care of me, to afford me leisure and recuperation. Later on,
he said, I should be in condition to go on a tour. He realized how
much I wanted it and he knew what an effort it was to me to play
the devoted wife. He enjoyed the home I had made so beautiful for
him, he went on, but he could see that I was not contented. He was
sure a change would do me good, give me back my old spirit, and
bring me back to him.

The weeks that followed were happy and peaceful. We were
much together, making frequent trips to the country, attending
concerts and operas. We took up reading together again, and Ed
helped me to understand Racine, Corneille, Moliére. He cared only
for the classics; Zola and his contemporaries were repellent to him.
But when alone during the day I indulged in the more modern lit-
erature, besides planning a number of lectures for my forthcoming
tour.

In the midst of my preparations came the news of tortures in
the Spanish prison of Montjuich. Three hundred men and women,
mostly trade-unionists, with a sprinkling of anarchists, had been
arrested in 1896 as a result of a bomb explosion in Barcelona dur-
ing a religious procession. The entire world was appalled by the
resurrection of the Inquisition, by prisoners being kept for days
without food or water, flogged, and burned with hot irons. One
even had had his tongue cut out. The fiendish methods were used
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to extort confessions from the unfortunates. Several went mad and
in their delirium implicated their innocent comrades, who were im-
mediately condemned to death. The person responsible for these
horrors was the Prime Minister of Spain, Canovas del Castillo.
Liberal-minded papers in Europe, like the Frankfurter Zeitung and
the Paris Intransigeant, were arousing public sentiment against the
nineteenth-century Inquisition. Advanced members of the House
of Commons, the Reichstag, and the Chamber of Deputies were
calling for action to stay the hand of Canovas. Only America re-
mained dumb. Excepting the radical publications, the press main-
tained a conspiracy of silence. Together with my friends I strongly
felt the necessity of breaking through that wall. In conference with
Ed, Justus, John Edelman, and Harry Kelly, who had come from
Boston, and with the co-operation of Italian and Spanish anarchists,
we decided to start our campaign with a large mass meeting. A
demonstration in front of the Spanish Consulate in New York was
to follow. As soon as our efforts became public, the reactionary pa-
pers began to urge the authorities to stop “Red Emma,” that term
having stuck to me since the Union Square meeting. On the night of
our gathering the police appeared in full force, crowding even the
platform so that the speakers could hardly make a gesture without
touching an officer. When my turn came to speak, I gave a detailed
account of the methods that were being used in Montjuich, and
called for a protest against the Spanish horrors.

The pent-up emotions of the audience, aroused to a high pitch,
broke into thunderous applause. Before it fully subsided, a voice
from the gallery called out: “Miss Goldman, don’t you think some-
one of the Spanish Embassy in Washington or the Legation in New
York ought to be killed in revenge for the conditions you have just
described?” I felt intuitively that my questioner must be a detec-
tive, attempting to trap me. There was a movement among the po-
lice near me as if preparing to lay hands on me. The audience was
hushed in tense expectation. For a moment I paused; then I replied
calmly and deliberately: “No, I do not think any one of the Spanish
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made.” The house went frantic. “Blasphemy! Heretic! Sinner!” the
women screamed. “Stop her! Throw her out!”

When order was restored, I continued: “As to killing rulers, it de-
pends entirely on the position of the ruler. If it is the Russian Tsar,
I most certainly believe in dispatching him to where he belongs.
If the ruler is as ineffectual as an American president, it is hardly
worth the effort. There are, however, some potentates I would kill
by any and all means at my disposal. They are Ignorance, Supersti-
tion, and Bigotry — the most sinister and tyrannical rulers on earth.
As for the gentleman who asked if free love would not build more
houses of prostitution, my answer is: they will all be empty if the
men of the future look like him”

There was instant pandemonium. In vain the chairman pounded
for order. People jumped up on benches, waved their hats, shouted,
and would not leave the church until the lights were turned out.

The next morning most of the papers reported the Tabernacle
meeting as a disgraceful spectacle. There was general condemna-
tion of the action of Dr. McCowan in permitting me to speak in
the Tabernacle. Even the famous agnostic Robert Ingersoll joined
the chorus. “I think that all the anarchists are insane, Emma Gold-
man among the rest,” he stated; “I also think that the Reverend Dr.
McCowan is a generous man — not afraid. However, it is not com-
mendable for a crazy man or woman to be invited to talk before
any public assemblage” Dr. McCowan resigned from the church.
“T'm going to a mining town,” he told me; “I am sure the miners
will appreciate my work much better” I was sure they would.

My correspondence with Ed after I left New York was of a
friendly nature, though constrained. When I reached Detroit, I
found a long letter from him in the old loving spirit. He made no
reference to our last scene. He was anxiously waiting for me to
return, he wrote, and he hoped to have me back for the holidays.
“When one’s sweetheart is married to public life, one must learn to
be geniigsam [content with little],” his letter read. I could not imag-
ine Ed being gentigsam, but I understood that he was trying to meet
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man, and when it was suggested that he might hear her in English
in his own pulpit, he had accepted the idea at once. He felt that the
members of his church would be glad to hear the woman who had
for years been persecuted as a “social menace”; as good Christians,
he thought, they would be charitable to her. He then turned over
the pulpit to me.

I had decided to stick strictly to the economic side of anarchism
and to avoid as far as possible matters of religion and sexual prob-
lems. IfeltI owed it to the man who was making such a courageous
stand. At least his congregation should have no cause to say that I
had used the Tabernacle to attack their God or to undermine the sa-
cred institution of marriage. I succeeded better than I had expected.
My lecture, lasting an hour, was listened to without any interrup-
tion and was much applauded at the end. “We won!” Dr. McCowan
whispered to me when I sat down.

He rejoiced too soon. The applause had barely died away when
an elderly woman rose belligerently. “Mr. Chairman,” she de-
manded, “does Miss Goldman believe in God or does she not?” She
was followed by another. “Does the speaker favour killing off all
rulers?” Then a small, emaciated man jumped to his feet and in
a thin voice cried: “Miss Goldman! You’re a believer in free love,
aren’t you? Now, wouldn’t your system result in houses of prosti-
tution at every lamp-post?”

“I shall have to answer these people straight from the shoulder,”
I remarked to the minister, “So be it,” he replied. “Ladies and gentle-
men,” I began, “I came here to avoid as much as possible treading
on your corns. I had intended to deal only with the basic issue of
economics that dictates our lives from the cradle to the grave, re-
gardless of our religion or moral beliefs. I see now that it was a
mistake. If one enters a battle, he cannot be squeamish about a few
corns. Here, then, are my answers: I do not believe in God, because
I believe in man. Whatever his mistakes, man has for thousands
of years past been working to undo the botched job your God has
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representatives in America is important enough to be killed, but if
I were in Spain now, I would kill Canovas del Castillo.”

Several weeks later came the news that Canovas del Castillo had
been shot dead by an anarchist whose name was Angiolillo. At
once the New York papers started a veritable hunt for the leading
anarchists to secure their opinions of the man and his deed. Re-
porters pestered me day and night for interviews. Did I know the
man? Had I been in correspondence with him? Had I suggested
to him that Canovas be killed? I had to disappoint them. I did not
know Angiolillo and had never corresponded with him. All T knew
was that he had acted while the rest of us had only talked about
the fearful outrages.

We learned that Angiolillo had lived in London and that he
was known among our friends as a sensitive young man, an ar-
dent student, a lover of music and books, poetry being his pas-
sion. The Montjuich tortures had haunted him and he decided to
kill Canovas. He went to Spain, expecting to find the Prime Min-
ister in Parliament, but he learned that Canovas was recuperating
from his “labours of State” at Santa Agueda, a fashionable summer
resort. Angiolillo journeyed there. He met Canovas almost imme-
diately, but the man was accompanied by his wife and two chil-
dren. “I could have killed him then,” Angiolillo said in court, “but I
would not risk the lives of the innocent woman and children. It was
Canovas I wanted; he alone was responsible for the crimes of Mon-
tjuich” He then visited the Castillo villa, introducing himself as the
representative of a conservative Italian paper. When he was face
to face with the Prime Minister, he shot him dead. Mme Canovas
ran in at that moment and hit Angiolillo full in the face. “I did not
mean to kill your husband,” Angiolillo apologized to her, “T aimed
only at the official responsible for the Montjuich tortures.”

The Attentat of Angiolillo and his frightful death vividly recalled
to me the period of July 1892. Sasha’s Calvary had now lasted five
years. How close I had come to sharing a similar fate! — the lack
of a paltry fifty dollars had prevented my accompanying Sasha to
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Pittsburgh — but can one estimate the spiritual travail and suffer-
ing the experience involved? Yet the price was worth the lesson I
had gained from Sasha’s deed. Since then I had ceased to regard po-
litical acts, as some other revolutionists did, from a merely utilitar-
ian standpoint or from the view of their propagandistic value. The
inner forces that compel an idealist to acts of violence, often involv-
ing the destruction of his own life, had come to mean much more
to me. I felt certain now that behind every political deed of that
nature was an impressionable, highly sensitized personality and a
gentle spirit. Such beings cannot go on living complacently in the
sight of great human misery and wrong. Their reactions to the cru-
elty and injustice of the world must inevitably express themselves
in some violent act, in supreme rending of their tortured soul.

I had spoken in Providence a number of times without the least
trouble. Rhode Island was still one of the few States to maintain the
old tradition of unabridged freedom of speech. Two of our open-
air gatherings, attended by thousands, went off well. But the po-
lice had evidently decided to suppress our last meeting. Arriving
with several friends at the square where the assembly was to take
place, we found a member of the Socialist Labor Party talking, and,
not wishing to interfere with him, we set up our box farther away.
My good comrade John H. Cook, a very active worker, opened the
meeting, and I began to speak. Just then a policeman came running
towards us, shouting: “Stop your jabbering! Stop it this minute or
I'll pull you off the box!” I went on talking. Someone called out:
“Don’t mind the bully — go right on!” The policeman came up,
puffing heavily. When he got his breath he snarled, “Say, you, are
you deaf? Didn’t I tell you to stop? What d’you mean not obeying
the law?” “Are you the law?” I retorted: “I thought it is your duty
to maintain the law, not to break it. Don’t you know the law in
this State gives me the right of free speech?” “The hell it does,” he
replied, “I'm the law.” The audience began hooting and jeering. The
officer started to pull me off the improvised platform. The crowd
looked threatening and began closing in on him. He blew his whis-
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as your priest seems to be. Love has nothing to do with any ism,
and you’ll find it out when you grow older” In vain I insisted that
I knew all about it. I was no child, being nearly twenty-nine. I was
confident I should never fall in love with anyone who did not share
my ideas.

The next morning I was awakened in my hotel by the announce-
ment that a dozen reporters were waiting to interview me. They
were eager for a story on my proposed speech in Dr. McCowan’s
church. They showed me the morning papers with the glaring
headlines: “EMMA SHOWS MOTHER INSTINCT — FREE LOVER
IN A DETROIT PULPIT — RED EMMA CAPTURES HEART OF
McCOWAN — CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH TO BE TURNED
INTO HOTBED OF ANARCHY AND FREE LOVE.”

For several succeeding days the front page of every paper in De-
troit was filled with the impending desecration of the church and
the portending ruin of the congregation by “Red Emma.” Reports
about members’ threatening to leave and committees’ besieging
poor Dr. McCowan followed one another. “It will mean his neck,’
I said to Reitzel when I saw him the day before the meeting, “and
I’d hate to be the cause of it” But Robert held that the man knew
what he was doing; it was only right for him to stick to his guns,
if only to test his independence in the church. “At any rate, [ must
offer to withdraw,” I suggested, “to give McCowan a chance to re-
call his invitation if he feels like it” A friend was dispatched to the
minister, but he sent word that he would go through with his plan
no matter what happened. “A church that refuses the right of ex-
pression to the most unpopular person or creed is no place for me,”
he said. “You must not mind the consequences to me.”

In the Tabernacle the Reverend Dr. McCowan presided. In a
short speech, which he read from a prepared text, he set forth his
own position. He was not an anarchist, he declared; he had never
given much thought to it and he really knew very little about it. It
was for that reason that he had visited Turner Hall on the night of
November 11. Unfortunately Emma Goldman had spoken in Ger-
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His voice called out jovially: “Welcome to our sanctum! Welcome
to the den of your adoring knight!” Robert, in a white shirt open
wide at the neck, sat in bed propped up against a mountain of pil-
lows. Except for the ashy colour of his face, the increased greyness
of his hair, and his thin, transparent hands, there was no indication
of his illness. His eyes alone spoke of the martyrdom he was suf-
fering. Their care-free light was gone. With aching heart I put my
arms around him, pressing his beautiful head to me. “So motherly?”
he objected. “Aren’t you going to kiss your knight?” “Of course,” I
stammered.

I had almost forgotten the others in the room, to whom Robert
now began introducing me as the “Vestal of the Social Revolution.”
“Look at her!” he cried, “look at her; does she resemble the monster
pictured by the press, the fury of a heteera? Behold her black dress
and white collar, prim and proper, almost like a nun.” He was mak-
ing me embarrassed and self-conscious. “You are praising me as if I
were a horse you wanted to sell,” I finally objected. It did not dismay
him in the least. “Didn’t I say you are prim and proper?” he declared
triumphantly; “you don’t live up to your reputation. Wein her,” he
called; “let’s drink to our Vestal!” The men surrounded Robert’s
bed, glasses in hand. He emptied his to the dregs and then flung it
against the wall. “Emma is now one of us. Our pact is sealed; we
will be true to her to our last breath!”

An account of the meeting and of my speech had preceded me
to Reitzel, the manager of his paper having brought back a glow-
ing report. When I mentioned McCowan’s invitation, Robert was
delighted. He knew the Reverend Doctor, whom he considered a
rare exception in the “outfit of soul-savers” I told Robert about
my friend in Blackwell’s Island, the young priest, relating how fine
and understanding he was. “A pity you met him in prison,” Robert
teased me, “else you might have found in him an ardent lover.” I
was sure I could not love a priest. “That’s nonsense, my dear —
love has no concern with ideas,” he replied; “I have loved girls in
every town and village and they were not remotely so interesting
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tle. A patrol wagon dashed up to the square, and several policemen
broke through the crowd with their clubs swinging. The officer, still
holding on to me, shouted: “Drive those damn anarchists back so
I can get this woman. She’s under arrest” I was led to the patrol
wagon and literally thrown into it.

At the police station I demanded to know by what right I
had been interfered with. “Because you’re Emma Goldman,” the
sergeant at the desk replied. “Anarchists have no rights in this com-
munity, see?” He ordered me locked up for the night.

It was the first time since 1893 that I had been arrested, but, con-
stantly expecting to fall into the clutches of the law, I had made
it a practice to carry a book with me when going to meetings. I
wrapped my skirts around me, climbed up on the board placed for
a bed in my cell, pressed close to the barred door, through which
shimmered a light, and started to read. Presently I became aware
of someone moaning in the adjoining cell. “What is it?” I called
in a whisper; “are you ill?” A woman’s voice replied between sobs:
“My children, my motherless children! Who is going to take care of
them now? My sick husband, what’ll become of him?” Her weep-
ing became louder. “Say, you drunken lout, stop that squealing!” a
matron shouted from somewhere. The crying was checked, and I
heard the woman walking up and down her cell like a caged animal.
When she quieted down a little I asked her to tell me her troubles;
perhaps I could be of help. I learned that she was the mother of six
children, the eldest fourteen, the baby only a year old. Her husband
had been ill for ten months, unable to work, and in her despair she
had helped herself to a loaf of bread and a can of milk from the gro-
cery store in which she had once worked. She was caught in the act
and turned over to the police. She begged to be let off for the night
in order not to frighten her family, but the officer insisted on her
going with him, not even giving her a chance to send a message to
her home. She was brought to the station house after the evening
meal. The matron told her she could order some food if she had the
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price. The woman had not eaten all day; she was faint with hunger
and ill with anxiety; but she had no money.

I rapped for the matron and asked her to send out for supper for
me. In less than fifteen minutes she returned with a tray of ham
and eggs, hot potatoes, bread, butter, and a large pot of coffee. I
had given her a two-dollar bill, and she handed back fifteen cents.
“You have fancy prices here,” I said. “Sure thing, kid, did you think
this was a charity joint?” Seeing that she was in a good humour,
I requested her to pass part of the meal to my neighbour. She did,
but not without commenting: “You’re a regular fool to waste such
a feed on a common sneak-thief”

The next morning I was taken, together with my neighbour and
other unfortunates, before a magistrate. I was held over under
bond, and as the amount could not be raised immediately I was re-
turned to the station-house. At one o’clock in the afternoon I was
again called for, this time to see the Mayor. That individual, no less
bulky and bloated than the policeman, informed me that if I would
promise under oath never to return to Providence he would let me
go. “That’s nice of you, Mayor,” I replied; “but inasmuch as you have
no case against me, your offer isn’t quite so generous as it appears,
is it?” I told him that I would make no promises whatever, but that
if it would relieve his mind, I could tell him that I was about to
start on a lecture tour to California. “It may take three months or
more, I don’t know. But I do know that you and your city cannot
do without me much longer than that, so I am determined to come
back.” The Mayor and his flunkies roared, and I was released.

On my arrival in Boston I was shocked by a report in the local
papers of the shooting at Hazleton, Pennsylvania, of twenty-one
strikers. The men were miners on their way to Latimer, in the same
State, to induce the workers there to join the strike. The Sheriff had
met them on the public road and would not allow them to go on.
He commanded them to return to Hazleton, and when they refused,
he and his posse opened fire.
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ifying their Calvary and inspiring me to heights of exaltation, of
hope and life springing from heroic death.

At the conclusion of the meeting I was called back to the plat-
form to receive from the hands of a golden-haired maiden of five
a huge bouquet of red carnations, too large for her wee body. I
pressed the child to my heart and carried her off, bouquet and all.

Later in the evening I met Joe Labadie, a prominent individu-
alist anarchist of picturesque appearance, who introduced to me
the Reverend Dr. H. S. McCowan. Both expressed regret that I had
not spoken in English. “I came especially to hear you,” Dr. Mc-
Cowan informed me, whereupon Joe, as everyone affectionately
called Labadie, remarked: “Well, why don’t you offer Miss Gold-
man your pulpit? Then you could hear our ‘Red Emma’ in English”
“That’s an idea!” the minister replied; “but Miss Goldman is op-
posed to churches; would you speak in one?” “In hell if need be,”
I said, “provided the Devil won’t pull at my skirts” “All right,” he
exclaimed, “you shall speak in my church, and no one shall pull at
your skirts or curtail a word of what you want to say” We agreed
that my lecture should be on anarchism, it being a subject most
people knew almost nothing about.

With the flowers my “knight” had sent me came also a note ask-
ing me to visit him any time after the meeting, since he would be
awake. It seemed strange for a sick person to keep such late hours,
but Drescher assured me that Robert felt best after sundown. His
house was the last on the street, overlooking a large open space.
“Luginsland,” Robert had named it; it was all his eye had looked
upon for the past three and a half years. His inner vision, though,
keen and penetrating, wandered to distant lands and climes, bring-
ing to him all the cultural wealth they contained. The bright light
streaming through his bay window could be seen from afar; it re-
minded me of a lighthouse, with Robert Reitzel its keeper. Song
and laughter sounded from the house. On entering Reitzel’s room
I found it filled with people; the smoke was so thick that it ob-
scured Robert from view and blurred the faces of those present.
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be daunted. Every line he wrote was a clarion call to freedom and
battle. From his sick-bed he had prevailed on the Central Labor
Union of his city to invite me as speaker to that year’s eleventh of
November commemoration. “Come a few days earlier,” he had writ-
ten me, “so that we can resume our friendship of the days when I
was still young.”

I arrived in Detroit late in the afternoon on the day of the sched-
uled meeting and was met by Martin Drescher, whose stirring po-
ems had often appeared in the Armer Teufel. To my amusement
and the astonishment of the crowd at the station, Drescher, tall and
awkward, kneeled before me, holding out a bunch of red roses, and
delivering himself of the following: “From your knight, my Queen,
with his undying love” “And who may be the knight?” I queried.
“Robert, of course! Who else would dare send his love to the Queen
of the Anarchists?” The crowd laughed, but the man on his knees
before me was not disturbed. To save him from catching a bad cold
(there was snow on the ground) I held out my hand, saying: “Now,
vassal, take me to my castle” Drescher got up, bowed low, gave
me his arm, and solemnly led me to a cab. “To the Randolph Ho-
tel he commanded. On our arrival there, we found half a score
of Robert’s friends awaiting us. The owner himself was one of the
Armer Teufel admirers. “My best room and wines are at your dis-
posal,” he announced. I knew it was Robert’s thoughtfulness and
friendship that had paved the way and secured for me the affection
and hospitality of his circle.

Turner Hall was filled to the limit, the audience in tune with
the spirit of the evening. The event was made more festive by the
singing of a chorus of children and the masterly reading of a fine
revolutionary poem by Martin Drescher. I was scheduled to speak
in German. The impression on me of the Chicago tragedy had not
paled with the passing years. That night it seemed more poignant,
perhaps because of the nearness of Robert Reitzel, who had known,
loved, and fought for our Chicago martyrs and who was himself
now slowly dying. The memory of 1887 took living form, person-
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The papers stated that the Sheriff had acted in self-defence; the
mob had been threatening. Yet there was not one casualty among
the posse, while twenty-one working-men had been mowed down
and a number of others wounded. It was evident from the report
that the men had gone out with empty hands, without any in-
tention of offering resistance. Everywhere workers were slain, ev-
erywhere the same butchery! Montjuich, Chicago, Pittsburgh, Ha-
zleton — the few for ever outraging and crushing the many. The
masses were the millions, yet how weak! To awaken them from
their stupor, to make them conscious of their power — that is the
great need. Soon, I told myself, I should be able to reach them
throughout America. With a tongue of fire I would rouse them to a
realization of their dependence and indignity! Glowingly I visioned
my first great tour and the opportunities it would offer me to plead
our Cause. But presently my reverie was disturbed by the thought
of Ed. Our common life-what would become of it? Why could it not
go hand in hand with my work? My giving to humanity would only
increase my own need, would make me love and want Ed more. He
would, he must, understand; he had himself suggested my going
away for a time. The image of Ed filled me with warmth, but my
heart fluttered with apprehension.

I had been away from Ed only two weeks, but my longing for
him was more intense than it had been on my return from Eu-
rope. I could hardly contain myself until the train came to a stop in
the Grand Central Station, where he met me. At home everything
seemed new, more beautiful and enticing. Ed’s endearing words
sounded like music in my ears. Sheltered and protected from the
strife and conflict outside, I clung to him and basked in the sun-
shine of our home. My eagerness to go on a long tour paled under
the fascination of my lover. A month of joy and abandon followed,
but my dream was soon to suffer a painful awakening.

It was caused by Nietzsche. Ever since my return from Vienna I
had been hoping that Ed would read my books. I had asked him to
do so and he promised he would when he had more time. It made
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me very sad to find Ed so indifferent to the new literary forces in
the world. One evening we were gathered at Justus’s place at a
farewell party. James Huneker was present and a young friend of
ours, P. Yelineck, a talented painter. They began discussing Niet-
zsche. I took part, expressing my enthusiasm over the great poet-
philosopher and dwelling on the impression of his works on me.
Huneker was surprised. “I did not know you were interested in any-
thing outside of propaganda,” he remarked. “That is because you
don’t know anything about anarchism,” I replied, “else you would
understand that it embraces every phase of life and effort and that
it undermines the old, outlived values.” Yelineck asserted that he
was an anarchist because he was an artist; all creative people must
be anarchists, he held, because they need scope and freedom for
their expression. Hunker insisted that art has nothing to do with
any ism. “Nietzsche himself is the proof of it,” he argued; “he is an
aristocrat, his ideal is the superman because he has no sympathy
with or faith in the common herd.” I pointed out that Nietzsche was
not a social theorist but a poet, a rebel and innovator. His aristoc-
racy was neither of birth nor of purse; it was of the spirit. In that
respect Nietzsche was an anarchist, and all true anarchists were
aristocrats, I said.

Then Ed spoke. His voice sounded cold and constrained, and
I sensed the tempest behind it. “Nietzsche is a fool,” he said, “a
man with a diseased mind. He was doomed from birth to the id-
iocy which finally overtook him. He will be forgotten in less than
a decade, and so will all those other pseudo-moderns. They are con-
tortionists in comparison with the truly great of the past”

“But you haven’t read Nietzsche!” I objected heatedly; “how can
you talk about him?” “Oh, yes,  have,” he retorted, “I read long ago
all the silly books you brought from abroad.” I was dumbfounded.
Huneker and Yelineck turned on Ed, but my hurt was too great to
continue the discussion.

He had known how I had wanted him to share my books, how
I had hoped and waited for him to recognize their value and sig-

238

amount he consumed transcended even Most’s ability in that re-
gard; and the more he imbibed, the more eloquent he grew. His
stories, very colourful and amusing, came gushing like water from
a brook. He was inexhaustible. Long after most of the others had
caved in, my knight kept on singing and talking of life and love.

It was almost daybreak when, accompanied by Robert, I stepped
into the street, clinging to his arm. A great longing possessed me
to embrace the fascinating man at my side, so fine and beautiful in
body and mind. I felt sure he was also strongly attracted to me; he
had shown it all through the evening in his every glance and touch.
As we walked along I could feel his agitation of passionate desire.
Where could we go? The thought flitted through my mind, as in
increasing excitement I walked close to him, waiting and madly
hoping that he would make some suggestion.

“And Sasha?” he suddenly asked. “Do you hear often from our
wonderful boy?” The spell was broken. I felt thrust back into the
world of misery and strife. During the rest of the walk we talked
of Sasha and his act, of Most’s attitude and its dire effects. It was
another Robert now; it was the rebel and fighter against injustice.

At my door he took me in his arms, with hot breath whispering:
“I want you! Let’s forget the ugliness of life.” Gently I freed myself
from his embrace. “Too late, my dear,” I replied; “the mysterious
voices of the night are silent, the dissonances of the day have be-
gun.” He understood. Gazing affectionately into my eyes, he said:
“This is only the beginning of our friendship, my brave Emma. We
will meet again soon in Detroit” I threw my window wide open
and watched the rhythmic swing of his well-knit body until he dis-
appeared round the corner. Then I went back to my life and to my
machine.

A year later came the news of Reitzel’s illness. He was suffer-
ing from spinal tuberculosis, which resulted in the paralysis of
his lower extremities. He was bedridden, like Heine, whom he so
greatly admired and whom in a certain measure he resembled in
spirit and feeling. But even in his mattress-grave Robert could not
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our brave boy. It brought Reitzel very close to me and made me
long to know him personally.

Almost five years had passed since I had first met the editor of
the Armer Teufel, while he was visiting New York. The recollec-
tion of that experience now stood out vividly before me. It was
late one evening, while still at my sewing-machine, that I heard vi-
olent knocking on the shutters of my window. “Let in the errant
knights!” boomed the bass of Justus. Beside him I saw a man almost
as tall and broad-shouldered as himself, whom I at once recognized
as Robert Reitzel. Before I could greet him, he began to upbraid me
playfully. “A fine anarchist you are!” he thundered. “You preach
the need of leisure, and work longer than a galley-slave. We have
come to break your chains, and we are going to take you with us
if we have to use force. March! Little girl, get ready! Come on out
here, since you don’t seem too anxious to invite us into your vir-
gin chamber” My unexpected visitors were standing in full view of
the street-lamp. Reitzel wore no hat. A shock of blond hair, already
considerably greyed, fell in confusion over his high forehead. He
looked big and strong, more youthful and vital than Justus. He was
holding on to the windowsill with both hands, his eyes inquisitively
scrutinizing my face. “What’s the verdict?” he exclaimed; “am I ac-
ceptable?” “Am I?” I questioned in return. “You have passed long
ago,” he replied, “and I have come to give you the prize, to offer
myself as your knight”

Soon I was walking between the two men in the direction of Jus-
tus’s place. There we were met by hilarious hurrahs and “Hoch soll
er leben,” and calls for more wine. Justus, with his usual gracious-
ness, rolled up his sleeves, got behind the counter, and insisted on
playing host. Robert gallantly offered his arm to lead me to the
head of the table. As we walked up the aisle Justus intoned the
wedding-march from Lohengrin. The strains were taken up by the
whole group of men, who had splendid voices.

Robert was the spirit of the gathering. His humour was more
sparkling than the wine freely partaken of by all present. The
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nificance. How could he have kept me in suspense, how could he
have remained silent after he had read them? Of course, he had a
right to his opinion; that I believed implicitly. It was not his dif-
fering from me that had stabbed me to the quick; it was his scorn
and ridicule of what had come to mean so much to me. Huneker,
Yelineck, strangers in a measure, welcomed my appreciation of the
new spirit, while my own lover made me appear silly, childish, in-
capable of judgment. I wanted to run away from Justus’s place, to
be alone; but I checked myself. I could not bear an open conflict
with Ed.

Late at night, when we returned home, he said to me: “Lets not
spoil our beautiful three months; Nietzsche is not worth it.” I felt
wounded to the heart. “It isn’t Nietzsche, it is you — you,” I cried
excitedly. “Under the pretext of a great love you have done your
utmost to chain me to you, to rob me of all that is more precious to
me than life. You are not content with binding my body, you want
also to bind my spirit! First the movement and my friends — now
it’s the books I love. You want to tear me away from them. You’re
rooted in the old. Very well, remain there! But don’t imagine you
will hold me to it. You are not going to clip my wings, you shan’t
stop my flight. I'll free myself even if it means tearing you out of
my heart”

He stood leaning against the door of his room, his eyes closed,
giving no sign of having heard a word I said. But I no longer cared.
I stepped into my own room, my heart cold and empty.

The last few days were outwardly calm, even friendly, Ed helping
me to prepare for my departure. At the station he embraced me. I
knew he wanted to say something, but he remained silent. I, too,
could not speak.

When the train pulled out and Ed’s form receded, I realized that
our life would never be the same any more. My love had received
too violent a shock. It was now like a cracked bell; never again
would it ring the same clear, joyous song.
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Chapter 16

My first stop was Philadelphia, I had visited the city many times
since my arrest in 1893, always addressing Jewish audiences. On
this occasion I was invited to lecture in English before several
American organizations. While in the City of Brotherly Love I
stayed at the house of Miss Perle McLeod, the president of the
Ladies’ Liberal League. I should have preferred the warmer hospi-
tality of my old friend Natasha Notkin, with whom I felt at home, in
the congenial atmosphere of my Russian comrades, but it had been
suggested that the apartment of Miss McLeod was more accessible
to the Americans who would want to meet me.

The meetings were not badly attended, but, still aching from the
distressing scene with Ed, I did not feel fully equal to the situation,
and my lectures lacked inspiration. Yet my visit was not altogether
useless. I gained a footing and made a number of friends, among
them a most interesting woman, Susan Patten. I knew through
Sasha that she was one of his constant American correspondents.
I liked her on account of that and for her fine spirit.

In Washington I spoke before a German free-thought society.
After the lecture I met a group of Reitzel Freunde, as the readers
of the Armer Teufel called themselves. Most of them looked more
like butchers than idealists. One man, who boasted of being an em-
ployee of the United States Government, talked much of beauty in
art and letters — not for the ignorant mob, of course, but for the
choice few. He had no patience with anarchism, because “it wanted
to make all alike” “How could a hod-carrier, for instance, claim the
same rights as I, an educated man?” he asked me. He didn’t think
that I seriously believed in such equality, or that any other leading
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extricate himself. I had never seen a more disgusting sight. I pulled
the woman off Carl, snatched up my things, and was out on the
street before either of them had come to his senses. My mind in a
turmoil, I ran in the beating rain to Henry’s place, rousing him out
of bed and telling him what had happened. He accompanied me
immediately on my search for a hotel. Carl had dashed out after
me and the three of us walked in the downpour to Pittsburgh, the
hotels in Allegheny being closed at that late hour. We canvassed
a number of hostelries, but were refused everywhere, no doubt be-
cause I looked so wet and disreputable, without any suitcase, for
that had been left at Carl’s. It was nearly morning when at last we
found a little hotel that would receive me.

With shaking knees and chattering teeth I crawled into bed,
drawing the blankets over my face to shut out the hideousness
of life. But in vain I sought forgetfulness in sleep. Dark shadows
seemed to envelop me on every side. The sinister walls of the peni-
tentiary that held Sasha, his years of suffering, my own prison days,
the ghastly experience of an hour ago, all blended into a grinning,
fantastic mockery of darkness and despair. Yet somewhere in the
distance there quivered a faint shimmer of light. I knew it; I recog-
nized it; it emanated from Ed. The thought of our love, our home,
pierced the gloom for an instant. I stretched out trembling hands,
but they encountered only empty space, empty and cold as my own
heart.

Three days later I arrived in Detroit. The lure of that city had
always been to me Robert Reitzel. His wit and peerless pen had
fascinated me from the time I began to read his paper. His coura-
geous defence of the Chicago martyrs and his bold effort to save
their lives had impressed him on my mind as an unflinching rebel
and fighter. The vision I had of him had become strengthened by
his revolutionary ardour, had calumniated him and disparaged his
act, Reitzel had gloried in the man and his Attentat. His article “Im
Hochsummer fiel ein Schuss” was an exalted and moving tribute to
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“Let’s get out of this,” I urged my friends. Before we had a chance
to move, the hen-pecked husband banged his fist on the counter,
demanding to know who was boss. “Tell me that, you Xantippe!”
he yelled. “Am I, or am I not, master in this house?” With a devas-
tating look in my direction the woman slunk out of the room. The
master became calm and kindly again. He couldn’t let me go out in
the awful weather, he protested; I must stay at least for the night.
But I had had enough, and we left.

“Why not come to my den?” Carl suggested. Together with his
wife and little boy he occupied one room and a kitchen, and they
would be glad to share them with me. Dear, generous Carl did not
know the dread I had of going into people’s houses uninvited. But
I was very tired and weary and I did not wish to hurt Carl. “T will
go anywhere you take me, Carolus, even to hell,” I said; “only let’s
get there quickly”

At last we reached Nold’s place, in Allegheny, Bauer having
gone home. The door opened on a dimly lit room. A buxom young
woman, somewhat dishevelled, met us, and Carl introduced her to
me. [ had the impression that she resented my intrusion. The place
was small, containing only one bed, in which the child lay sleep-
ing. I looked questioningly at Carl. “It’s all right, Emma,” he said;
“Nellie and I will sleep on the floor, and you will share the bed
with the kid.” I hesitated, inclined to leave, but the rain was com-
ing down in torrents. I turned to the woman to apologize for the
discomfort I was causing, but she would not listen; in silence she
walked into the kitchen, closing the door. Half dressed, I lay down
on the bed alongside of the little boy and immediately fell asleep.
I was awakened by someone shouting: “He’s killing me! Help! Po-
lice!” The room was pitch-dark. I jumped up in terror, not realizing
at first what was happening. Groping, I found a table and matches.
When I had struck a light, I saw two bodies rolling on the floor,
fighting. The woman held Carl pressed down with her knees and
was trying to get at his throat, at the same time yelling for the po-
lice. Carl was beating back her hands and making frantic efforts to

244

anarchist did. He was sure we were merely using it as a bait. He
did not blame us at all; “the rabble should be made to pay.”

“How long have you been reading the Armer Teufel?” I inquired.
“Since its first issue,” he proudly replied. “And that is all you got
from it? Well, all I can say is that my friend Robert has been cast-
ing his pearls before a swine.” The man jumped to his feet and an-
grily left the room amidst the boisterous laughter of the rest of the
company.

Another Reitzel “friend” introduced himself as a brewer from
Cincinnati. He moved closer to me and began to talk of sex. He
had heard that I was the “great champion of free love” in the United
States. He was delighted to see that I was not only clever, as I had
just proved, but also young and charming, not at all like the rigid
blue-stocking he had imagined me to be. He, too, believed in free
love, though he didn’t think most men and women were ripe for
it, especially women who always try to hold on to the man. But
“Emma Goldman, that’s another matter” His lewd and smirking
manner nauseated me. I turned my back upon him and went to my
room. Very tired, I fell asleep almost immediately. I was awakened
by a persistent tap-tap on my door. “Who is it?” I called. “A friend,”
came in reply; “won’t you open?” It was the voice of the brewer
from Cincinnati. Jumping out of bed, I shouted as loud as I could:
“If you don’t leave instantly, I shall wake the whole house!” “Please,
please!” he pleaded through the door, “don’t make any scene. 'm a
married man, with grown children. I thought you believed in free
love” Then I heard him hurrying off.

Of what avail are lofty ideals, I wondered. The government clerk
who dares put himself above the hod-carrier; the respectable pillar
of society, to whom free love is only a means for clandestine affairs
— both readers of Reitzel, the brilliant rebel and idealist! Their heads
and hearts have remained as sterile as the Sahara. The world must
be full of such people, the world I have set out to awaken. A sense
of futility came over me and of dismal isolation.
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On the way from Washington to Pittsburgh it poured incessantly.
I was chilled to the bone and oppressed by the memory of Home-
stead and of Sasha. Always on my visits to the Steel City a heavy
weight would settle on my heart. The sight of the belching fires
from the huge furnaces scorched my soul.

The presence at the station of Carl Nold and Henry Bauer some-
what cheered my dejection. My two comrades had been liberated
from the Western Penitentiary in May of that year (1897). I had
never met Bauer before, but Carl brought back the days of our
first meeting, in November 1892. The friendship begun then had
become strengthened through our correspondence while Carl was
in prison. Our meeting now was to cement further the bond be-
tween us. It was good to see the dear, vivacious face again. Prison
had made him more thoughtful, yet it had not dampened his joy
in life. Bauer, large and jovial, towered over us like a giant. “The
elephant and his family,” he remarked, walking between us, while
Carl and I vainly tried to keep pace with his huge steps.

On my former visits in Pittsburgh I had always stopped with
my good friend Harry Gordon and his family. Harry was one of
our best workers, a faithful and enthusiastic friend. Mrs. Gordon,
a simple and tender-hearted woman, was very much attached to
me. She always went out of her way to make my stay in her home
as pleasant and comfortable as her husband’s small wages would
permit. Iloved being with the Gordons, and I asked my companions
to take me to them. They, however, were bent on celebrating my
arrival first.

There were to be no lectures in Pittsburgh. Carl and Henry had
begun a new move for Sasha’s release, an appeal to the Board of Par-
dons to be backed exclusively by labour elements. I had no faith left
in such steps, but I did not want to communicate my pessimism to
my friends. Both of them were in a jovial mood. They had arranged
a little dinner in a near-by restaurant, in a room all by ourselves
where we would be undisturbed. We drank our first glass standing,
in silence. It was to Sasha. His spirit hovered over us and brought
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us closer to each other in our common aims and work. Then Carl
and Henry recounted to me their prison experience and the years
they had spent under the same roof with Sasha. They had brought
out a message for me which they feared to trust to the mails: Sasha
was planning an escape.

His scheme was a masterly one; it fairly took my breath away.
But even if he should succeed in getting out of prison, I reflected,
where would he go? In America he would have to keep under cover
for the rest of his life. He would be a haunted man, to be captured
in the end. It would be different in Russia. Similar escapes had been
repeatedly carried out there. But Russia had a revolutionary spirit
and the political was a persecuted unfortunate in the eyes of the
workers and the peasant; he could count on their sympathy and as-
sistance. In the United States, on the other hand, nine-tenths of the
workers themselves would immediately join in the hunt for Sasha.
Nold and Bauer agreed with me, but they asked me not to commu-
nicate my fears to Sasha. He had reached the limit of endurance; his
eyes were failing, his health was breaking down, and he had again
been brooding on suicide. The hope of escape and the elaboration
of his plan energized his fighting spirit. We must not discourage
him, but perhaps we would induce him to wait until every legal
means for his release had been tried.

So deeply engrossed had we become in our talk that we had lost
all sense of time. In surprise we discovered that it was long after
midnight. My companions thought it too late to go to the Gordons’
and suggested taking me to a little hotel kept by a reader of the
Armer Teufel. On the way I related to them my experience with the
Washington Reitzel Freunde, but Bauer assured me that the Pitts-
burgh hotel man was of a different type. He really turned out to be
very friendly. “Indeed, there is surely room for Emma Goldman in
my place,” he said genially. We were about to mount the stairs when
the hysterical voice of a woman burst upon our ears. “A room for
Emma Goldman!” she screamed. “This is a respectable family hotel,
no place for that shameless creature, the free lover of a convict!”
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the Arbeiter Freund and by his brilliant lectures Rudolph Rocker
was doing more for the education and revolutionizing of the Jews
in England than the ablest members of their own race.

The same good-fellowship which prevailed among my Jewish
comrades was evident also in the English anarchist circles, espe-
cially in the group that published Freedom. That monthly had gath-
ered about it a coterie of able contributors and workers who co-
operated most harmoniously. It was a joy to find things going so
well, to meet the dear old friends and make so many new ones.

At a social evening at the Kropotkins’, I met a number of illus-
trious people, among them Nikolai Tchaikovsky. He had been the
genius of the revolutionary movement of the Russian youth in the
seventies that crystallized in the famous circles bearing his name.
It was a great event to meet the man who was to me the personifi-
cation of everything that was inspiring in the emancipation move-
ment of Russia. He was of magnificent physique and idealistic ap-
pearance, a personality that could easily appeal to young and eager
souls. Tchaikovsky was surrounded by friends, but after a while he
came over to the corner where I was sitting and engaged me in
conversation. Peter had told him that I intended to study medicine.
How did I propose to do it and go on with my activities at the same
time, he wondered. I explained that I planned to come to England
for lectures, during the summer, perhaps even go to America; in
any case I did not think of giving up the movement altogether. “Un-
less you do that,” he said, “you’ll be a bad doctor; and if you are in
earnest about your profession, you’ll become a bad propagandist.
You can’t do both” He advised me to think it over before under-
taking something that was sure to destroy my usefulness in the
movement. His words disturbed me. I was confident that I could
do both things if I was determined enough and continued with my
social interests. But somehow he had succeeded in putting doubt
into my mind. I began to question myself; did I really want to take
five years out of my life to gain a doctor’s degree?
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quickly, opened the wire door, and with a buoyant: “Well, dear
Emma, are you here at last?” he embraced me. The greeting was
so unexpectedly warm that it immediately quieted my apprehen-
sions of him as a blind follower of Most. He asked me to wait a
moment to enable him to finish the last paragraph of the article
he was writing. “Done!” he exclaimed cheerily after a short time;
“let’s get out of this prison. We'll go to lunch at the Blue Ribbon
Restaurant”

It was past noon when we reached the place; five o’clock found
us still there. The silent, depressed young man of my brief en-
counter in Philadelphia was very much alive and an interesting
conversationalist, now intensely serious, again light-hearted as a
boy. We discussed the movement, Most and Sasha. Far from being
fanatical and narrow, Max showed greater breadth, sympathy, and
understanding than I had found among even the best of the German
anarchists. He greatly admired Most, he said, for the heroic strug-
gle he had made and the persecutions he had endured. Yet Most’s
attitude towards Sasha had produced a very painful impression on
Max and his co-workers in the “Jungen “ group in Germany. They
had all sided with Sasha, and still did, Max assured me; but since
his coming to America he had begun better to appreciate Most’s
tragedy in the alien land in which he could never take root. In the
United States Most was out of his sphere, without the inspiration
and impetus that come from the life and struggle of the masses.
Most, of course, had considerable German support in the country,
but it is only the native element in a country that can bring about
fundamental changes. It must have been the helplessness of his po-
sition in America and the absence of a native anarchist movement
that had caused Most to turn against propaganda by deed and, with
it, against Sasha.

I could not accept Max’s explanation of Most’s betrayal of what
he had propagated for years. But his generous attempt objectively
to analyse the causes that had brought about the change in Most
gave me an insight into the character of Max. There was nothing
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petty about him, no trace of rancour or desire to censor, no vestige
of a partisan spirit. He impressed me as a big personality; to be
with him was like breathing the pure air of green fields.

My joy in Max was heightened by the discovery that he shared
my admiration for Nietzsche, Ibsen, and Hauptmann, and that he
knew many more whose names I had not even heard. He had
known Gerhart Hauptmann personally and had accompanied him
on his rounds through the districts where the weavers live in Silesia.
Max was then editor of a labour paper, Der Proletarier aus dem Eu-
lengebirge, published in the locality which had furnished the drama-
tist with the material for his two powerful social canvases, Die We-
ber and Hannele. The ghastly poverty and wretchedness had embit-
tered the weavers and had made them suspicious. They were loath
to talk to the young man with the ascetic face resembling a priest
who had come to question them about their lives. But they knew
Max. He was of the people and with them, and they trusted him.

Max related to me some of his experiences on his tramps with
Gerhart Hauptmann. Everywhere they found appalling misery.
Once they came upon an old weaver in a barren hut. On a bench
lay a woman with a little baby, covered with rags. The child’s ema-
ciated body was a mass of sores. There was no food and no wood in
the house. Utter destitution grinned from every corner. In another
place there lived a widow with her grand-daughter of thirteen, a
girl of extraordinary beauty. They shared the room with a weaver
and his wife. All during his talk with them Hauptmann had kept
stroking the child’s head. “It was no doubt she who gave him the
inspiration for his Hannele,” Max commented; “I know how he was
impressed by that tender flower in its dreadful environment” For
a long time afterwards Hauptmann continued sending gifts to the
little girl. He could sympathize with those disinherited because he
knew from personal experience what poverty was; he had often
gone hungry while a student in Ziirich.

Ifelt Thad found a kindred spirit in Max, one with understanding
and appreciation of what had come to mean so much to me. The

266

England was still the only asylum in Europe for political refugees
and that its hospitality should not be forfeited by meetings.

My first public appearance in London, in the Athenaeum Hall,
was a dismal failure. I had caught a severe cold that affected my
throat so that my speaking was painful not only to myself but to
the audience as well. I could hardly be heard. No less distressing
was my nervousness when I learned that the most distinguished
Russian refugees and some noted Englishmen had come to hear
me. The names of those Russians had always symbolized to me all
that was heroic in the struggle against the tsars. The thought of
their presence filled me with awe. What could I say to such men,
and how say it?

Harry Kelly acted as chairman, straightway proceeding to tell
the audience that his comrade Emma Goldman, who had faced
squadrons of police in America, had just confided to him that she
was panicky before this assembly. The latter thought it a good joke
and laughed heartily. Inwardly I raged at Harry, but the good hu-
mour of the audience and its evident desire to put me at my ease
somewhat relieved my nervous tension. I plodded through my lec-
ture, aware all the time that I was delivering a rotten speech. The
questions that followed, however, gave me back my self-possession.
I felt more in my element, and I did not care any more who was
present. I regained my ordinary determined and aggressive man-
ner.

My meetings in the East End offered no difficulties. There I was
among my people; I knew their lives, hard and barren everywhere,
but more so in London. I was able to find the right words to reach
them; I was my own self in their midst. My nearer comrades were
a warm and genial lot. The moving spirit of the work in the East
End was Rudolph Rocker, a young German, who presented the pe-
culiar phenomenon of a Gentile editor of a Yiddish paper. He had
not associated much with Jews until he came to England. In or-
der to fit himself the better for his activities in the ghetto, he had
lived among the Jews and mastered their language. As editor of
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movement. Peter was particularly interested in my tours through
the Middle West and California. “It must be a splendid field,” he
remarked, “if you can cover the same ground three times in suc-
cession.” I assured him that it was, and that much of the credit for
my success in California had been due to Free Society. “The paper
is doing splendid work,” he warmly agreed, “but it would do more
if it would not waste so much space discussing sex” I disagreed,
and we became involved in a heated argument about the place of
the sex problem in anarchist propaganda. Peter’s view was that
woman’s equality with man had nothing to do with sex; it was a
matter of brains. “When she is his equal intellectually and shares
in his social ideals,” he said, “she will be as free as he.” We both got
somewhat excited, and our voices must have sounded as if we were
quarreling. Sophia, quietly sewing a dress for her daughter, tried
several times to direct our talk into less vociferous channels, but in
vain. Peter and I paced the room in growing agitation, each strenu-
ously upholding his side of the question. At last I paused with the
remark: “All right, dear comrade, when I have reached your age,
the sex question may no longer be of importance to me. But it is
now, and it is a tremendous factor for thousands, millions even, of
young people” Peter stopped short, an amused smile lighting up
his kindly face. “Fancy, I didn’t think of that,” he replied. “Perhaps
you are right, after all” He beamed affectionately upon me, with a
humorous twinkle in his eye.

During dinner I broached the plan for the anti-war meetings. Pe-
ter was even more emphatic than Harry had been. It was out of
the question, he thought; it would endanger my life; moreover, be-
cause I was a Russian, my stand on the war would unfavourably
affect the status of the Russian refugees. “I'm not here as a Russian,
but as an American,” I protested. “Moreover, what do these consid-
erations matter when such a vital issue as war is involved?” Peter
pointed out that it mattered very much to people who had death
or Siberia staring them in the face. He insisted, nevertheless, that
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wealth of his mind and his sensitive personality held irresistible ap-
peal. Our intellectual kinship was spontaneous and complete, find-
ing also its emotional expression. We became inseparable, each day
revealing to me new beauty and depth in his being. He was ma-
tured mentally far beyond his years, while psychically he was of
the world of romance, of rare gentleness and refinement.

Another great event during my stay in Chicago was meeting
Moses Harman, the courageous champion of free motherhood and
woman’s economic and sexual emancipation. His name had first
become familiar to me through reading Lucifer, the weekly paper
he was publishing. I knew of the persecution he had endured and of
his imprisonment by the moral eunuchs of America, with Anthony
Comstock at their head. Accompanied by Max, I visited Harman at
the office of Lucifer, which was also the home that he shared with
his daughter Lillian.

One’s mental picture of great personalities usually proves false
upon nearer contact. With Harman it was the contrary; I had not
sufficiently visualized the charm of the man. His erect carriage (in
spite of a lame leg, the result of a Civil War bullet), his striking head,
with its flowing white hair and beard, together with his youthful
eyes, combined to make the man a most impressive figure. There
was nothing austere or forbidding about him; in fact, he was all
kindliness. That characteristic explained his supreme faith in the
country that had struck him so many blows. I was no stranger to
him, he assured me. He had been outraged by the treatment I had
received at the hands of the police, and he had protested against it.
“We are comrades in more than one respect,” he commented, with a
pleasant smile. We spent the evening discussing problems affecting
woman and her emancipation. During the talk I expressed doubt as
to whether the approach to sex, so coarse and vulgar in America,
was likely to change in the near future and Puritanism be banished
from the land. Harman was sure it would. “T have seen such great
changes since I began my work,” he said, “that I am convinced we
are not far now from a real revolution in the economic and sexual
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status of woman in the United States. A pure and ennobling feel-
ing about sex and its vital réle in human life is bound to develop.” I
called his attention to the growing power of Comstockism. “Where
are the great men and women who can check that stifling force?”
I asked; “outside of yourself and a handful of others the Ameri-
cans are the most puritanical people in the world.” “Not quite,” he
replied; “don’t forget England, which has only recently suppressed
Havelock Ellis’s great work on sex.” He had faith in America and
in the men and women that had been fighting for years, even suf-
fering calumny and imprisonment for the idea of free motherhood.

During my stay in Chicago I attended a Labour convention in
session in the city. I met a number of people there prominent in
trade-union and revolutionary ranks, among them Mrs. Lucy Par-
sons, widow of our martyred Albert Parsons, who took an active
part in the proceedings. The most striking figure at the conven-
tion was Eugene V. Debs. Very tall and lean, he stood out above
his comrades in more than a physical sense; but what struck me
most about him was his naive unawareness of the intrigues go-
ing on around him. Some of the delegates, non-political socialists,
had asked me to speak and had the chairman put me on the list.
By obvious trickery the Social Democratic politicians succeeded in
preventing my getting the floor. At the conclusion of the session
Debs came over to me to explain that there had been an unfortu-
nate misunderstanding, but that he and his comrades would have
me address the delegates in the evening.

In the evening neither Debs nor the committee was present. The
audience consisted of the delegates that had extended the invita-
tion to me and of our own comrades. Debs arrived, all out of breath,
almost at the close. He had tried to get away from the various ses-
sions in order to hear me, he said, but he had been detained. Would
I forgive him and take lunch with him the next day? I had the feel-
ing that possibly he had been a party to the petty conspiracy to
suppress me. At the same time I could not reconcile his frank and
open demeanour with mean actions. I consented. After spending
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Chapter 21

The war madness in England was so great, some of the comrades
informed me, that it would be almost impossible to deliver my lec-
tures as had been planned. Harry Kelley was of the same opinion.
“Why not hold anti-war mass meetings?” I suggested. I referred to
the splendid gatherings we had in America during the Spanish War.
Now and then there had been attempts at interference, and several
lectures had to be given up, but on the whole we had been able
to carry through our campaign. Harry thought, however, that it
would be impossible in England. His description of violent attacks
on speakers (the jingo spirit being at its height) and of meetings
being broken up by patriotic mobs sounded discouraging. He was
sure it would be even more dangerous for me, a foreigner, to speak
on the war. I was in favour of trying it, anyhow. I simply could not
be in England and keep silent on the matter. Did not Great Britain
believe in free speech? “Mind you,” he warned me, “it is not the au-
thorities who interfere with meetings, as in America; it is the mob
itself, both rich and poor” I insisted, nevertheless, on making an
attempt. Harry promised to consult the other comrades about it.

At the invitation of the Kropotkins I went out with Mary Is-
sac to Bromley. This time Mrs. Kropotkin and her little daughter,
Sasha, were at home. Both Peter and Sophia Grigorevna received us
with affectionate cordiality. We discussed America, our movement
there, and conditions in England. Peter had visited the States in
1898, but I was at the time on the Coast and unable to attend his lec-
tures. I knew, however, that his tour had been very successful and
that he had left a most gratifying impression. The proceeds of his
meetings had helped to revive Solidarity and inject new life into our
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grateful for it. It would have been even more difficult to control my
tears in his presence. It was most painful to say good-bye to Justus,
whom we all knew to be dying of tuberculosis. He looked very ill,
and I felt saddened by the thought that I might never see him alive
again. It was hard also to part from my brother. I was glad to be
able to leave him some money, and I would contribute to his needs
from the monthly allowance my Detroit friends were to send me. I
could manage on less; I had done it in Vienna. The boy had taken
deep hold on my heart; he was so tender and considerate that his
affection had become something very precious in my life. As the
big liner steamed out, I remained on deck to watch the receding
silhouettes of New York.

Our crossing was uneventful, except for a raging storm. We ar-
rived in London two days too late for the eleventh-of-November
meeting and at the height of the Boer War. In the house where
Harry Kelly and his family were living there was only one room
vacant, and that was in the basement. Even in clear weather it had
but little day light, while on foggy days the gas-jet had to be kept
going all the time. The fire-place warmed only one’s side or back,
never the entire body, and I constantly had to keep changing my
position to balance, to some extent, the atmospheric difference be-
tween the fire and the cold room.

Having been in London during its best season, in late August
and September, I used to think that people exaggerated when they
spoke of the horrors of the London fogs, the dampness and grey-
ness of its winter. But I realized this time that they had hardly done
justice to the reality. The fog was like a monster, stealthily creep-
ing up and enveloping the victim in its chilly embrace. Mornings
I would awaken with a leaden feeling, my mouth parched. In vain
the hope of enjoying a ray of light by opening the blinds; the black-
ness from the outside would soon creep into the room. Poor Mary
Isaak, coming from sunny California, was depressed by the London
weather even worse than I. She had planned to stay a month, but
after one week she was anxious to leave.
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some time with him I was convinced that Debs was in no way to
blame. Whatever the politicians in his party might be doing, I was
sure that he was decent and high-minded. His belief in the peo-
ple was very genuine, and his vision of socialism quite unlike the
State machine pictured in Marx’s communist manifesto. Hearing
his views, I could not help exclaiming: “Why, Mr. Debs, you’re an
anarchist!” “Not Mister, but Comrade,” he corrected me; “won’t you
call me that?” Clasping my hand warmly, he assured me that he felt
very close to the anarchists, that anarchism was the goal to strive
for, and that all socialists should also be anarchists. Socialism to
him was only a stepping-stone to the ultimate ideal, which was
anarchism. “I know and love Kropotkin and his work,” he said; “T
admire him and I revere our murdered comrades who lie in Wald-
heim, as I do also all the other splendid fighters in your movement.
You see, then, I am your comrade. I am with you in your strug-
gle” I pointed out that we could not hope to achieve freedom by
increasing the power of the State, which the socialists were aiming
at. I stressed the fact that political action is the death-nell of the
economic struggle. Debs did not dispute me, agreeing that the rev-
olutionary spirit must be kept alive notwithstanding any political
objects, but he thought the latter a necessary and practical means
of reaching the masses. We parted good friends. Debs was so ge-
nial and charming as a human being that one did not mind the lack
of political clarity which made him reach out at one and the same
time for opposite poles.

The following day I visited Michael Schwab, one of the Chicago
martyrs whom Governor Altgeld had pardoned. Six years in the
Joliet Penitentiary had undermined his health, and I found him in
the hospital with tuberculosis. It was amazing to witness with what
endurance and fortitude an ideal can imbue one. Schwab’s wasted
body, the hectic flush on his cheeks, his eyes shining with the fa-
tal fever in his blood, convincingly spoke of the tortures he had
endured during the harrowing trial, through the months of wait-
ing for reprieve, followed by the execution of his comrades, and
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his own long years in prison. Yet Michael said hardly a word about
himself, nor did he permit a complaint to escape him. His ideal was
uppermost in his mind, and everything bearing upon it was still his
sole interest. I felt with a feeling of awe for the man whose staunch
and proud spirit the cruel powers had failed to break.

My presence in Chicago gave me the opportunity to fulfil a wish
of long standing: to do honour to our precious dead by placing a
wreath upon their grave in Waldheim Cemetery. Before the monu-
ment erected to their memory we stood in silence, Max and I, our
hands clasped. The inspired vision of the artist had transformed
stone into a living presence. The figure of the woman on a high
pedestal, and the fallen hero reclining at her feet, were expressive
of defiance and revolt, mingled with pity and love. Her face, beauti-
ful in its great humanity, was turned upon a world of pain and woe,
one hand pointing to the dying rebel, the other held protectingly
over his brow. There was intense feeling in her gesture, and infinite
tenderness. The tablet on the back of the base was engraved with a
significant passage from Governor Altgeld’s reasons for pardoning
the three surviving anarchists.

It was nearly dark when we made our way out of the cemetery.
My thoughts wandered back to the time when I had opposed the
erection of the monument. I had argued that our dead comrades
needed no stone to immortalize them. I realized now how narrow
and bigoted I had been, and how little I had understood the power
of art. The monument served as the embodiment of the ideals for
which the men had died, a visible symbol of their words and their
deeds.

Before I left Chicago, the news reached me of Robert Reitzel’s
death. While his friends knew that the end was only a question of
weeks, yet we were stunned. My own loss was the more poignant
because of my closeness to my dear “knight.” His rebellious ardour
and artistic soul stood so vividly before me that I could not think
of him as dead. It was particularly on my last visit to him that I
came fully to appreciate his true greatness, the heights to which
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One evening I went to Justus’s place, where I had promised to
meet Ed. I found him in the circle of his philologic cronies, dis-
cussing, as usual, the etymology of words. An old literary friend,
whom I had not seen for a long time, was there, and while I waited
for Ed, I conversed with him. It grew late, but Ed showed no dispo-
sition to leave. I told him I was going home, and I left, accompanied
by the writer, who lived in the same neighbourhood. At my door I
bade him good-bye and immediately went to bed.

I awoke from a ghastly dream that terrified me by lightning and
rumbling. But the thunder and crashing of things seemed to con-
tinue, and presently I became aware that it was real, happening
next door, in Ed’s room. He must be crazed by drink, I thought.
Yet I had never seen Ed intoxicated to the extent of losing control
of himself. What had happened to make Ed so violent as to come
home and smash up things in the middle of the night? I wanted to
call, to cry out to him, but I was somehow restrained by the contin-
ued clatter of objects falling and breaking. After a while it subsided
and I heard Ed throw himself heavily on the couch. Then all was
quiet.

I kept awake, my eyes burning, my heart beating tumultuously.
At daybreak I dressed hastily and opened the door separating my
room from Ed’s. The sight was appalling: the floor was littered
with broken furniture and china; the sketch Fedya had made of me,
which Ed had cherished as his greatest treasure, lay torn and tram-
pled upon, its frame smashed. Table and chairs were overturned
and broken. In the midst of the confusion lay Ed, half-dressed and
fast asleep. In anger and disgust I ran back to my room, slamming
the door behind me.

I saw Ed once more, the next day, before I sailed. His haggard
look of misery sealed my lips. What was there to say or explain?
The debris of our things were the symbol of our wrecked love, of
the life that had been so full of colour and promise.

Many friends came to the steamer to say adieu to me and to Mary
Isaak, who was sailing with me. Ed was not among them, and I was
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had lost its old ring. It was heart-rending to see our “giant oak”
beginning to break.

Funds to carry out Sasha’s undertaking had to be raised under
cover of a supposed new legal move. Only very few comrades could
be told about the real object for which the money was needed. The
man who could help most was S. Yanofsky, editor of the Freie Ar-
beiter Stimme, the Yiddish anarchist weekly. He had only recently
come from England, where he had edited the Arbeiter Freund; he
was clever and wielded an incisive pen. I knew him as a worship-
per of Most which was no doubt the reason for his antagonistic
attitude towards me at our first meeting. His sarcastic manner had
made a disagreeable impression on me, and I disliked having to
approach him. But it was for Sasha’s sake, and I went to see him.

To my surprise I found Yanofsky very much interested and will-
ing to help. He expressed doubts about the chances of the plan’s
success but when I informed him that Sasha was desperate at the
thought of continuing eleven more years in his grave, Yanofsky
promised to do his utmost to raise the necessary money. With “Ib-
sen” and several other reliable friends in Pittsburgh to look after the
undertaking, and with Yanofsky to assist with the financial end my
anxiety was considerably allayed.

Harry Kelly was then in England. I had written him about my
coming to Europe and he immediately invited me to stay in the
house where he was living with his wife and child. The Lon-
don comrades, Harry wrote, were planning a large eleventh-of-
November meeting and would be glad to have me as one of the
speakers. At the same time a letter arrived from the anarchists
in Glasgow, inviting me for lectures. Besides, there was much to
be done for our congress. I had received credentials as a delegate
from several groups. Some of the American comrades, among them
Lizzie and William Holmes, Abe Isaak, and Susan Patten, asked me
to present their papers on various topics.  had a great deal of work
before me and it was time to start on my journey. But to my distress
there was still no word from “Tony.”
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he could rise. A thinker and poet, he was not content merely to
fashion beautiful words, he wanted them to be living realities, to
help in awakening the masses to the possibilities of an earth freed
from the shackles the privileged few had forged. His dream was of
things radiant, of love and freedom, of life and joy. He had lived
and fought for that dream with all the passion of his soul.

Now Robert was dead, his ashes strewn over the lake. His great
heart beat no more, his turbulent spirit was at rest. Life continued
on its course, made more desolate without my knight, robbed of the
force and beauty of his pen, the poetic splendour of his song. Life
continued, and with it grew stronger the determination for greater
effort.

Denver was a centre of our work, with a number of men and
women of the individualist as well as of the communist school of
anarchism active there. They were nearly all native born; some of
them could trace their ancestry to the pioneers of colonial days.
Lizzie and William Holmes, co-workers of Albert Parsons and his
close friends, and their circle were persons of keen and clear minds,
grounded in the economic aspects of the social struggle and well-
informed otherwise also. Lizzie and William had been in the thick
of the eight-hour struggle in Chicago and were contributors as well
to the Alarm and other radical publications. The death of Albert Par-
sons had been an even greater blow to them than to most comrades
because of their year-long friendship. Now living in Denver in poor
quarters and barely earning enough to sustain life, they were still as
devoted to the Cause as in the days when their faith was young and
their hopes high. We spent much time discussing the movement
and particularly the period of 1887. Their picture of Albert Parsons,
the rebel and the man, was most vivid: To Parsons, anarchism had
not been a mere theory of the future. He had made it a living force
in his everyday existence, in his home life and relations with his
fellows. Descended from an old Southern family that prided itself
on caste, Albert Parsons felt kinship with the most degraded of hu-
manity. He had grown up in an atmosphere that tenaciously clung
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to the idea of slavery as a divine right, and State honours as the
only thing worth while in the world. He not only repudiated both,
but married a young mulato. There was no room for colour distinc-
tions in Albert’s ideal of human brotherhood, and love was more
powerful than man-made barriers. The same generous quality had
impelled him to leave his place of safety and deliberately walk into
the clutches of the Illinois authorities. The urge of sharing the fate
of his comrades was more important than anything else. And yet
Albert passionately loved life. His fine spirit manifested itself even
in his last moments. Far from giving way to rancour or lamenta-
tions, Parsons intoned his favourite song, Annie Laurie, its strains
ringing in his prison cell on the very day of execution.

My journey from Denver to San Francisco through the Rocky
Mountains was replete with new experience and sensations. I had
looked at the Swiss mountains when I had stopped for a few days in
Switzerland on my way from Vienna. But the sight of the Rockies,
austere and forbidding, was overwhelming. I could not free myself
from the thought of the puerility of all man’s efforts. The whole
human race, myself included, appeared like a mere blade of grass
so insignificant, so pathetically helpless, in the face of those crush-
ing mountains. They terrified me, yet held me in their beauty and
grandeur. But when we reached the Royal Gorge, and our train
slowly picked its way along the winding arteries hewn by the hand
of labour, relief came and renewed faith im my own strength. The
forces that had penetrated those colossi of stone were everywhere
at work bearing witness to the creative genius and inexhaustible
resources of man.

To see California for the first time in early spring, after twenty-
four hours through drab Nevada, was like beholding a fairyland
after a nightmare. Never before had I seen nature so lavish and
resplendent. I was still under its spell when the scene changed to
one of less exuberance, and the train pulled into Oakland.

My stay in San Francisco was most interesting and delightful. It
enabled me to do the best work I had accomplished till then, and
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promises made to his fellow sufferers remaining behind the bars.
“Tony” was probably like the majority, I thought. Still, I had sev-
eral weeks yet before sailing — perhaps “Tony” would turn up in
the meantime.

Since leaving New York on my last tour I had not corresponded
with Ed, but on my return I had received a letter from him beg-
ging me to come to the apartment and occupy it until I left for Eu-
rope. He could not endure the idea that I should be with strangers
when I had a home of my own. “There is no reason for your not
staying here, he wrote; “we are still friends, and the flat, with ev-
erything in it is yours” At first I was inclined to refuse; I dreaded
a revival of our former relationship and the old struggle. But Ed
was so persistent in his letters that I finally returned to the place
that had been my home for so many years. Ed was charming, full of
tact, considerately noninvasive. Our flat had separate entrances; we
came and went our different ways. It was the busy season for Ed’s
firm, and my time was fully occupied by raising money for Sasha’s
project and getting ready for my trip abroad. On my occasional free
evenings or Saturday afternoons Ed would invite me to dinner or
to the theatre, afterwards going to Justus’s place. He never once
referred to our old life. Instead we discussed my plans for Europe
and he seemed greatly interested in them. He was pleased to hear
that Herman Miller and Carl Stone were to finance my study of
medicine, and he promised to pay me a visit in Europe, as he was
planning to go abroad the following year. His mother had been ail-
ing of late; she was growing old and he was anxious to see her as
soon as possible.

Justus’s place continued to be the most interesting in New York,
but its former gaiety was dampened by the alarming condition of
its host. I had not been informed, while touring the country, of his
illness, and on my return I was appalled to find him wasted and
weak. His needs had urged him to go for a rest; Mrs. Schwab and
their son could manage the place in his absence. But Justus would
not consent. He laughed and joked as usual, but his glorious voice
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carried out and I confessed to Eric that I felt uneasy about going at
all. “It will be maddening to be three thousand miles away while
Sasha’s fate is hanging in the balance,” I said. Eric understood my
feelings in the matter, but he thought that as far as the proposed
tunnel was concerned, I could do nothing. “In fact, your absence
may prove of greater value,” he argued, “than your presence in
America. It will serve to ward off suspicion that something is be-
ing done for Sasha” He agreed with me that the question of Sasha’s
safety after the escape was of paramount importance. He feared, as
I did, that Sasha could not remain very long in the country without
being apprehended.

“We’ll have to get him away as quickly as possible to Canada
or Mexico, and thence to Europe,” he suggested. “The tunnel will
require months of work, and that will give you time to prepare
a place for him abroad. There he will be recognized as a political
refugee and as such he will not be extradited””

I knew Eric was a very level-headed man, entirely reliable. Still T
hated to go away without seeing “Tony,” learning the details of the
plan, and finding out all he could tell us about Sasha. Eric quieted
my apprehensions by promising to take charge of the entire matter
and to begin operations as soon as “Tony” arrived. He was a man
of convincing manner and strong personality, and I had the fullest
faith in his courage and ability to carry out successfully Sasha’s di-
rections. He was, moreover, splendid company, full of cheer, and
with a fine sense of humour. At parting he jubilantly assured me
that together with Sasha we should soon all meet in Paris to cele-
brate his escape.

Still “Tony” failed to appear and his absence filled me with mis-
givings. Involuntarily I thought of the unreliability of prisoners’
promises. I remembered the great things several of the women in
Blackwell’s Island were going to do for me upon their release. They
were all soon drawn into the whirlpool of life and personal inter-
ests, their best prison intentions slipping away from them. It is rare
indeed that a released prisoner is willing and able to carry out the
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it brought me in contact with many free and rare spirits. The head-
quarters of anarchist activity on the Coast was Free Society, edited
and published by the Isaak family. They were unusual people, Abe
Isaak, Mary, his wife, and their three children. They had been Men-
nonites, a liberal religious sect in Russia, of German origin. In
America the Isaaks had first settled in Portland, Oregon, where they
came under the influence of anarchist ideas. Together with some
native comrades, among whom were Henry Addis and H. J. Pope,
the Isaaks founded an anarchist weekly called the Firebrand. Be-
cause of the appearance in the latter of Walt Whitman’s poem, “A
Woman Waits for Me,” their paper was suppressed, its publishers
arrested, and H. J. Pope imprisoned for obscenity. The Isaak family
then started Free Society, later moving to San Francisco. Even the
children co-operated in the undertaking, often working eighteen
hours a day, writing, setting up type, and addressing wrappers. At
the same time they did not neglect other propagandist activities.

The particular attraction of the Isaaks for me was the consistency
of their lives, the harmony between the ideas they professed and
their application. The comradeship between the parents and the
complete freedom of every member of the household were novel
things to me. In no other anarchist family had I seen children en-
joy such liberty or so independently express themselves without
the slightest hindrance from their elders. It was amusing to hear
Abe and Pete, boys of sixteen and eighteen respectively, hold their
father to account for some alleged infraction of principle, or criti-
cize the propaganda value of his articles. Isaak would listen with
patience and respect, even if the manner of the criticism were ado-
lescently harsh and arrogant. Never once did I see the parents re-
sort to the authority of superior age or wisdom. Their children were
their equals; their right to disagree, to live their own lives and learn,
was unquestioned.

“If you can’t establish freedom in your own home,” Isaak often
said, “how can you expect to help the world to it?” To him and to
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Mary that was just what freedom meant: equality of the sexes in
all needs, physical, intellectual, and emotional.

The Isaaks maintained this attitude in the Firebrand, and now
again in Free Society. For their insistence on sex equality they were
severely censored by many anarchists in the East and abroad. I had
welcomed the discussion of these problems in their paper, for I
knew from my own experience that sex expression is as vital a fac-
tor in human life as food and air. Therefore it was not mere theory
that had led me at an early stage of my development to discuss sex
as frankly as I did other topics and to live my life without fear of
the opinion of others. Among American radicals in the East I had
met many men and women who shared my view on this subject
and had the courage to practise their ideas in their sex life. But in
my own immediate ranks I was very much alone. It was therefore a
revelation to find that the Isaaks felt and lived as I did. It helped to
establish a strong personal bond between us besides our common
anarchist ideal.

Notwithstanding nightly lectures in San Francisco and adjoining
towns, a mass meeting to celebrate the first of May, and a debate
with a socialist, we still found time for frequent social gatherings
jovial enough to be disapproved by the purists. But we did not mind
it. Youth and freedom laughed at rules and strictures, and our circle
consisted of people young in years and in spirit. In the company of
the Isaak boys and the other young chaps I felt like a grandmother
— I was twenty-nine — but in spirit I was the gayest, as my young
admirers often assured me. We had the joy of life in us, and the Cal-
ifornia wines were cheap and stimulating. The propagandist of an
unpopular cause needs, even more than other people, occasional
light-hearted irresponsibility. How else could he survive the hard-
ships and travail of existence? My San Francisco comrades could
work strenuously; they took their tasks very seriously, but they
could also love, drink, and play.
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of release gone, I could do nothing but submit to Sasha’s wishes,
though with an anxious heart.

His letters, after I informed him that we would go ahead with his
scheme, showed him to have undergone a wonderful transforma-
tion. He was buoyant again, full of hope and vigour. Soon he would
send a friend to us, he wrote, a most trustworthy person, a fellow
prisoner whom he called “Tony.” The man would be released within
a few weeks, and he would then bring us the necessary details of
the plan. “It will not fail if my instructions are faithfully carried
out,” he wrote. He explained that two things would be required:
dependable comrades of grit and endurance, and some money. He
was sure I would find both.

Before long “Tony” was released, but certain preparatory work
in Sasha’s behalf kept him in Pittsburgh, and we could not get in
personal touch with him. I learned, however, that Sasha’s plan in-
volved the digging of a tunnel from the outside into the prison, and
that Sasha had entrusted “Tony” with all the necessary diagrams
and measurements to enable us to do the work. The scheme seemed
fantastic, the desperate design of one driven to stake everything,
even his life, upon the throw of a card. Yet I was carried away by
the project, so cleverly conceived, and worked out with utmost care.
I reflected a long time upon whom to approach in regard to the un-
dertaking. There were plenty of comrades who would be willing to
risk their lives to rescue Sasha, but few who had the requisites for
such a difficult and hazardous task. I finally decided upon our Nor-
wegian friend Eric B. Morton whom we had nicknamed “Ibsen.” He
was a veritable viking, in spirit and physique, a man of intelligence,
daring, and will-power.

The plan appealed to him at once. Without hesitation he
promised to do anything that would be required, and he was ready
to start there and then. I explained that there would be an unavoid-
able delay, we had to wait for “Tony.” Something was apparently
detaining him much longer than he had expected. I was loath to
leave for Europe without being sure that Sasha’s plan was being
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busches, Emma Clausen, and other friends, were a round of good
fellowship and comradeship.

Both Miller and Stone showed great interest in my struggle and
plans for the future. Asked about the latter, I informed them that I
had none, except to work for my ideal. Didn’t I wish to secure my-
self materially, by having some profession, for instance, Herman
suggested. I had always wanted to study medicine, I told him, but
had never had the means for it. I was completely taken off my feet
by Herman’s unexpectedly offering to finance my studies. Stone
also wanted to share the expense, but the two friends thought it
impracticable to turn the entire amount over to me. “I understand
you always have a string of people needing help; you will be sure
to give the money away,” Herman said. They agreed to secure me
for five years with an income of forty dollars a month. The same
day Herman, accompanied by Julia Ruedebusch, took me to the best
store in Detroit, “to help rig Emma out for her trip.” A beautiful blue
Scotch cloth cape was among the numerous things I cherished from
my shopping tour. Carl Stone presented me with a gold watch; it
was clam-shaped, and I wondered why he had chosen such a pe-
culiar form. “In token of a gift you have, so rare in your sex: the
ability to keep mum,” he said. “That is indeed a compliment from a
male!” I retorted, to the amusement of the rest.

Before I took leave of my dear friends in Detroit, Herman shyly
and unobtrusively put an envelope in my hand. “A love-letter,” he
said, “to be read on the train” The “love-letter” contained five hun-
dred dollars, with a note: “For your passage, dear Emma, and to
keep you from care until we meet in Paris.”

The last hope of legal redress for Sasha was gone when the new
Board of Pardons refused to hear our appeal. There was nothing
left except the desperate venture Sasha had been planning for a
considerable time — an escape. His friends used every means to
dissuade him from the idea during the campaign made in his be-
half by Carl, Henry, Gordon, and Harry Kelly. With the possibility
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Chapter 18

America had declared war with Spain. The news was not unex-
pected. For several months preceding, press and pulpit were filled
with the call to arms in defence of the victims of Spanish atrocities
in Cuba. I was profoundly in sympathy with the Cuban and Philip-
pine rebels who were striving to throw off the Spanish yoke. In fact,
I had worked with some of the members of the Junta engaged in
underground activities to secure freedom for the Philippine Islands.
But I had no faith whatever in the patriotic protestations of Amer-
ica as a disinterested and noble agency to help the Cubans. It did
not require much political wisdom to see that America’s concern
was a matter of sugar and had nothing to do with humanitarian
feelings. Of course there were plenty of credulous people, not only
in the country at large, but even in liberal ranks, who believed in
America’s claim. I could not join them. I was sure that no one, be
it individual or government, engaged in enslaving and exploiting
at home, could have the integrity or the desire to free people in
other lands. Thenceforth my most important lecture, and the best-
attended, was on Patriotism and War.

In San Francisco it went over without interference, but in the
smaller California towns we had to fight our way inch by inch. The
police, never loath to break up anarchist meetings, stood compla-
cently by and thus encouraged the patriotic disturbers who some-
times made speaking impossible. The determination of our San
Francisco group and my own presence of mind saved more than
one critical situation. In San Jose the audience looked so threaten-
ing that I thought it best to dispense with a chairman and carry the
meeting myself. As soon as I began to speak, bedlam broke loose.
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I turned to the trouble-makers with the request that they choose
someone of their own crowd to conduct the meeting. “Go on!” they
shouted; “you’re only bluffing. You know you wouldn’t let us run
your show!” “Why not?” I called back. “What we want is to hear
both sides, isn’t that so?” “Betcher life!” someone yelled. “We must
secure order for that, mustn’t we?” I continued; “I seem unable to
do so. Supposing one of you boys comes up here and shows me
how to keep the rest quiet until I have stated my side of the story.
After that you can state yours. Now be good American sports.”

Boisterous cries, shouts of “Hurrah,” calls of “Smart kid, let’s give
her a chance!” kept the house in confusion for a few minutes. Fi-
nally an elderly man stepped up on the platform, banged his cane
on the table, and in a voice that would have crumbled the walls
of Jericho bellowed: “Silence! Let’s hear what the lady has to say!”
There was no further disturbance during my speech of an hour, and
when I finished, there was almost an ovation.

Among the most interesting people I met in San Francisco were
two girls, the Strunsky sisters. Anna, the elder, had attended my
lecture on Political Action. She had been indignant, I afterwards
learned, because of my “unfairness to the socialists.” The next day
she came to visit me “for a little while,” as she said. She remained all
afternoon, and then invited me to her home. There I met a group
of students among them Jack London, and the younger Strunsky
girl, Rose, who was ill. Anna and I became great friends. She had
been suspended from Leland Stanford University because she had
received a male visitor in her room instead of in the parlour. I told
Anna of my life in Vienna and of the men students with whom we
used to drink tea, smoke, and discuss all through the night. Anna
thought that the American woman would establish her right to lib-
erty and privacy, once she secured the vote. I did not agree with her.
I argued that the Russian woman had long ago established, even
without the vote, her social and moral independence. Out of it had
developed a beautiful camaraderie, which makes the relations of
the sexes so fine and wholesome among advanced Russians.
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they balked. Evidently the spirits continued in heaven the moral
standards they had set during their embodiment.

Spring Valley, Illinois, a large mining section, had a strong an-
archist group, consisting mostly of Belgians and Italians. They had
invited me for a series of lectures, culminating in a demonstration
on Labour Day. Their efforts were crowned with great success. Al-
though it was broiling hot, the miners turned out with their wives
and children, dressed in their finest. I headed the procession, car-
rying a large red flag. In the garden hired for the speeches the plat-
form had no awning. I spoke with the hot sun beating down on
my head, which had already begun to ache during the long march.
In the afternoon, at our picnic, the comrades brought nineteen ba-
bies to be baptized by me in “true anarchist fashion,” as they said.
I got on an empty beer barrel, no other stand being available, and
addressed the audience. I felt that the ones who needed baptism
were really the parents, baptism in the new ideas of the rights of
the child.

The local papers the following day carried two leading stories:
one that Emma Goldman “drank like a trooper”; the other that she
“had baptized anarchist children in a barrel of beer””

During my previous visit in Detroit with Max I had met one of
Robert Reitzel’s staunchest friends, Herman Miller, and another
devotee of the Armer Teufel, Carl Stone. Miller was president of
the Cleveland Brewing Company and a man of considerable means.
How he ever came to his position was a puzzle to all who knew him.
He was a dreamer and visionary, a lover of freedom and beauty, and
a very generous spirit. For years he had been the main support of
the Armer Teufel. His finest trait was his art of giving. Even when
he tipped a waiter, it was done in a delicate and almost apologetic
way. As for his friends, Herman fairly showered gifts on them, in
a manner as though they were bestowing a favour on him. On this
occasion my host outdid himself in thoughtfulness and generosity.
The days spent with him and Stone, in the company of the Ruede-
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Chapter 20

At the height of my California activities a letter came that shat-
tered my visions of harmonious love: Max wrote me that he and
his comrade “Puck” were about to go abroad together, financed
by a friend. I laughed aloud at the folly of my hopes. After the
failure with Ed how could I have dreamed of love and understand-
ing with anyone else? Love and happiness — empty, meaningless
words, vain reaching out for the unattainable. I felt robbed by life,
defeated in my yearning for a beautiful relationship. I still had my
ideal to live for, as I consoled myself, and the work I had set my-
self to do. Why expect more from life? But where get strength and
inspiration to keep up the struggle? Men had been able to do the
world’s work without the sustaining power of love; why should
not also women? Or is it that woman needs love more than man?
A stupid, romantic notion, conceived to keep her for ever depen-
dent on the male. Well, I would not have it; I would live and work
without love. There is no permanency anywhere in nature or in life.
I must drain the moment and then let the goblet fall to the ground.
It is the sole protection against taking root, only to be painfully
pulled up again. My young friends in San Francisco had been call-
ing. The vision of life with Max had stood in the way. Now I could
respond; I must respond in order to forget.

After visiting Portland and Seattle I went to Tacoma, Washing-
ton. Everything had been prepared for a meeting there, but when I
arrived, I found that the owner of the hall had backed out, and no
other place could be secured. At the last moment, when all hopes
had been given up, the spiritualists came to the rescue. I delivered
several lectures before them, but at the subject of Free Love even
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I wanted to go to Los Angeles, but I knew no one there capable
of organizmg my meetings. The few German anarchists I had cor-
responded with in that city advised me not to come. Certain of my
lectures, especially the one on the sex question, they wrote, would
militate against their work. I had almost abandoned the idea of Los
Angeles when encouragement came from an unexpected quarter.
A young man whom I knew as Mr. V., from New Mexico, offered
to act as my manager. He was to be in Los Angeles on business, he
informed me, and he would be glad to help me arrange one meeting.
Mr. V., who was a fine Jewish type, at first attracted my attention
at my lectures; he attended every evening and always asked intel-
ligent questions. He was also a frequent visitor at the house of the
Isaaks and was evidently interested in our ideas. He was a likable
person and I agreed to have him organize one lecture.

In due time my “manager” wired me that all was ready. When
I arrived, he met me at the station with a bunch of roses and took
me to a hotel. It was one of the best in Los Angeles and I felt it
inconsistent for me to put up at such a fashionable place; but Mr.
V. argued that it was mere prejudice, a thing he had not expected
from Emma Goldman. “Don’t you want the meeting to be a suc-
cess?” he asked. “Of course,” I replied, “but what has it to do with
staying in expensive hotels?” “Very much,” he assured me; “it will
help advertise the lecture.” “Such matters are not considered from
that viewpoint in anarchist ranks,” I protested. “The worse for your
ranks,” he retorted; “that’s why you reach so few people. Wait till
the meeting; then we will talk” I consented to remain.

The luxurious room he had reserved for me, filled with flowers,
was another surprise. Then I discovered a black velvet dress pre-
pared for me. “Is this going to be a lecture or a wedding?” I de-
manded of Mr. V. “Both,” he replied promptly, “though the lecture
is to come first”

He had rented one of the best theatres in the town, and surely,
my manager expostulated, I must understand that I could not ap-
pear in the shabby dress I had worn in San Francisco. Moreover,
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if I did not like the gown he had chosen, I could change it. It was
necessary that I make the best possible showing on my first visit
to Los Angeles. “But what interest have you in doing all this?” I
persisted. “You told me you are not an anarchist” “I'm on the road
to being one,” he replied. “Now be sensible. You agreed to have
me as your manager, so let me manage this affair in my own way.
“Are all managers so solicitous?” I inquired. “Yes, if they know their
business and like their artists a little,” he said.

The following days the papers were full of Emma Goldman, “un-
der the management of a wealthy man from New Mexico.” To avoid
the reporters Mr. V. took me out for long walks and rides in the
Mexican quarter of the town, to restaurants and cafés. One day
he induced me to accompany him to a Russian friend of his, who
turned out to be the most fashionable tailor in town and who talked
me into letting him take my measurements for a suit. On the after-
noon of the lecture I found a simple but beautiful black chiffon
dress in my room. Things appeared mysteriously, as in the fairy-
tales my German nurse used to tell me. Almost every day brought
new surprises, happening in a strange but unostentatious manner.

The meeting was large and rather tumultuous, with patriots
present in great numbers. They repeatedly attempted to create con-
fusion, but the clever chairmanship of the “rich man from New
Mexico” steered the evening to a peaceful conclusion. Then many
people came up to introduce themselves as radicals and to urge me
to remain in Los Angeles, offering to arrange more lectures for me.
From the obscurity of a complete stranger I had become almost a
celebrity, thanks to the efforts of my manager.

Late that evening, in a little Spanish restaurant, away from the
crowds, Mr. V. asked me to marry him. Under ordinary circum-
stances I should have considered such an offer an insult, but every-
thing the man had done was in such good taste that I could not
be angry with him. “T and marriage!” I exclaimed. “You didn’t ask
whether I love you. Besides, have you so little faith in love that you
must put a lock and key on it?” “Well,” he replied, “I don’t believe
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let, no distraction, no colour of any sort in their lives. It is different
in the city: even the poorest working-man there can sometimes
go to a show or a lecture, or find some interest in his union. The
farmer has nothing but long and arduous toil in the summer, and
empty days in the winter. Sex is all they have. How should these
people understand sex in its finer expressions, or love that cannot
be sold or bound? It’s an uphill fight, but we must strive on,” my
dear comrade concluded.

Time passed only too quickly. Presently I had to leave in order
to keep my engagements in the West. Sam offered to take me to the
station by a shorter route, which was “only fourteen miles” Kate
and the rest of the family accompanied us.
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“How can a woman of your brains and abilities go on living in
such a dull and limited sphere?” I inquired.

“Well, there is Sam,” she replied, “who shares everything with me
and whom I love, and the children. And there are my neighbours
who need me. One can do much even here.

The attendance at my three meetings testified to Kate’s influence.
From a radius of many miles the farmers came, on foot, in wagons,
and on horseback. Two lectures I gave in the little country school-
house, the third in a large grove. It was a most picturesque gath-
ering, with the faces of my listeners lit up by lanterns they had
brought with them. From the questions some of the men asked,
which centred mainly on the right to the land under anarchism, I
could see that at least some of them had not come out of mere cu-
riosity, and that Kate had awakened them to the realization that
their own difficulties were part of the larger problems of society.

The whole Austen family dedicated itself to me during my stay.
Sam took me over the fields on horseback, having given me a sober
old mare to ride. The children fulfilled my wishes almost before I
had a chance to express them, and Kate was all affectionate devo-
tion. We were much alone together, which gave her a chance to
tell me about herself and her surroundings. The greatest objection
some of her neighbours had to her was her stand on the sex ques-
tion. “What would you do if your husband fell in love with another
woman?” a farmer’s wife had once asked her. “Wouldn’t you leave
him?” “Not if he still loved me,” Kate had promptly replied. “And
shouldn’t you hate the woman?” “Not if she were a fine person and
really loved Sam.” Her neighbour had said that if she didn’t know
Kate so well, she would consider her immoral or crazy; even as it
was, she was sure Kate could not possibly love her husband or she
would never consent to share him with anybody else. “The joke of
it is,” Kate added, that the husband of this neighbour is known to
be after every skirt, and she is not aware of it. You have no idea
what the sexual practices of these farmers are. But it is the result
mostly of their dreary existence, she hastened to add; “no other out-
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in your free-love stuff. I should want you to continue your lectures;
I’d be happy to help you and secure you so that you will be able
to do more and better work. But I couldn’t share you with anyone
else”

The old refrain! How often had I heard it since I had become
a free human being. Radical or conservative, every male wants to
bind the woman to himself. I told him flatly: “No!”

He refused to take my answer as final. I might change my mind,
he said. I assured him there was no chance of my marrying him:
I did not propose to forge chains for myself. I had done it once
before; it should not happen again. I wanted only “that free-love
stuff “; no other “stuff” had any meaning to me. But Mr. V. was not
in the least perturbed. His love was not of the moment only, he felt
confident. He would wait.

I bade him good-bye, left the fashionable hotel, and went to stay
with some Jewish comrades I had met. For another week I lectured
at well-attended meetings, later organizing a group of sympathiz-
ers to continue the work. Then I returned to San Francisco.

As a sequel to my activities in Los Angeles an article appeared
in the Freiheit denouncing me for having stayed in an expensive
hotel and having allowed a rich man to arrange my meeting. My
behaviour had “queered anarchism with the workers,” the writer
claimed. Considering that anarchism had never before had a hear-
ing in Los Angeles in English, and that as a result of my meet-
ing systematic propaganda was now about to be carried on among
Americans, the charges seemed to me ridiculous. It was another of
the many silly accusations that often appeared against me in Most’s
weekly. Iignored it, but Free Society published a reply by a German
comrade who called attention to the good results accomplished by
my visit to Los Angeles.

In New York Ed and my brother Yegor met me at the station.
Yegor was overjoyed to have me back; Ed, always reserved in pub-
lic, now appeared unusually so.Ithought it was due to my brother’s
presence, but when he continued to keep aloof even when we were
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alone, I realized that some change had taken place in him. He was
as attentive and considerate as usual, and our home as sweet as
ever; but he had become different.

For my part, I was not conscious of any emotional change to-
wards Ed — I knew it even before my return. Now, in his presence,
I felt sure that, whatever our intellectual differences, I still loved
and wanted him. But his frigid behaviour held me in check.

Although very busy during my tour, I had not neglected the com-
mission Ed had given me for his firm. I had solicited orders for
the “invention” and had succeeded in closing several substantial
contracts with large stationery stores in Western cities. Ed was de-
lighted and praised my efforts. But about my tour and my work,
he asked no questions and showed not the slightest interest. This
served to add resentment to my dissatisfaction with the condition
of things at home. The haven that had given me so much joy and
peace now became stifling.

Fortunately there was no time for brooding. The textile strike in
Summit, New Jersey, was demanding my services. It presented the
usual situation; meetings were either prohibited or broken up by
police clubs. It required skilful manceuvring to meet in the woods
outside of Summit. I was kept very much engaged, with hardly any
time to see Ed. On the rare occasions when we were together, he
would remain silent. Only his eyes spoke and they were full of re-
proach.

When the strike was over I decided to have it out with Ed. I could
bear the situation no longer. I did not get to it for several weeks,
however, owing to the international hunt for anarchists that re-
sulted from the shooting of the Empress of Austria by Luccheni.
Though I had never before heard the name of the man, I was nev-
ertheless shadowed by the police and pilloried by the press as if
I were the one who had killed the unfortunate woman. I refused
to raise the cry of “Crucify!” against Luccheni, especially because
I had learned through the Italian anarchist press that he had been
a child of the street, forced into military service in his youth. He
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road” After a hot bath and a good massage I felt much refreshed,
though still aching in every joint.

My week with the Austens showed me new angles of the small
American farmer’s life. It made me see that we had been wrong
to regard the farmer in the States as belonging to the bourgeoisie.
Kate said it was true only of the very rich landowner who raised
everything on a large scale; the vast mass of farmers in America
were even more dependent than the city workers. They were at the
mercy of the bankers and the railroads, not to speak of their natural
enemies, storm and drought. To combat the latter and nourish the
leeches who sap the farmer he must slave endless hours in every
kind of weather and live almost on the edge of penury. It is his toil-
some lot that makes him hard and close-fisted, Kate thought. She
lamented especially the drab existence of the farmer’s wife. “The
womenfolk have nothing but cares, drudgery, and frequent child-
bearing”

Kate had come to Caplinger only after her marriage. Before that
she had lived in small towns and villages. Left in charge of eight
brothers and sisters at her mother’s death, when she herself was
only eleven years old, she had had no time for much study. Two
years in a district school was all the learning her father had been
able to afford for her. I wondered how she had managed to gain
so much knowledge as her numerous articles implied. “From read-
ing,” she informed me. Her father had been a constant reader, at
first of Ingersoll’s works, later of Lucifer and other radical publi-
cations. The events in Chicago in 1887 had exerted upon her, as
also upon me, the greatest influence. Since then she had closely
followed the social struggle and had studied everything she could
get hold of. The range of her reading, judging by the books I found
in the Austen household, was very wide. Works on philosophy, on
social and economic questions, and on sex were side by side with
the best in poetry and fiction. They had been her school. She was
thoroughly informed, besides possessing an enthusiasm extraordi-
nary in a woman who had hardly come in contact with life.
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olutionary fibre, while her letters to me indicated an affectionate,
sensitive being.

At the station I was met by Sam Austen, Kate’s husband, who
announced that Caplinger Mills was twenty-two miles distant from
the railroad. “The roads are very bad,” he said; “I'm afraid I'll have
to tie you to the seat of my wagon, else you may be shaken out” I
soon found he had not been exaggerating. We had hardly covered
half the way when there came a violent jolt and the cracking of
wheels. Sam landed in a ditch, and when I attempted to get up, I
felt sore all over. He lifted me out of the wagon and set me down
by the wayside. Waiting and rubbing my aching joints, I tried to
smile to encourage Sam.

While he was tinkering the broken wheel, my thoughts went
back to Popelan and our long rides in the big sleigh drawn by a
fiery troika. My blood tingled with the mystery of the night, the
starry heavens above me, the white-clad expanse, the music of the
merry bells, and the peasant songs of Petrushka at my side. The
danger from the wolves, whose howling could be heard in the dis-
tance, made the outings more adventurous and romantic. On our
return home there would be a feast of hot potato pancakes baked
in delicious goose grease, steaming tea with varenya (jam) Mother
had made, and vodka for the servants. Petrushka always let me
taste a little from his glass. “You're a regular drunkard,” he would
tease me. That was indeed my reputation since the day when they
had found me in a stupor in our cellar underneath a beer-barrel.
Father would never permit us to taste liquor, but one day — I was
about three years old then — I had trotted down to the cellar, put
my mouth to a faucet, and drank the queer-tasting stuff. I woke
up in my bed, deathly sick, and would no doubt have been given a
sound thrashing had not our dear old nurse kept me hidden away
from Father...

At last we arrived in Caplinger Mills at the Austen farm. “Put
her to bed right away and give her a hot drink,” Sam directed, “else
she’ll hate us for the rest of her life for having taken her over that
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had witnessed the savagery of war on the African front, had been
brutally treated in the Army, and had led a life of wretchedness
ever since. It was sheer desperation that had driven the man to his
deed of misplaced protest. Everywhere in our social scheme life
was cheap, wasted, and degraded. Why should this boy, then, be ex-
pected to have any reverence for it? I declared my sympathy with
the woman who had long been persona non grata at the Austrian
court and who therefore could not have been responsible for the
crimes committed by the Crown. I saw no propagandistic value in
Luccheni’s act. He was a victim no less than the Empress; I refused
to join in the savage condemnation of the one or in the sickening
sentimentality expressed for the other.

My attitude again called forth the anathema of the press and
the police. Naturally I was not alone; nearly every leading anar-
chist throughout the world had to endure similar attacks. But in the
States, and particularly in New York City, I was the black sheep.

Luccheni’s act had evidently struck terror into the hearts of the
crowned and even the elected rulers, between whom the bonds
of sympathy were evident. The secret conclaves of the powers
resulted in the decision to hold an international anti-anarchist
congress in Rome. The revolutionary and liberty-loving elements
in the United States and Europe realized the impending danger to
freedom of thought and expression and immediately set to work to
stem the tide. Everywhere meetings were held to protest against
the international conspiracy of authority. In New York no hall
could be found where my appearance would be tolerated.

In the midst of this work came an urgent request from the
Alexander Berkman Defense Association in Pittsburgh for greater
activity in behalf of his pardon. The case, which was to be heard
in September, was now set for December 21. The attorneys advised
that the decision of the Board of Pardons would largely depend
on the stand of Andrew Carnegie in the matter and therefore they
urged seeing the steel-magnate. It was an inane suggestion, which
would certainly not be approved by Sasha; such a step was sure to
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put us all in a ridiculous position. I knew no one likely to consent to
approach Carnegie, and I was positive he would not act in the case,
anyway. Some of our well-wishers insisted, nevertheless, that he
was humane and interested in advanced ideas. As proof of it they
adduced the fact that, some time previously, Carnegie had invited
Peter Kropotkin to be his guest. I knew that Peter had refused the
doubtful honour, replying in effect that he could not accept the
hospitality of a man whose interests had imposed an inhumanly
excessive sentence on his comrade Alexander Berkman and con-
tinued to keep him buried in the Western Penitentiary. Carnegie’s
eagerness to have Kropotkin visit him was an indication that he
would listen favourably to a plea for the liberation of Sasha, some
of our friends held. I opposed the idea, but finally succumbed to
the arguments of Justus and Ed, who pointed out that we should
not allow our own feelings to stand in the way of Sasha’s freedom.
Justus suggested that we write to Benjamin R. Tucker, requesting
him to see Carnegie in the matter.

I knew Tucker only through his writings in Liberty, the
individualist-anarchist publication, of which he was founder and
editor. He wielded a forceful pen and he had done much to intro-
duce his readers to some of the best works in German and French
literature. But his attitude towards communist-anarchists was very
narrow and charged with insulting rancour. “Tucker doesn’t im-
press me as a large nature,” I said to Justus, who insisted that I was
wrong and that we must at least give the man a chance. A short
letter, signed by Justus Schwab, Ed Brady and me, was sent to Ben-
jamin R. Tucker, stating our case and asking whether he would
consent to see Carnegie, who was expected shortly from Scotland.

Tucker’s reply was a lengthy epistle setting forth the conditions
on which he would approach Carnegie. He would, he wrote, say
to him: “In determining your attitude you surely will take it for
granted, as I take it for granted, that they approach you as peni-
tent sinners asking forgiveness and seeking remission of penalty.
Their very appearance before you in person or by proxy on such
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of his remarkable appreciation that I became aware of the full sig-
nificance of the great poet-philosopher. After readings came long
walks in the park and talks about interesting people in the German
movement, about art and literature. The month in Chicago was
filled with interesting work, the fine comradeship of new friends,
and exquisite hours of joy and harmony with Max.

The Paris Exposition, which was being planned for 1900, sug-
gested the idea to our European comrades of holding an anarchist
congress at about the same time. There would be reduced fares, and
many of our friends would be able to come from different countries.
I had received an invitation; I spoke to Max about it and asked him
to come with me. A trip to Europe together — the very thought
of it transported us with ecstasy. My tour would last till August;
then we could carry out our new plan. We might journey to Eng-
land first; I was sure the comrades would want me to lecture there.
Then to Paris. “Think of it, dearest — Paris!” “Wonderful, glorious!”
he cried. “But the fare — have you thought of that, my romantic
Emma?” “That’s nothing. I will rob a church or a synagogue — I'll
get the money somehow! We must go anyhow. We must go in quest
of the moon!” “Two babes in the woods,” Max commented; “two
sane romantics in a crazy world!”

On my way to Denver I made a side trip to Caplinger Mills, an
agricultural district in south-western Missouri. My only previous
contact with farm life in the United States had been years before
when I had canvassed Massachusetts farmers for orders to enlarge
the pictures of their worthy ancestors. I had found them so dull, so
rooted in old social traditions, that I did not even care to tell them
what I stood for. I was sure they would think me possessed of the
devil. It very much surprised me, therefore, to receive an invitation
from Caplinger Mills to lecture there. The comrade who wrote that
she had arranged my meetings was Kate Austen, whose articles I
had read in Free Society and other radical publications. Her writ-
ings showed her to be a logical thinker, well-informed, and of rev-
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Another result of Prohibition was the increase of prostitution.
We sited several houses on the outskirts of the town, all doing
a flourishing business. Most of the “guests” were travelling sales-
men, with a sprinkling of farmers. By the closing of the saloons the
brothel became the only place where the men coming into town
could find some distraction.

After two weeks’ activity in Barre the police suddenly decided
to prevent my last meeting. The official reason for it was supposed
to be my lecture on war. According to the authorities, I had said:
“God bless the hand that blew up the Maine.” It was of course obvi-
ously ridiculous to credit me with such an utterance. The unofficial
version was more plausible. “You caught the Mayor and the Chief
of Police in Mrs. Colletti’s kitchen, dead drunk,” my Italian friend
explained, “and you have looked into their stakes in the brothels.
No wonder they consider you dangerous now and want to get you
out”

It was not until I reached Chicago that I began to make my ef-
forts count. As on my preceding tour, I was invited to speak by
many labour organizations, including the conservative Woodwork-
ers’ Union, which had never before allowed an anarchist within its
sacred portals. A number of lectures were also arranged for me by
American anarchists. It was strenuous work and I should proba-
bly not have been able to carry it through but for the exhilarating
companionship of Max Baginski.

As on previous occasions my headquarters were again with the
Appels. At the same time Max and I rented a little place near Lin-
coln Park, our Zauberschloss (fairy-castle), as he christened it, to
which we might escape in our free hours. There we would often
feast on the basketfuls of delicacies, fruit, and wine the extrava-
gantly big-natured Max would bring. Then we would read Romeo
und Juliet auf dem Lande, the beautiful story by Gottfried Keller,
and the works of our favourites: Strindberg, Wedekind, Gabriele
Reuter, Knut Hamsun, and, best of all, Nietzsche. Max knew and
understood Nietzsche and deeply loved him. It was only by the aid
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an errand must be taken to indicate that what they once regarded
as a wise act of heroism they now regard as a foolish act of bar-
barism ... that the six years of Mr. Berkman’s imprisonment have
convinced them of the error of their ways... Any other explanation
of the prayer of these petitioners is inconsistent with their lofty
character; certainly it is not to be supposed for a moment that men
and women of their courage and dignity after shooting a man down
deliberately and in cold blood would then descend to the basely hu-
miliating course of begging their victims to grant them the freedom
to assault them again... I myself do not appear here today before
you as a penitent sinner. In my record in this matter there is noth-
ing for which I have occasion to apologize. I reserve all my rights...
I have refused to commit, counsel, or sanction violence, but since
circumstances may arise when a policy of violence might seem ad-
visable, I decline to surrender my liberty of choice..”

The letter contained not a word about Sasha’s sentence, which,
even from a legal view-point, was barbarous; not a word about the
torture he had already endured; not a single expression of ordinary
humanity from Mr. Tucker, the exponent of a great social ideal.
Nothing but cold calculation how to belittle Sasha and his friends
while at the same time advancing his own lofty position. He was in-
capable of seeing that one might feel a wrong done to others more
intensely than one done to oneself. He could not grasp the psychol-
ogy of a man whom the brutality of Frick during the Homestead
lock-out had caused to express his protest by an act of violence.
Nor was he apparently willing to comprehend that Sasha’s friends
could endeavour to secure his liberation without necessarily hav-
ing become convinced of “the error of their ways.”

We now turned to Ernest Crosby, a leading single-taxer and Tol-
stoyan, who was also a gifted poet and writer. He was a man of a
very different calibre, understanding and sympathetic even where
he did not entirely agree. He visited us in the company of a younger
man, whom I knew to be Leonard D. Abbott. When we placed our
case before Mr. Crosby, he agreed at once to see Carnegie. There
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was only one thing that troubled him, he explained. If Carnegie
should demand a guarantee that Alexander Berkman, when free,
would not again commit an act of violence, what answer was he
to give? He himself would never ask such a thing, aware that no
one could say what he might do under pressure. But as the inter-
mediary he felt it necessary to be informed by us on the matter.
Of course, it was impossible for us to give such a guarantee, and
I knew that Sasha would never make any pledges of “reform” or
allow them to be made for him.

The matter finally ended with our decision not to apply to
Carnegie at all. Sasha’s case was not even brought before the Board
of Pardons at the time intended. Its members were found to be
too prejudiced against him, and it was hoped that the new Board,
which was to take office in the following year, might prove more
impartial.

After long efforts to procure a hall for our protest meeting
against the anti-anarchist congress we succeeded in obtaining
Cooper Union. It still adhered to the principle established by its
founder to give every political opinion a hearing. My friends feared
that I should be arrested, but I was determined to see the thing
through. I felt desperate at the attempt to crush the last vestiges of
free speech, and sick at heart over my personal life at home. In fact,
I was really hoping for an arrest as an escape from everybody and
everything.

On the eve of the meeting Ed unexpectedly broke his silence. “I
can’t bear to have you face this danger,” he said, “without trying
once more to reach you. While you were on tour, I had definitely
decided to stifle my love and try to meet you on terms of comrade-
ship. But I realized the absurdity of such a decision the moment
I saw you at the station. Since then I have gone through a severe
struggle, deciding even to leave you altogether. But I cannot do it.
I would let things drift till you go on tour again, but now that you
are in danger of arrest, I have to speak out, to try to bridge the gap
between us”
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Chapter 19

The first stop on my tour was in Barre, Vermont. The active group
there consisted of Italians employed mostly in the stone-quarries
which furnished the principal industry of the city. Very little time
was left me for introspection into my personal life; there were nu-
merous meetings, debates, private gatherings, and discussions. I
found generous hospitality with my host, Palavicini, a comrade
who had worked together with me in the textile strike in Summit.
He was a cultivated man, well-informed not only on the interna-
tional labour movement but also on the new tendencies in Italian
art and letters. At the same time I met also Luigi Galleani, the in-
tellectual leader of the Italian activities in the New England States.

Vermont was under the blessings of Prohibition, and I was inter-
ested in learning its effects. In company with my host I made the
rounds of some private homes. To my astonishment I found that
almost all of them had been turned into saloons. In one such place
we came upon a dozen men visibly under the influence of liquor.
Most of them were city officials, my companion informed me. The
stuffy kitchen, with the children of the family inhaling the foul air
of whisky and tobacco, constituted the drinking-den. Many such
places were thriving under the protection of the police, to whom
part of the income was regularly paid. “That is not the worst evil
of Prohibition,” my comrade remarked; “its most damnable side is
the destruction of hospitality and good-fellowship. Formerly you
could offer a drink to callers or have one offered to you. Now, with
most people turned into saloon-keepers, your friends expect you
to buy booze or to buy it from you.”
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Ed came home at noon to have lunch with me. Both of us pretended
to be cheerful. But at parting his face darkened for a moment. Be-
fore leaving he embraced me, saying: “This isn’t the end, dearest
— it cannot be! This is your home, now and for ever!” I could not
speak my heart was too full of grief. When the door had closed
on Ed, I was unable to restrain my sobs. Every object about me
assumed a strange fascination, speaking to me in many tongues. I
realized that to linger meant to weaken my determination to leave
Ed. With palpitating heart I walked out of the house I had loved
and cherished as my home.
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“But there is no gap,” I exclaimed excitedly, “unless you persist
in making one! Of course, I have outgrown many of the concep-
tions still so dear to you. I can’t help it; but I love you, don’t you
understand? I love you, no matter what or who comes into my life.
I need you, and I need our home. Why will you not be free and big
and take what I can give?”

Ed promised to try again, to do anything not to lose me. Our
reunion brought back memories of our young love in my little flat
in the Bohemian Republic.

The meeting at Cooper Union passed without trouble. Johann
Most, who had promised to address the audience, failed to appear.
He would not speak on the same platform with me; he still pre-
served all his bitterness.

Three weeks later Ed fell ill with pneumonia. All my care and
love were pitted against the great dread I felt at the possibility of
losing the precious life. The big strong man, who used to make light
of illness and who had often hinted “that such things were inherent
only in the female species,” now clung to me like an infant and
would not have me out of sight even for a moment. His impatience
and irascibility transcended those of ten sick women. But he was
so ill that I did not mind his constant demands upon my care and
attention.

Fedya and Claus came to offer their help as soon as they learned
of Ed’s condition. One of them would relieve me at night to permit
me a few hours’ rest. During the crisis my anxiety was too intense
for sleep. Ed was in a high fever, tossing about and even trying to
jump out of bed. His vacant look gave no indication of recognition,
yet he would grow more restless at the touch of either of the boys.
At one moment when he had got quite frenzied, Fedya and Claus
were about to try to hold him down by force. “Let me manage him
myself]” I said, bending over my darling, trying to pour my very
soul into his wild eyes and pressing him to my anxious heart. Ed
struggled for a while, then his rigid body relaxed, and with a sigh
he fell back on his pillow, all covered with sweat.
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At last the crisis was over. In the morning Ed opened his eyes.
His hand groped for me, and in a faint voice he asked: “Dear nurse,
must I kick the bucket?” “Not this time,” I comforted him, “but you
must be very quiet” His face lit up with his old beautiful smile, and
he dozed off again.

When Ed was already on his feet, though still very weak, I had
to leave for a meeting I had promised to address long before his
illness. Fedya remained with him. When I returned, late at night,
Fedya was gone and Ed fast asleep. There was a note from Fedya
saying that Ed was feeling fine and had urged him to go home.

In the morning Ed was still asleep. I took his pulse and noticed
that he was breathing heavily. I became alarmed and sent for Doc-
tor Hoffmann. The latter expressed concern over Ed’s unusually
protracted sleep. He asked to see the box of morphine he had left
for Ed to take. Four powders were missing! I had given Ed one be-
fore going away, and I had impressed upon Fedya that he was not
to get any more. Ed had taken four times the ordinary dose — no
doubt in an attempt to end his life! He wanted to die — now — after
I had barely rescued him from the grave! Why? Why?

“We must get him on his feet and walk the floor with him,” the
doctor ordered; “he is alive, he is breathing, we must keep him
alive” We supported his drooping body up and down the room,
from time to time applying ice to his hands and face. Gradually his
face began to lose its deathly pallor, and his lids responded to pres-
sure. “Who would ever have thought that a reserved and quiet per-
son like Ed would be capable of such a thing?” the doctor remarked.
“He’ll sleep on for many more hours, but no need to worry. He’ll
live”

I was shocked by Ed’s attempted suicide and tried to fathom
what particular cause had induced his action. On several occasions
I was on the point of asking him for an explanation, but he was in
such cheerful humour and recuperating so well that I was afraid to
dig up the ghastly affair. He himself never referred to it.
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Then one day he surprised me by mentioning that he had not
intended to take his life at all. My leaving him to go to the meet-
ing when he was still so ill had enraged him. He knew from past
experience that he could stand a large dose of morphine, and he
swallowed several powders, “just to scare you a little and cure you
of your mania for meetings, which stops at nothing, not even at
the illness of the man you pretend to love”

His words staggered me. I felt that the seven years of our life
together had failed to make Ed grasp the pain and travail of my
inner growth. A “mania for meetings” — that was all that it meant
to him.

There followed days of conflict between my love for Ed and the
realization that life had lost its content and meaning. At the end
of my bitter struggle I knew that I must leave him. I told Ed that I
should have to go, for good.

“Your desperate act to tear me from my work,” I said, “has con-
vinced me that you have no faith in me or my aims. Whatever little
of it you had in former years is no more. Without your faith and
your co-operation our relationship has no value to me.” “Ilove you
more now than I did in the early days!” he interrupted me excitedly.
“It is no use, dear Ed, to deceive ourselves or each other,” I con-
tinued. “You want me only as your wife. Well, that is not enough
for me. I need understanding, harmony, the exaltation that results
from unity of ideas and purpose. Why go on until our love is poi-
soned by bitterness and made ugly with recrimination? Now we
can still part as friends. I'm going on tour anyway; it will be less
painful that way”

His frenzied pacing of the room came to a stop. He looked at me
in silence, as if trying to penetrate my innermost being. “You’re all
wrong, you're terribly wrong,” he cried desperately; then he turned
and left the room.

I began preparations for my tour. The day of departure was ap-
proaching, and Ed pleaded with me to permit him to see me off. I
declined; I was afraid I might give way at the last moment. That day
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knew that I was holidaying with my family, solved our difficulties.
He had asked me before to pay him a visit and bring my friends
along. When I wrote him that my means would not allow such a
luxury, he called me up on the long-distance telephone and offered
to contribute forty dollars towards expenses and be our host for
a week. In merry anticipation of the adventure, I took the older
children to Buffalo. We were treated to a round of festivities, “did”
the Falls, saw the Exposition, and enjoyed the music and parties, as
well as gatherings with comrades, at which the young generation
participated in the discussions on a footing of equality.

On our return to Rochester I found two letters from Sasha. The
first, sub rosa, dated July 10, had evidently been delayed in trans-
mission. Its contents threw me into despair. It read:

From the hospital. Just out of the strait jacket, after
eight days. For over a year I was in the strictest soli-
tary; for a long time mail and reading-matter were de-
nied me...I have passed through a great crisis. Two of
my best friends died in a frightful manner. The death
of Russell, especially, affected me. He was very young,
and my dearest and most devoted friend, and he died a
terrible death. The doctor charged the boy with sham-
ming, but now he says it was spinal meningitis. I can-
not tell you the awful truth-it was nothing short of
murder, and my poor friend rotted away by inches.
When he died, they found his back one mass of bed-
sores. If you could read the pitiful letters he wrote, beg-
ging to see me and to be nursed by me! But the Warden
wouldn’t permit it. In some manner his agony seemed
to communicate itself to me, and I began to experience
the pains and symptoms that Russell described in his
notes. I knew it was my sick fancy; I strove against it,
but presently my legs showed signs of paralysis, and
I suffered excruciating pain in the spinal column, just
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Before long, Harry Kelly came to inform me that some of the
comrades had agreed to arrange an anti-war meeting and that steps
would be taken to ensure security. Their plan was to bring a score
of men from Canning Town, a suburb known for the fighting spirit
and strength of its men. They would protect the platform and pre-
vent a possible rush of the jingoes. Tom Mann, the labour man who
had played a leading part in the recent dockers’ strike, would be
asked to preside. I should have to be smuggled into the hall before
the patriots could have a chance to do anything, Harry explained.
Tchaikovsky was to attend to that.

On the appointed day, accompanied by my escort, I reached
South Place Institute a few hours before the crowd began to gather.
Very soon the hall was filled. When Tom Mann stepped on to the
platform, there was loud booing, which drowned the applause of
our friends. For a time the situation looked hopeless, but Tom was
an experienced speaker, skilled in the handling of crowds. The au-
dience soon subsided. When I made my appearance, however, the
patriots got out of leash again. Several tried to get on the plat-
form, but the Canning Town men held them back. I stood silent
for some moments, not knowing just how to approach the infuri-
ated Britishers. I was certain I could achieve nothing by the direct
and blunt manner that had invariably succeeded with my Amer-
ican audiences. Something different was needed, something that
would touch their pride. My visit in 1895 and my experiences this
time had taught me to know the pride of Englishman in their tra-
ditions. “Men and women of England!” I shouted above the din, “I
have come here in the firm belief that people whose history is sur-
charged with the spirit of rebellion and whose genius in every field
is a shining star upon the firmament of the world can be naught
but liberty- and justice-loving. Nay, more, the immortal works of
Shakespeare, Milton, Byron, Shelley, and Keats, to mention only
the greatest in the galaxy of poets and dreamers of your country,
must needs have enlarged your vision and quickened your appre-
ciation of what is the most precious heritage of a truly cultivated
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people; I mean the race of hospitality and a generous attitude to-
wards the stranger in your midst.”

Complete silence in the hall.

“Your behavior tonight hardly sustains my belief in the superior
culture and breeding of your country,” I went on; “or is it that the
fury of war has so easily destroyed what it has taken centuries to
build up? If that is so, it should be enough to repudiate war. Who
is there who would supinely sit by when what is best and highest
in a people is being throttled before his very eyes? Certainly not
your Shelley, whose song was of liberty and revolt. Certainly not
your Byron, whose soul could find no peace when the greatness of
Greece was endangered. Not they, not they! And you, are you so
forgetful of your past, is there no echo in your soul of your poets’
songs, your dreamers’ dreams, your rebels’ calls?”

Silence continued, my hearers apparently bewildered by the un-
expected turn of my speech, dumbfounded by the high-sounding
words and compelling gestures. The audience became absorbed in
my talk, carried to a pitch of enthusiasm which finally broke forth
in loud applause. After that it was easy sailing. I delivered my lec-
ture on War and Patriotism as I had given it all through the United
States, merely changing the parts that had dealt with the causes of
the Spanish-American hostilities to those behind the Anglo-Boer
War. I concluded with the gist of Carlyle’s idea of war as a quarrel
between two thieves, themselves too cowardly to fight, compelling
boys of one village and another into uniforms with guns in their
hands and then letting them loose like ferocious beasts against each
other.

The house went wild. Men and women waved their hats and
shouted themselves hoarse in approval. Our resolution, a powerful
protest against the war, was read by the Chair and adopted with
only one dissenting voice. I bowed in the direction of the objector
and said “There is what I call a brave man who deserves our ad-
miration. It requires great courage to stand alone, even if one is
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Our picnics with the young folks were especially delightful.
Harry, sister Lena’s eldest child, was a Republican at ten, a regular
campaign spellbinder. It was fun to hear him defend McKinley, his
hero, and argue against Tante Emma. He shared the family admira-
tion for me, regretting, however, that I did not belong to his camp.
Saxe, Harry’s brother, was of an entirely different type. In charac-
ter he resembled Helena much more than his own mother, having
a good deal of the former’s shyness and timidity, and giving the
same impression of sadness. He also shared Helena’s boundless ca-
pacity for love. His ideal was David, Helena’s youngest son, whose
word was sacred to Saxe. This was not surprising, because David
was a splendid specimen of a boy. Of fine physique and pleasing ap-
pearance, his unusual musical talents and his love of fun won him
the heart of everyone. I loved all these children, but next to Stella
it was Saxe who came nearest my heart, perhaps mainly because I
was aware that he lacked the coarser equipment necessary for the
struggle of life.

My holiday in Rochester was somewhat marred by a notice in
Free Society, containing a warning against Nieman. It was written
by A. Isaak, editor of the paper, and it stated that news had been
received from Cleveland that the man had been asking questions
that aroused suspicion, and that he was trying to get into the an-
archist circles. The comrades in Cleveland had concluded that he
must be a spy.

I was very angry. To make such a charge, on such flimsy
grounds! I wrote Isaak at once, demanding more convincing proofs.
He replied that, while he had no other evidence, he still felt that Nie-
man was untrustworthy because he constantly talked about acts
of violence. I wrote another protest. The next issue of Free Society
contained a retraction.

The Pan American Exposition, held at Buffalo, interested me and
I had long wanted also to see the Niagara Falls. But I could not
leave my precious youngsters behind and I did not have enough
money to take them with me. Dr. Kaplan, a Buffalo friend, who
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her for a month, but I had not been able to spare the time before.
Now was my opportunity. I would have a few weeks with Helena,
the children of my two sisters, and Yegor, who was spending his
vacation in Rochester. He had two college chums with him, he had
written me; to make the circle of young people complete I invited
Mary, the fourteen year old daughter of the Isaaks, to come with
me for a holiday. I had earned some money on orders for Ed’s firm
and I could afford to play Lady Bountiful to the young people and
grow younger with them.

On the day of our departure the Isaaks gave me a farewell lun-
cheon. Afterwards, while I was busy packing my things, someone
rang the bell. Mary Isaak came in to tell me that a young man, who
gave his name as Nieman, was urgently asking to see me. I knew
nobody by that name and I was in a hurry, about to leave for the
station. Rather impatiently I requested Mary to inform the caller
that I had no time at the moment, but that he could talk to me on
my way to the station. As I left the house, I saw the visitor, recog-
nizing him as the handsome chap who had asked me to recommend
him reading matter at the Cleveland meeting.

Hanging on to the straps on the elevated train, Nieman told me
that he had belonged to a Socialist local in Cleveland, that he had
found its members dull, lacking in vision and enthusiasm. He could
not bear to be with them and he had left Cleveland and was now
working in Chicago and eager to get in touch with anarchists.

At the station I found my friends awaiting me, among them Max.
I wanted to spend a few minutes with him and I begged Hippolyte
to take care of Nieman and introduce him to the comrades.

The Rochester youngsters took me to their hearts. My two sis-
ters’ children, my brother Yegor and his chums, and young Mary,
all combined to fill the days with the loveliness only young ardent
souls can give. It was a new and exhilarating experience, to which I
completely abandoned myself. The roof of Helena’s house became
our garden and gathering place where my youthful friends con-
fided to me their dreams and aspirations.
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mistaken. Let us all join in hearty applause for our daring oppo-
nent.

Even our guard from Canning Town could no longer hold back
the surging crowd. But there was no danger any more. The audi-
ence had turned from fierce antagonism to equally burning devo-
tion, ready to protect me to the last drop of its blood. In the com-
mittee room Tchaikovsky, who had joined in enthusiastic demon-
stration, waving his hat like an excited youngster, embraced me,
praising my mastery of the situation. “I am afraid I was somewhat
of a hypocrite,” I remarked. “All diplomats are,” he replied, “but
diplomacy is necessary at times.”

My first mail from America contained letters from Yegor, Ed, and
Eric Morton. My brother wrote that Ed had sought him out the day
after my departure and had begged him to come back to the house,
as he could not bear the loneliness. “You know, my dear Chavele,
I always liked Ed,” his letter read; “I simply couldn’t refuse, and
so I went back. Two weeks later Ed brought some woman into the
apartment and she has been there ever since. It made me sick to see
her among your things, in the atmosphere you had created. That’s
why I moved out again” Ed had asked Yegor to take the furniture,
books, and other things that belonged to me, but he could not do it:
he felt too unhappy over the whole matter. Ed had consoled himself
quickly, I reflected. Well, why not? I wondered who the woman
was.

Ed’s letter contained no mention of the new relationship in his
life. He merely inquired what he should do with my things. He was
planning to move up-town, he wrote, and he did not want to take
what he had always considered mine. I cabled him that I wanted
nothing but my books and asked him to pack them in a box and
store it with Justus.

Eric wrote in his usual jovial way. All was well with our plans. A
house had been rented, and he was going to move into it with his
friend K. They were expecting a strenuous ordeal, because K “was
preparing for her forthcoming concert” They had already hired a
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piano so she could practise, and he would be busy with his inven-
tion. The money I had left him would cover the trip of himself and
K to Pittsburgh and keep them going for a time. “As to our engi-
neer, T, he seems to suffer from self-importance, but he will do.
Everything else when we meet in Paris to celebrate my invention”

I was amused at the manner in which Eric had worded his letter,
with a view to safety, of course. But even I was puzzled by some of
its contents. K was no doubt Kinsella, his friend, whom I had met in
Chicago. But what on earth did he mean by a concert and a piano?
I knew the woman had a good voice and was also a trained pianist,
but what would she do with these talents in the house from which
the tunnel was to be dug? The “engineer” was apparently “Tony.”
Evidently he had shown up at last, but it was obvious that Eric did
not like him. I hoped that they could get along until the project
was completed. I must write dear Eric, I decided, to be very, very
patient.

During my London stay I also spoke at a German meeting ar-
ranged by comrades of the Autonomie Club. In the discussion I was
attacked by a young German. “What does Emma Goldman know
about the life of the workers, anyway?” my opponent demanded;
“she never worked in a factory and she’s just like the other agita-
tors, having a good time, traveling round and enjoying herself. We,
the proletarians, we of the blue blouse, are the only ones who have
a right to talk about the suffering of the masses” It was obvious
that the boy knew nothing about me, nor did I find it necessary to
enlighten him on my work in factories and my knowledge of the
lives of the people. But I was intrigued by his reference to the blue
blouse. What could that signify, I wondered.

After the meeting two men of about my own age came up to
see me. They begged me not to hold all the comrades responsible
for the stupid attack of the youth. They knew him well; he was do-
ing nothing in the movement except boast of his proletarian trade
mark, the blue blouse. In the early period of the movement, the men
explained, the German intelligentsia began to wear the blue blouse
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A few weeks later came the news that Gaetano Bresci had killed
King Humbert. His act brought home to the Paterson group the re-
alization of how cruelly they had wronged the man. He had insisted
on the return of his money in order to secure the fare to Italy! No
doubt the consciousness of the injustice done Bresci rested heavier
on the Italian comrades than his resentment against them. To make
amends, in a sense, the Paterson group charged itself with the sup-
port of their martyred comrade’s child, a beautiful little girl. His
widow, on the other hand, gave no indication that she either un-
derstood the spirit of her child’s father or was in sympathy with
his great sacrifice.

The subject of my lecture in Cleveland, early in May of that year,
was Anarchism, delivered before the Franklin Liberal Club, a rad-
ical organization. During the intermission before the discussion I
noticed a man looking over the titles of the pamphlets and books
on sale near the platform. Presently he came over to me with the
question: “Will you suggest something for me to read?” He was
working in Akron, he explained, and he would have to leave be-
fore the close of the meeting. He was very young, a mere youth, of
medium height, well built, and carrying himself very erect. But it
was his face that held me, a most sensitive face, with a delicate pink
complexion; a handsome face, made doubly so by his curly golden
hair. Strength showed in his large blue eyes. I made a selection of
some books for him, remarking that I hoped he would find in them
what he was seeking. I returned to the platform to open the discus-
sion and I did not see the young man again that evening, but his
striking face remained in my memory.

The Isaaks had moved Free Society to Chicago, where they occu-
pied a large house which was the centre of the anarchist activities
in that city. On my arrival there, I went to their home and immedi-
ately plunged into intense work that lasted eleven weeks. The sum-
mer heat became so oppressive that the rest of my tour had to be
postponed until September. I was completely exhausted and badly
in need of rest. Sister Helena had repeatedly asked me to come to
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about for seven years. It had given way to a calm friendship. He did
not bring his little daughter and I suspected that the mother must
have objected to my seeing the child. Whether she also resented
our companionship I had no way of knowing. Ed never mentioned
her. When he learned that I was about to begin a lecture tour, he
asked me again to act as the representative of his firm.

Before leaving for the West I kept a previous engagement in Pa-
terson, New Jersey, where the local Italian group had arranged a
meeting for me. Our Italian comrades were always most hospitable,
and on this occasion they prepared an informal social to follow my
lecture. I was glad of the opportunity to find out more about Bresci
and his life. What I learned from his closest comrades convinced
me once more how difficult it is to gain a real insight into the hu-
man heart and how likely we all are to judge men by superficial
indications.

Gaetano Bresci was one of the founders of La Questione Sociale,
the Italian anarchist paper published in Paterson. He was a skillful
weaver, considered by his employers a sober, hard-working man,
but his pay averaged only fifteen dollars a week. He had a wife and
child to support; yet he managed to donate weekly contributions
to the paper. He had even saved a hundred and fifty dollars, which
he lent to the group at a critical period of La Questione Sociale. His
free evenings and Sundays he used to spend in helping with the
office work and in propaganda. He was beloved and respected for
his devotion by all the members of his group.

Then one day Bresci had unexpectedly asked that his loan to the
paper be returned. He was informed that it was impossible; the
paper had no funds and had, in fact, a deficit. But Bresci insisted
and even refused to offer any explanation for his demand. Finally
the group succeeded in securing enough money to pay back the
debt to Bresci. But the Italian comrades bitterly resented Bresci’s
behaviour, branding him as a miser, who loved money above his
ideal. Most of his friends even ostracized him.
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of the workers, partly in protest against conventional and formal
attire, but more especially to be able to approach the masses more
easily. Since then some charlatans in the social movement had used
that mode of dressing as a sign of their adherence to strict revolu-
tionary principles. “And also because they haven’t a white shirt,”
the dark-looking man put in, “or because they don’t have to wash
their necks so often” I laughed heartily and asked him why he was
so vindictive. “Because I can’t bear sham!” the man replied almost
gruffly. The two introduced themselves as Hippolyte Havel and X,
the former a Czech, the latter a German. X soon excused himself,
and Havel asked me to take dinner with him.

My escort was of small stature, very dark, with large eyes gleam-
ing in his pale face. He was dressed fastidiously, even to the point
of gloves, which no men in our ranks wore. It struck me as dandy-
ish, especially in a revolutionist. In the restaurant I noticed that
Havel took off only one glove, keeping the other on all through the
meal. I was on the point of asking him the reason, but he seemed
so self-conscious that I did not wish to embarrass him. After a few
glasses of wine he became more animated, talking in nervous stac-
cato sentences. He had come to London from Zurich, he told me,
and though not long in the city, he knew it well and would be happy
to take me about. It would have to be Sunday afternoon, or late in
the evening, his only free time.

Hippolyte Havel proved to be a veritable encyclopedia. He knew
everybody and everything in the movement of the various Euro-
pean countries. I detected bitterness in his tone when he spoke of
certain comrades in the Autonomie Club. It affected me unpleas-
antly, but on the whole he was exceedingly entertaining. It was
already too late to catch a bus, and Havel hailed a cab to take me
home. When I offered to pay the driver, he became incensed. “Just
like an American, flaunting your money! I'm working, and I can
afford to pay!” he protested. I ventured to suggest that for an anar-
chist he was strangely conventional to object to a woman’s right to
pay. Havel smiled for the first time during the whole evening, and
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I could not help noticing that he had beautiful white teeth. When
I shook his hand, still encased in the glove, he gave a suppressed
groan. “What is it?” I asked. “Oh, nothing,” he replied, “but for a
little lady you do have a strong grip.”

There was something strange and exotic about the man. He was
evidently very nervous and ungenerous in his estimate of people,
Still, he was fascinating, even disturbing.

My Czech comrade came frequently, sometimes with his friend,
but usually alone. He was far from gay company; in fact, he rather
depressed me. Unless he had drunk a little, it was difficult to get
him to converse; at other times he seemed tongue-tied. Gradually
I learned that he had come into the movement when only eigh-
teen and that he had been in prison several times, once for a term
of eighteen months. On the last occasion he had been sent to the
psychopathic ward, on where he might have remained had he not
aroused the interest of Professor Krafft-Ebing, who declared him
sane and helped him back to freedom. He had been active in Vi-
enna and expelled from there, after which he had tramped through
Germany, lecturing and writing for anarchist publications. He had
visited Paris, but was not allowed to remain there long, being ex-
pelled. Finally he had gone to Ziirich and thence to London. As he
had no trade, he was compelled to accept any kind of job. At the
time, he was working in an English boarding-house as an all-round
man. His duties began at five in the morning and consisted in light-
ing the fires, cleaning the boots of the guests, washing dishes, and
doing other kinds of “degrading and humiliating work.” “But why
degrading? Labour is never degrading,” I protested. “Labour, as it is
now, is always degrading!” he insisted vehemently; “in an English
boarding-house it is even worse; it is an outrage on all human sensi-
bilities, besides the drudgery it involves. Look at my hands!” With
a nervous jerk he tore off his glove and the bandage underneath.
His hand, red and swollen, was a mass of blisters. “How did it hap-
pen, and how can you keep on working?” I asked. “I got it from
cleaning filthy boots in the early morning chill and carrying coals
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I assured her that my friends were in no way akin to Anthony Com-
stock and that no one would by word or deed make her feel out of
place. She looked wonderingly at me out of her luminous eyes.

The evening before the social gathering several of the more inti-
mate comrades dined with our beloved teacher. I related the story
of Mrs. Spenser. Peter was much interested; she was a real human
document, he thought. Indeed, he would meet my patient, and au-
tograph a copy of his Memoirs for her, as she had requested. Before
I left, Peter embraced me. “You are giving a convincing example of
the beauty and humanity of our ideals,” he remarked. I knew that
he, so rich in compassion, understood why I had remained to care
for the social pariah.

At last my patient was far enough advanced in her cure to dis-
pense with me. I was eager to go on tour. The comrades in a number
of cities had been urging me to come for lectures. There were also
other reasons. One of them was Pittsburgh. I had no hopes of being
able to see Sasha; he had been deprived of visits entirely after my
dreadful encounter with Prison Inspector Reed. Since the failure of
the tunnel my tortured boy had been in solitary, with all his privi-
leges taken away. The rare sub rosa notes he was able to send out
gave no indication of what he was enduring. They only helped to
increase my feeling of the hopelessness of his situation. I kept on
writing to him, but it was like sending letters into the void. I had no
way of knowing whether they reached him. The prison authorities
would never let me see Sasha again, but they could not prevent me
from going to Pittsburgh, where I could feel nearer to him.

Hippolyte had left for Chicago to work on the Arbeiter Zeitung.
The offer of employment had come at a period when life had be-
come insupportable to him, and he in turn had added much to my
unhappiness. The thought that he would now have the soothing
companionship of Max, as well as work he was fitted to do, gave
me much consolation. I was planning to meet him in Chicago.

Ed came often to visit me or to invite me to dinner. He was
charming and there was no sign of the storm that had tossed us
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Here she drifted into acquaintance with a wealthy politician. When
he left her, she had enough money to open up a house.

The remarkable trait about Mrs. Spenser was that she had not be-
come affected by the life through which she had passed. There was
not a coarse grain in her and she remained touchingly sensitive, a
lover of music and of good literature.

Dr. Hoffmann’s treatment gradually weaned her from the use
of drugs, but it left her physically weak and subject to attacks of
dizziness. She could not go out alone and I became her companion
as well as nurse. I read to her, accompanied her to concerts, the
opera, and the theatre, occasionally even to lectures in which she
was interested.

While nursing Mrs. Spenser I became engaged in work prepara-
tory to the projected visit of Peter Kropotkin. He had notified us
that he was coming to America to deliver a series of lectures at
the Lowell Institute on Ideals in Russian Literature, and that he
would also be able to talk on anarchism if we wished it. We were
enthusiastic over the prospect. I had missed the lectures of our dear
comrade on his previous tour. In England I had had no opportunity
to hear him. We all felt that Peter’s lectures and gracious personal-
ity would be of inestimable value to our movement in the United
States. When Mrs. Spenser heard of my activity, she immediately
offered to relieve me evenings, so that I might have more leisure to
devote to the work.

From all parts of the city people came streaming in to Grand Cen-
tral Palace to hear Peter Kropotkin on the first Sunday afternoon
in May. For once even the papers were decent: they could not gain-
say the man’s charm, the power of his intellect, the simplicity and
logic of his delivery and argumentation. In the audience was also
Mrs. Spenser, completely carried away by the speaker.

A social evening was being prepared for Kropotkin, an unofficial
affair, to enable him to meet the comrades and others in sympathy
with our ideas. Mrs. Spenser inquired whether she would be admit-
ted. “What if your friends find out who I am?” she asked anxiously,”
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and wood to keep the fires going. What else can I do without a
trade in a foreign country? I might starve, sink into the gutter, or
end in the Thames,” he added. “But I'm not just ready for it. Besides,
I’'m only one of the many thousands; why fuss about it? Let’s talk
about more cheerful things” He continued conversing, but I hardly
heard what he said. I took his poor blistered hand, conscious of an
irresistible desire to put it to my lips, in infinite sympathy and ten-
derness.

We went about together a good deal, visiting the poor quarters,
Whitechapel and similar districts. On week-days the streets were
littered with foul rubbish, and the smell of fried fish was nause-
ating. On Saturday nights the spectacle was even more harrow-
ing. I had seen drunken women on the Bowery, old social dregs,
their scraggy hair loose, their incongruous hats tilted to one side
and skirts sweeping the sidewalk. “Bummerkes,” the Jewish chil-
dren called them. It used to make me furious to see the thoughtless
youngsters taunt and chase those poor derelicts. But nothing com-
pared in brutality and degradation with the sights I witnessed in
the East End of London: drunken women lurching out of the pub-
lic houses, using the vilest language and fighting until they would
literally tear the clothes off one another. Small boys and girls hang-
ing round the drinking-places in sleet and cold, infants in dilapi-
dated carriages in a stupor from the whisky-soaked “suckers,” the
elder children keeping watch and greedily drinking the ale their
parents would bring out to them from time to time. Too often I
saw such pictures, more terrible than any conceived by Dante. Ev-
ery time, filled with rage, disgust, and shame, I would promise my-
self never to go back to the East End, yet I would invariably re-
turn. When I broached the situation to some of my comrades, they
thought me overwrought. Such conditions existed in every large
city, they claimed; it was capitalism with its resultant sordidness.
Why should I feel more disturbed in London than anywhere else?

Gradually I began to realize that the pleasure I found in Havel’s
company was due to more than ordinary comradeship. Love was
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making its claims again, daily more insistent. I was afraid of it,
afraid of the new pain, the new disappointments in store. Yet my
need of it in the dismal surroundings was stronger than my ap-
prehensions. Havel, too, cared for me. He had grown more timid,
more restless and fidgety. He had been in the habit of coming to see
me alone, but one evening he visited me with his friend, who re-
mained for hours and showed no intention of leaving. I suspected
that Havel had brought him because he did not trust himself to
be alone with me, and that only increased my yearning. Finally,
long after midnight, his friend left. No sooner was he gone than
we found ourselves, hardly conscious how, in each other’s embrace.
London receded, the cry of the East End was far away. Only the call
of love sounded in our hearts, and we listened and yielded to it.

I felt reborn with the new joy in my life. We would go together to
Paris and later to Switzerland, we decided. Hippolyte also wanted
to study and we planned to live very frugally on thirty dollars a
month, ten out of my forty going to my brother. Hippolyte thought
he could earn a little with articles, but we would not mind if we
should have to forgo some comforts. We had each other and our
love. But it was first necessary to induce my sweetheart to give
up his dreadful job. I wanted him to have a month’s rest from his
boarding-house grind. It took considerable argument to persuade
him, but two weeks away from cleaning filthy boots raised his spir-
its so much that he seemed a different being.

One afternoon we called on the Kropotkins. Hippolyte was
a great admirer of the Genossenschafts-Bewegung, a co-operative
movement more advanced, as he believed, than the British. He soon
got into heated discussion with Peter, who did not see any partic-
ular merit in the German experiment. I had noticed on previous
occasions that Hippolyte could not hold his own in an argument.
He would grow irritable and frequently become personal. He tried
to avoid it with Peter, but, the discussion presently getting beyond
his control, he broke off suddenly and became oppressively silent.
Kropotkin was unpleasantly impressed, and, on the pretext of hav-
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My four months with Mrs. Spenser gave me considerable experi-
ence in psychology. She was an unusual person, intelligent, obser-
vant, and understanding. She knew life and men, all sorts of men, in
every social stratum. The house she kept was “high-class”; among
its patrons were some of the strongest pillars of society: doctors,
lawyers, judges, and preachers. The man whom the girls “hated
like the pest” was none other, I found out, than a New York lawyer
prominent in the nineties — the very same who had assured the
jury that Emma Goldman, if free, would endanger the lives of the
children of the rich and cover the streets of New York with blood.

Indeed, Mrs. Spenser knew men, and, knowing them, she felt
nothing but contempt and hatred for them. Over and again she
would say that not one of her girls was so depraved as the men who
bought them, or so barren of common humanity. Her sympathies
were always on the side of the girls when a “guest” complained.
That she had intense feeling for suffering she often demonstrated,
and not only in her dealings with the girls, many of whom I met and
talked with; she was kind to every beggar on the street. She loved
children passionately. When she would come upon some urchin,
no matter how ragged she would pet him and give him money. Re-
peatedly I heard her lament: “If I only had a child! A child of my
own!”

Her story was a veritable novel. As a girl of sixteen, very beau-
tiful, she fell in love with a dashing army officer in Ruthenia, her
native country. By promises of marriage he made her his mistress.
When she became pregnant, he took her to Vienna, where an op-
eration almost killed her. After she had recuperated, the man went
with her to Cracow, where he left her in a house of prostitution. She
had no money, did not know a soul in the city, and found herself
a slave in the house. Later one of the patrons bought her free and
took her on a long voyage. For five years she travelled over Europe
with her keeper, and then she again was stranded without friends,
the street her only refuge. Several years passed. She had grown
wise; she had saved some money and she decided to go to America.
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the original of the portrait and I immediately recognized him as
the detective-sergeant who had been instrumental in sending me
to the penitentiary in 1893.

The slips of paper, the report I had just overheard, I understood
it all in a flash. Spenser was a keeper of a “house,” and the detective
her paramour. I fled to the second story, filled with the one idea of
getting out and away from the house. Hastening downstairs with
my suit-case, I saw Mrs. Spenser at the bottom of the stairs, hardly
able to stand, her hands nervously gripping the banister. I realized
I could not leave her in that state; I was responsible to Dr. Hoffman,
for whom I must wait. I led Mrs. Spenser to her room and put her

to bed.

She burst into hysterical sobbing, begging me not to go away
and assuring me that I should never have to see the man again;
she would even have his portrait removed. She admitted being the
keeper of a house. “I dreaded to have you find it out,” she said, “but
1 did think that Emma Goldman, the anarchist, would not condemn
me for being a cog in a machine I did not create” Prostitution was
not of her making, she argued; and since it existed, it did not matter
who was “in charge”” If not she, it would be someone else. She did
not think keeping girls was any worse than underpaying them in
factories; at least she had always been kind to them. I could inquire
of them myself if I wished. She talked incessantly, weeping herself
into exhaustion. I remained.

Mrs. Spenser’s “reasons” did not influence me. [ knew that every-
one offered the same excuses for vile deeds, the policeman as well
as the judge, the soldier as well as the highest war-lord; everybody
who lives off the labour and degradation of others. I felt, however,
that in my capacity as nurse I could not concern myself with the
particular trade or occupation of my patients. I had to minister to
their physical needs. Besides, I was not only a nurse, I was also an
anarchist, who knew the social factors behind human action. As
such, even more than as a nurse I could not refuse her my services.
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ing work to do, I made haste to leave. On the street he began to
abuse Peter, denouncing him as the “pope of the anarchist move-
ment,” who could not tolerate a dissenting opinion. I felt outraged
and we exchanged hot words. By the time we reached my room we
realized how childish it was to allow our tempers to becloud our
young love.

Accompanied by Hippolyte, I attended the Russian New Year
vetcherinka, which proved a great event for me. There I met some of
the outstanding personalities of the Russian colony, among them
I. Goldenberg, with whom I had worked in New York in the cam-
paign against the Russian-American Extradition Treaty; E. Serebri-
akov, well known for his revolutionary activities; V. Tcherkesoff, a
prominent theoretician of anarchism, as well as Tchaikovsky and
Kropotkin. Almost everyone present had a record of heroic effort,
of years of prison and exile. Among those present was also Michael
Hambourg, with his sons Mark, Boris, and Jan, already promising
musicians.

The affair was more sedate than similar gatherings in New York.
Serious problems were discussed, only the younger people car-
ing to dance. Later in the evening Peter entertained us at the pi-
ano, while Tcherkesoff swung twelve-year-old Sasha Kropotkin
round the floor, their example followed by some of the others.
Tchaikovsky, towering high above me, bowed comically when he
asked me to dance. It was a memorable evening

In Glasgow, the first stop on my Scottish tour, the meetings had
been arranged by our good comrade Blair Smith, who was also my
host. Everybody was very kind and friendly to me, but the city itself
proved a nightmare, in some respects even worse than London. On
a Saturday night, returning home on the tramway, I counted seven
children on the street, dirty and undernourished, staggering along
with their mothers, all under the influence of drink.

Edinburgh was a treat after Glasgow, spacious, clean, and attrac-
tive, with poverty not so obvious. It was there I first met Tom Bell,
of whose propagandistic zeal and daring we had heard much in
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America. Among his exploits was a free-speech experiment he had
made while in Paris. He had urged the French anarchists to make
a stand for open-air meetings, on the English plan, but the Paris
comrades considered such an attempt impossible. Tom decided to
demonstrate that it was feasible to speak in the open regardless of
the police.

He distributed handbills announcing that on the following Sun-
day afternoon he would, on his own responsibility, hold an open-
air meeting at the Place de la République, one of the busy centres
of Paris. When he reached the square at the appointed time, there
was a great crowd waiting. As he made his way to the centre of
the Place, several police agents approached him. Not sure whether
he was the announced speaker, they hesitated a moment. Tom had
picked out his lamp-post, one with a big ornamental base half-way
up and a cross-piece at the top. Just as the police stepped up to him,
he sprang up the post. His feet were firm on the base, and in a sec-
ond his wrist was chained to the cross-piece. He had secured by a
padlock a strong steel chain round his wrist, and now he quickly
whipped the two ends round the cross-piece and fastened them by
another padlock that locked automatically. The police got after him
at once, but they could do nothing; the man was securely chained.
They sent for a file. Meanwhile the crowd kept increasing and Tom
went on nonchalantly talking to them. The officers raged, but he
continued his speech till his voice gave out. Then he produced the
key, opened the padlock and coolly came down. The police threat-
ened him with terrible things “for insults to the Army and the law,”
but all Paris laughed at them and held them up to ridicule. The au-
thorities thought it best to hush up the matter, and Tom was not
prosecuted. After a fortnight in jail he was expelled as “too danger-
ous a man to be allowed loose in France”

Another of Tom Bell’s exploits took place on the occasion of the
visit of Tsar Nicholas II to England. The Queen was at Balmoral
at the time. The royal schedule was to have the Tsar land at Leith,
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full charge of her case, saying that she liked me better than her
other nurses. It was flattering to my professional vanity, but I did
not feel it right to have the other nurses discharged on my account.
Besides, the strain of twenty-four hours’ straight duty would make
it impossible. She begged me to stay, promising that I should have
every afternoon off and a rest during the night.

Some time later Mrs. Spenser inquired whether I knew the orig-
inal of the portrait. I told her he looked familiar, but that I could
not place him. She did not discuss the matter further.

The house, the furniture, the large library of good books, all be-
spoke the intelligence and good taste of their owner. There was
a curious, mystifying air about the apartment, heightened by the
daily visits of a woman, coarse looking and gaudily attired. The
moment she arrived my patient would send me on an errand. I
welcomed the opportunity for a walk in the fresh air, wondering
at the same time who the person might be with whom Mrs. Spenser
had always to be alone. At first I suspected that the strange visitor
might be supplying her with drugs, but as there were no evil con-
sequences to my patient, I dismissed the matter as not being my
concern.

At the end of the third week Mrs. Spencer was able to go down-
stairs to her parlour. In the process of putting the sick room in order
I came across peculiar slips of paper marked: “Jeanette, 20 times;
Marion, 16; Henriette,12” There were about forty more names of
women, each checked off by a number. What a strange record!
I thought. When about to join my patient in the sitting room, I
was arrested by a voice that I recognized as that of Mrs. Spencer’s
visitor. “MacIntyre was at the house again last night,” I heard her
say, “but none of the girls wanted him. Jeanette said she preferred
twenty others to that filthy creature” Mrs. Spencer must have
heard my step, for suddenly the conversation broke off, and she
called through the door, “Is that you, Miss Goldman? Please come
in” As I entered, the tea tray I carried crashed to the ground, and I
stood staring at a man sitting next to my patient on the sofa. It was
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had been in London. Boarding houses in America rarely employed
men.

At last on Christmas Eve Dr. Hoffmann sent for me. “The patient
is a morphine addict,” he informed me, “a very difficult and trying
case. The night nurse had to be given a week off; she could not
stand the strain. You have been called to substitute for a week”
The prospect was not enticing, but I needed work.

It was almost midnight when I arrived with the doctor at the
patient’s house. In a large room on the second floor a woman was
lying half dressed on the bed, in a stupor. Her face, framed in a mass
of black hair, was white and she was breathing heavily. Looking
about, I noticed on the wall the portrait of a heavy man peering at
me out of small, hard eyes. I recognized the likeness as that of a
person I had seen before, but I could not recollect where or under
what circumstances. Dr. Hoffmann began giving me directions. The
patient’s name was Mrs. Spenser he said. He had been treating her
for some time, trying to cure her of the drug habit. She had been
making good progress, but recently she had suffered a relapse and
taken to morphine again. Nothing could be done for her until she
came out of her stupor, I should watch her pulse and keep her warm.
Mrs. Spenser hardly stirred during the night. I tried to while away
the time by reading, but I could not concentrate. The picture of
the man on the wall haunted me. When the day nurse arrived, the
patient was still asleep, though breathing more normally.

Soon my week was nearly over. During the entire time Mrs.
Spenser had shown no interest in her surroundings. She would
open her eyes, stare vacantly, and doze off to sleep again. When
I came on duty on the sixth night, I found her fully conscious. Her
hair looked neglected and I asked her whether she would like me to
comb and braid it. She consented gladly. While I was doing it, she
inquired what my name was. “Goldman,” I said. “Are you related
to Emma Goldman, the anarchist?” “Very much so,” I replied, “T am
the guilty party” To my surprise she appeared much pleased to
have such a “famous person” for her nurse. She asked me to take
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where he would be met by the Prince of Wales (later King Edward
VII); subsequently he was to come to Windsor and London.

Tom Bell agreed with his friend to help in the reception of the
Tsar. McCabe had a shriveled hand and arm, but he was as game as
Tom. Together they laid their plans. They were in Edinburgh at the
time, and when they reached Leith, they found an enormous num-
ber of police at the dock, including British, Russian, and French
secret-service men. The streets were barricaded and lined all the
way by soldiers and bobbies, with detectives swarming everywhere.
Behind the barricade was a row of Highlanders; behind them ter-
ritorials, these again supported by infantry. The situation looked
hopeless — no chance for any action. Tom Bell and McCabe decided
to separate; “each knew that the other would do his damnedest,”
as Tom afterwards said. He heard a faint cheer from the school-
children as the pretty uniforms went by. Then came the carriages.
The Tsar’s was easily distinguished. Tom made out the Russian au-
tocrat sitting in the back seat, the Prince of Wales facing him. It
seemed impossible to do anything, up to the last moment, and it
was possible only at that moment and at no other. The guards had
been alert and vigilant till — just as the Tsar’s carriage came level
with them. In an instant Tom dived right through them, under the
barricade and to the side of the carriage, shouting into the Tsar’s
face: “Down with the Russian tyrant! To hell with all the empires!”
Just at that moment he became conscious of his friend Mac, who
had also got through, also shouting close by.

The British authorities did not dare bring Bell and McCabe before
a Scottish jury. Most probably they feared that prosecution would
mean more publicity. Not one word appeared in the papers about
the incident. “The Tsar appeared pale,” they wrote. No doubt. He cut
his visit short, going home again, not through Leith or any other
Scottish seaport, but from an obscure fishing-village, whence he
was taken to his yacht by boat.

I was naturally eager to meet the adventurous comrade. I found
him living with John Turner’s sister Lizzie, the lovely girl I had
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met in London in 1895. Tom was a very sick man, suffering from
asthma, but he was picturesque — tall, with red hair and beard, just
the type capable of unusual performances.

I departed from England for Paris, together with Hippolyte, ar-
riving in that city on a drizzling January morning and stopping in
a hotel on Boulevard Saint-Michel. Four years previously, in 1896,
I had visited the city on my way from Vienna. That experience had
been a great disappointment. The people I then stopped with, Ger-
man anarchists, lived in a suburb, worked hard during the day, and
were too tired to go out at night, and my French was not sufficient
to enable me to go about alone. On the only free Sunday, friends
had taken me to the Bois de Boulogne. Outside of that I had seen
practically nothing of Paris, which I had longed so much to know,
but I had promised myself that some day I would return to enjoy
the delights of the wonderful city.

Now the opportunity was at hand at last, made more wonderful
by the rebirth of love in my life. Hippolyte had been in Paris before
and knew its charms; he made a perfect companion. For a month
we were completely engrossed in the wonders of the city and in
each other. Every street, every stone almost, had its revolutionary
story, every district its heroic legend. The beauty of Paris, her reck-
less youth, her thirst for joy and ever-changing moods, held us in
their sway. The Mur des Fédérés at Pére Lachaise revived the mem-
ory of the high hopes and the black despair of the last days of the
Commune. It was there that the rebels had made their last heroic
stand, finally to be slain by order of Thiers and Galliffet. Place de
la Bastille, once the dreaded tomb of the living dead, razed to the
ground by the accumulated wrath of the people of Paris, brought
back to us the unspeakable pain and suffering that glowed into re-
generating hope in the days of the great revolution, whose history
had so much influenced our own lives.

Our cares and worries were forgotten in the world of beauty,
in the treasures of architecture and art, created by the genius of
man. The days were passing like a dream from which one feared to
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little girl is really an exceptional child” It was amazing to hear it
from the man who used to say that “most human beings are foolish,
but parents are both foolish and blind: they imagine their children
to be prodigies and expect the whole world to be of the same opin-
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ion.

I assured him that I did not doubt him, but in order that I might
make quite certain he had better let me see the wonder-child. “You
really want to see her? You really want me to bring her to you?”
he cried. “Why, yes, of course,” I replied; “you know I have always
been fond of children — why should I not be of yours?” He was
silent for a while. Then he said: “Our love has not been much of
a success, has it?” “Is love ever?” I responded; “ours lasted seven
years, which most people would consider a long time” “You have
grown wise during the past year, dear Emma,” he answered. “No,
only older, dear Ed” We parted with the promise of meeting again
soon.

At the Russian New Year’s vetcherinka Ed was present in the
company of a woman, his wife, I was sure. She was large, and she
talked in a rather loud voice. Ed had always abhorred this trait in
women; how did he stand it now? Friends besieged me, and com-
rades from the East Side came to question me about the movement
in England and in France. I did not see Ed again that evening.

The most urgent necessity on my arrival in America was to se-
cure employment. I had left my visiting card with several of my
medical friends, but weeks passed and not a single call came. Hip-
polyte tried to get something to do on the Czech anarchist weekly.
There was plenty of work there, but no payment; it was considered
unethical to accept money for writing for an anarchist paper. All
the foreign language publications, with the exception of the Freiheit
and the Freie Arbeiter Stimme, were got out by the voluntary labour
of men who earned their living at some trade, giving their evenings
and Sundays gratis to the needs of the movement. Hippolyte, not
having a profession, was even more helpless in New York than he
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Chapter 23

Directly I was settled in my new room, I went to see Justus
Schwab. I found him in bed, a mere shadow of his former self. A
lump rose in my throat at the sight of our giant so wasted. I knew
that Mrs. Schwab worked very hard taking care of the saloon and
I begged her to let me nurse Justus. She promised, though she was
sure that the sick man would have no one attend him but herself.
We were all aware of the tender relationship that existed between
Justus and his family. His wife had been his companion all through
the years. She had always been the picture of health, but Justus’s
illness, worry, and overwork were visibly telling on her; she had
lost her bloom and looked wan.

While I was talking to Mrs. Schwab, Ed came in. He became em-
barrassed on seeing me; I also was confused. He quickly regained
control of himself and approached us. Mrs. Schwab excused herself
by saying she had to look after her patient, and we were left alone.
It was a painful moment, to which neither of us could for some
time find the right approach.

I had not been in touch with Ed during my stay abroad, but I
knew of his life through our common friends, who had written
me about the birth of Ed’s child. I asked him how it felt to be a
father. He became animated at once, launching into a poem over
his little daughter and enlarging upon her charm and remarkable
intelligence. I was amused to see that baby-hater waxing so enthu-
siastic. I remembered that he had always refused to move into a
house where there were children. “I see you don’t believe me,” he
remarked presently; “you are astonished that I am so excited about
it. Well, it isn’t because I happen to be the father, but because my
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awaken. But I had come to Paris also for another purpose. It was
time to begin the preparatory work for our congress.

France had been the cradle of anarchism, fathered for a long
time by some of her most brilliant sons, of whom Proudhon was
the greatest. The battle for their ideal had been strenuous, involv-
ing persecution, imprisonment, and often even the sacrifice of life.
But it had not been in vain. Thanks to them anarchism and its ex-
ponents had come to be regarded in France as a social factor to
be reckoned with. No doubt the French bourgeoisie continued to
dread anarchism and to persecute it through the machinery of the
State. I had occasion to witness the brutal manner in which the
French police handled radical crowds, as well as proceedings in the
French courts when dealing with social offenders. Still, there was
a vast difference in the approach and methods used by the French
in dealing with anarchists from the American way. It was the dif-
ference between a people seasoned in revolutionary traditions and
one which had merely skimmed the surface of a struggle for inde-
pendence. That difference was everywhere apparent, strikingly so
in the anarchist movement itself. In the various groups I did not
meet a single comrade who used the high-sounding term “philo-
sophic” to mask his anarchism, as many did in America, because
they thought it more respectable.

We were soon carried into the tide of the varied activities
that went on in the anarchist ranks. The revolutionary-syndicalist
movement, given new impetus by the fertile mind of Pelloutier, was
permeated with anarchist tendencies. Nearly all the leading men of
the organization were outspoken anarchists. The new educational
efforts, known as the Université Populaire, were backed almost ex-
clusively by anarchists. They had succeeded in enlisting the sup-
port and co-operation of university men in every field of learning,
giving popular lectures on various branches of science before large
classes of workers. Neither were the arts neglected. The volumes
of Zola, Richepin, Mirbeau, and Brieux and the splendid plays pro-
duced in the Théatre Antoine were a part of anarchist literature
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similar to the writings of Kropotkin, while the works of Meunier,
Rodin, Steinlen, and Grandjouan were discussed and appreciated
in revolutionary ranks to a greater extent than by the bourgeois el-
ements that lay claim to being the sponsors of art. It was inspiring
to visit the anarchist groups, watch their efforts, and observe the
growth of our ideas on French soil.

My studies of the movement, however, did not allay my per-
sonal interest in people, always stronger with me than theories.
Hippolyte was quite the reverse; he disliked meeting people and he
was diffident in their presence. After a short while I knew nearly
every one of the leading personalities in our movement in France,
as well as those connected with other social work in Paris. Among
the latter was the circle of L’Humanité Nouvelle, which published a
magazine of the same name. Its able editor, Auguste Hamon, author
of La Psychologie du Militaire, as also its contributors, belonged to
a group of young artists and writers keenly alive to their time and
its needs.

Of the people I met I was most impressed by Victor Dave. He
was an old comrade who during forty years had participated in
anarchist activities in various European countries. He had been a
member of the first International, a co-worker of Michael Bakunin,
and the teacher of Johann Most. He had begun a brilliant career
as a student of history and philosophy, but later he chose to ded-
icate himself to his social ideal. I had learned much of Dave’s his-
tory from Johann Most, who greatly admired him. I also knew the
part he had played in the events that led to the accusations against
Peukert in connection with the arrest and conviction of John Neve.
Dave was still certain of Peukert’s guilt, yet there was no trace of
personal animosity in him. He was kindly and jovial. Though sixty,
he was as alert in mind and spirit as in his student days. Eking out
a meager existence as contributor to anarchist and other publica-
tions, he yet retained the buoyancy and humor of youth. I spent
much time with him and his lifelong companion, Marie, an invalid
for many years, but still interested in public affairs. Victor was a
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so yellow and thin that I was afraid he would not last to the end of
the trip. Meanwhile Eric had developed a ravenous appetite. Three
times each day he would begin at the top of the menu and end at
the bottom. “Don’t make the waiter work so hard!” I pleaded with
him; “we haven’t enough money for tips.” But he kept on feeding.
He was a born sailor, he loved the sea, and he grew jollier and more
hungry every day. At the end of the crossing I had just two dollars
and fifteen cents left, which I divided among the stewards and stew-
ardesses that had served Hippolyte and me. Our viking was left
to face the music. The brave fellow, who had for months lived in
constant danger of a cave-in in the tunnel, now quailed before the
employees of the ship. He actually kept in hiding. The dining room
steward was inexorable and he pursued Eric. But when the latter
stood before him shamefaced, like a schoolboy, with his pockets
turned inside out, the cruel steward took pity and let him go.

My precious “baby” brother, tall and handsome, was at the dock
to greet me. He was considerably surprised to see me return with a
bodyguard of two. We went immediately to a pawnshop to hock my
clam shell watch, for which I received ten whole dollars, enough
to pay for a week’s rent in a Clinton Street room and treat the
company to dinner.
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asked. “She simply would not let us take you without her accom-
panying you. She must have thought we were bandits intending to
rob you. She insisted on coming with us.” But the poor girl lost her
earnings for the night,” I protested.

Hippolyte put twenty francs in an envelope and sent the girl
home in a cab. In the late afternoon she returned to me. “What
do you mean by insulting me?” she cried, almost weeping; “do you
think a girl who makes her living on the street has no feelings? That
she would take money for helping a friend in distress? No, indeed,
nursing isn’t my profession, and I won’t be paid for it” I held out
my hand to her and drew her down to me. I was affected almost to
tears by the beauty of that child woman and her fine, tender spirit.

The inspiring atmosphere of our movement in Paris and my
other delightful experiences in the city made me wish to prolong
my stay. But it was time to leave. Our money was almost entirely
exhausted. Besides, detectives had already been at the hotel looking
for information about Mme Brady. It was a wonder the police had
not yet ordered me out of the country. Victor Dave suggested that
it was because of the Exposition; the authorities wanted to avoid
unpleasant publicity about foreigners. On an early morning, dark
and drizzling, Eric, Hippolyte, and I drove to the railroad station.
We were followed by several secret service men in a cab and one
on a bicycle. They waved good-bye to us as the train pulled out, but
one of them we found in the compartment next to our coupé. He
followed us to Boulogne, leaving only when we boarded the boat.

Only thanks to the gift sent me by my dear friend Anna Stir-
ling were we able to pay our hotel bills and fares, and still have
about fifteen dollars left. It would be enough for tips and other ex-
penses during our journey. I knew I could borrow some money in
New York, and Eric said he would wire to Chicago for funds, when
necessary.

When the steamer was a few hours out, Hippolyte became sea-
sick, getting worse with the increasing motion. On the third day
he was so ill that the doctor ordered iced champaigne. He looked
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great linguist and as such invaluable in helping me to arrange the
material I had brought for the congress and in making translations
into different languages.

The most fascinating thing about Victor Dave was his innate feel-
ing for life and the ready enjoyment of fun. He was the freest and
gayest comrades I met in Paris, a companion after my own heart.
But our good humour was often marred by Hippolyte’s fits of ex-
treme depression. From the very first he had taken a strong dislike
to Victor. He would refuse to join us on our outings, yet peevishly
resent having been left behind. Ordinarily his feeling would ex-
press itself in mute reproach, but the least quantity of liquor would
incite him to abuse Victor. At first I took his outbreaks lightly, but
gradually they began to affect me, making me uneasy when I was
away from him. I loved the boy; I knew his unhappy past had left
wounds in his soul that made him morbidly self-conscious and sus-
picious. I wanted to help him to a better understanding of him-
self and a broader approach to others. I hoped that my affection
would soften his virulence. When sober, he regretted his attacks on
Victor, and at such moments he would be all tenderness, clinging
to our love. It led me to hope that he might out-grow his acrimo-
nious moods. But the scenes kept recurring, and my apprehension
increased.

In the course of time I realized that Hippolyte’s resentment was
directed not only against Victor, but against every man of my ac-
quaintance. Two Italians I had worked with in behalf of Cuban free-
dom, as well as during the Summit strike, arrived in Paris to attend
the Exposition. They came to see me and invited me out to dinner.
On my return I found Hippolyte in a ferment of wrathful indigna-
tion. Some time later my good friend Palavicini came over with his
wife and child. Hippolyte immediately began to concoct impossi-
ble stories about the man. Life with Hippolyte was growing more
distressing, yet I could not think of parting.
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Chapter 22

A letter from Carl Stone unexpectedly changed my plans regard-
ing the study of medicine. “I thought it was understood when you
left for Europe,” he wrote, “that you were to go to Switzerland to
study medicine. It was solely for that purpose that Herman and I of-
fered to give you an allowance. I now learn that you are at your old
propaganda and with a new lover. Surely you do not expect us to
support you with either. I am interested only in E. G. the woman —
her ideas have no meaning whatever to me. Please choose.” I wrote
back at once: “E. G. the woman and her ideas are inseparable. She
does not exist for the amusement of upstarts, nor will she permit
anybody to dictate to her. Keep your money.”

I could not believe that Herman Miller had had anything to do
with the miserable letter. I was sure that I should hear from him
in due time. Of the amount he had given me I still had enough
money left for several months. The two hundred dollars from Stone
I had turned over to Eric to be used in connexion with the tunnel.
I experienced a sense of relief that the matter was closed. When
the allowance stopped and no word reached me from Herman, I
concluded that he also had changed his mind. It was rather disap-
pointing, but I was happy that I should no longer be dependent on
moneyed people. Tchaikovsky was right, after all; one could not
devote himself to an ideal and to a profession at the same time. I
would return to America to take up my work.

One evening as I was about to go with Hippolyte to an important
committee session, the hotel maid handed me a visiting card. I was
overjoyed to see on it the name of Oscar Panizza, whose brilliant
writings in the Armer Teufel had delighted me for years. Presently
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up?” both Hippolyte and I asked simultaneously. “Have you discov-
ered a goldmine?” “Not exactly,” Eric replied; “my grandmother,
who died a few months ago, left me a legacy of seven hundred
francs, which I received today. We’re going to blow it all in tonight.”
“Don’t you want to get back to the United States?” I inquired. “Of
course I do.” “Then let me have half of your legacy for your return
fare,” I suggested; “the rest I am perfectly willing to help you blow
in” Laughingly he turned three hundred and fifty francs over to me
for safe keeping.

We dined, wined, and made merry. Everyone was gay and still
firm on his feet when at two o’clock in the morning we landed at
the Rat Mort, a famous Montmartre cabaret, where Eric ordered
champagne. Across from us sat a very attractive French girl, and
Eric asked if he might invite her to our table. “Sure,” I said, “the only
woman in the company of five men, I can afford to be generous”
The girl joined and danced with the boys. Our viking, remarkably
lithe despite his two hundred pounds, danced like a nymph. After
an exciting day we lifted their glasses in a toast to E. G., and I drank
mine down without a stop. Suddenly all went black before me.

I woke up in my room with a splitting headache, deathly ill. The
French girl of the cabaret was sitting near my bed. “What has hap-
pened? I demanded. “Rien du tout, chérie; you felt a bit sick last
night,” she replied. I asked her to call my friends, and in a short
time Eric and Hippolyte entered. “I feel as if [ had been poisoned,’
I told them. “Not quite,” Eric retorted; “but one of the boys poured
a glass of cognac into your champagne” “And then?” “Then we
had to carry you downstairs. We hailed a cab, but we could not
make you get into it. You sat down on the sidewalk and shouted
that you were Emma Goldman, the anarchist, protesting that you
would not be forced. It took the five of us to get you into the cab.
I was dumbfounded not remembering a thing about it.

“We were none of us any too steady on our feet,” Eric went on.
“But we sobered up quick enough when we saw in what condition
you were.” “And the girl — how does she happen to be here?” I

337



regret over the perilous hardships he had endured in the luckless
venture to aid Sasha’s escape.

Our scheduled congress did not take place. At the last moment
the authorities prohibited the public gathering of foreign anar-
chists. We held some sessions, nevertheless, in private homes, in
the environs of Paris. Under the circumstances and in view of the
necessary secrecy of our proceedings, we had time to discuss only
the most urgent problems.

The presence of Eric involved additional expenditure, and I
found it imperative to earn some money. He had worked his way
across and he did not have a cent left. A number of friends were liv-
ing in the same hotel with me and I conceived the idea of preparing
breakfast and luncheon for them. It was a big job to cook for twelve
and even more persons on a single alcohol burner. Hippolyte was
very helpful, being much better at marketing than I, as well as a first
class chef. Our “boarders” were nearly all foreign comrades, easily
satisfied with the meals we served. It enabled us to earn a little
money, though far from enough. Hippolyte and I contrived to take
small parties to the Exposition. I did pretty well, though it was bor-
ing to guide dull Americans about. One chap, on seeing Voltaire’s
statue, demanded to know who “that guy” was and what had been
his business. Several school teachers, who had been recommended
to me by a friend, almost fell into a faint when they saw the nude
statues in the Luxembourg. I would return home thoroughly dis-
gusted with the role of cicerone.

One afternoon I came back to my hotel determined never again
to serve as guide to sightseers unless it be to a certain very hot
place. In my room I found a huge bouquet of flowers and a note be-
side it. The handwriting was unfamiliar, the contents puzzling: “An
admirer of long standing would like you to join him for a pleasant
evening. Will you meet him tonight at the Café du Chatelet? You
may bring a friend along” I wondered who the man could be.

The “admirer of long standing” turned out to be none other than
Eric. With him were three other comrades from America. “What’s
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a tall, dark man entered, introducing himself as Panizza. He had
learned through Dr. Eugene Schmidt of my presence in Paris and
was anxious to “meet Cassandra, our dear Robert’s friend” He
asked me to spend the evening with him and Dr. Schmidt. “We
are going up to see Oscar Wilde first,” he said, “and we want you
to come with us. Afterwards we will have dinner”

What a marvellous event to meet Panizza and Wilde the same
evening! In a flurry of anticipation I knocked at Hippolyte’s door
to tell him about it. I found him pacing his room, waiting for me in
great irration. “You don’t mean you are not going to the session!”
he cried angrily. “You have promised, you are expected, you have
undertaken work to do! You can meet Oscar Wilde some other time,
and Panizza too. Why must it be tonight?” In my excitement I had
forgotten all about the session. Of course, I could not go back on
it. With a heavy heart I went downstairs to tell Panizza that I was
not able to come that evening. Could we not meet tomorrow or
the next day? We agreed on the following Saturday, at luncheon.
He would invite Dr. Schmidt again, but he could not promise as to
Oscar Wilde. The latter was in poor health and not always able to
be about; but he would try his best to arrange a meeting.

On Friday Dr. Schmidt called to say that Panizza had left unex-
pectedly, but he was to return to Paris before long, and he would
see me then. The doctor must have read disappointment on my face.
“It is lovely outside,” he remarked, “come for a walk” I was grate-
ful, sick with regret for having given up the rare opportunity of
meeting Oscar Wilde and of spending an evening with Panizza.

During our walk in the Luxembourg I told the doctor of the in-
dignation I had felt at the conviction of Oscar Wilde. I had pleaded
his case against the miserable hypocrites who had sent him to his
doom. “You!” the doctor exclaimed in astonishment, “why, you
must have been a mere youngster then. How did you dare come
out in public for Oscar Wilde in puritan America?” “Nonsense!”
replied; “no daring is required to protest against a great injustice”
The doctor smiled dubiously. “Injustice?” he repeated; “it wasn’t
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exactly that from the legal point of view, though it may have been
from the psychological” The rest of the afternoon we were engaged
in a battle royal about inversion, perversion, and the question of sex
variation. He had given much thought to the matter, but he was not
free in his approach, and I suspected that he was somewhat scan-
dalized that I, a young woman, should speak without reservations
on such tabooed subjects.

On my return to the hotel I found Hippolyte in a state of sulky
depression. Somehow it irritated me more than on any previous
occasion. Without a word I left for my room. On my table lay a pile
of letters, among them one that sent my pulse beating faster. It was
from Max. He and Puck were in Paris, he wrote. They had arrived
the previous night and were anxious to see me. I ran to Hippolyte,
waving the letter and crying: “Max is in town! Think of it — Max!”
He stared at me as if I had lost my wits. “Max — what Max?” he
asked darkly. Why, Max Baginski! What other Max could mean so
much to me?” No sooner had I spoken than I realized my tactless-
ness. But to my surprise Hippolyte exclaimed: Max Baginski! Why,
I know all about him and I wanted to meet him long ago. I am glad
he is here” Never before had I heard my “bitter Putzi,” as I called
him, express such a warm interest in a member of his own sex.
Throwing my arms around his neck, I cried: “Let’s go to Max right
away!” He pressed me to him and looked intently into my eyes.
“What is it?” I asked. “Oh just to reassure myself of your love,” he
replied. “If only I could be certain of it, I should want nothing else
in the world.” “Silly boy,” I said, “of course you can be sure of it”
He declined to accompany me to see Max and Puck; he wanted me
to see them first. Later he would meet us.

On my way the precious moments I had lived through with Max
sprang vividly to life. It did not seem possible that a year had passed
since. Even the shock of his going to Europe without me became
resurrected in its old poignancy. Much had happened during the
year to help me over the blow, but now it came back with renewed
force. Why see Max — why start it all over again, I asked myself
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“The most amazing thing is,” Eric continued, “that to this day the
prison officials have been unable to find out for whom the tunnel
was intended. The police departments of Pittsburgh and Allegheny,
as well as the State authorities, agreed that the tunnel was one of
the cleverest pieces of engineering they had ever seen. The Warden
and the Board of Prison Inspectors suspect Sasha, but they can find
no proof to support their charges, while the police claim the tunnel
was intended for a certain Boyd, a prominent forger serving a long
term. No clues have been discovered; but at any rate they put Sasha
in solitary.”

“In solitary!” I screamed. “No wonder I haven’t heard from him
for so long!” “Yes, he’s under very severe punishment,” Eric admit-
ted. The purgatory Sasha had already endured, the ghastly years
still ahead of him, flitted through my mind. “They will kill him!”
I groaned. I knew they were killing him inch by inch, and here I
was away in Paris and unable to help him, to do anything, any-
thing! “Better a thousand times for me to have been in prison than
to sit by and helplessly see them murdering Sasha!” I cried. “That
wouldn’t do Sasha any good,” Eric retorted; “in fact, it would make
it harder for him, harder to bear his lot. You must realize that, so
why eat your heart out?”

Why, why? Could I explain what those years had been to me,
ever since that black day in July 1892. Life is inexorable; it does not
let you pause at any point. My own life had been crowded with
events, following each in quick succession. There had been little
time to indulge in retrospection of the past, but it had eaten into
my consciousness, and nothing could ever still its gnawing. Yet it
kept on its course. There was no cessation.

Eric was hardly able to keep on his feet. He was completely ex-
hausted by what he had endured working in the tunnel; its poi-
sonous fumes had infected his blood and produced a serious skin-
disease. His condition became so bad that he had to be put to bed
and I nursed him for weeks. But the dear man, true viking that he
was, kept laughing and joking, with never a word of complaint or
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“And then — and then?” I cried unable to contain myself any
longer.

“Why, didn’t anyone write you?” Eric asked in surprise. “When
Sasha tried to make his escape through the hole in the prison yard
where the tunnel terminated, according to Tony’s directions, he
found it covered with a pile of bricks and stone. They were putting
up a new building in the penitentiary and they had emptied a
wagon-load of rock just over the spot that Tony had selected as
the terminal of the tunnel. You can imagine how Sasha must have
felt about it, and the danger to which he had exposed himself by es-
caping from the cell-house only to have to return again. The most
dreadful thing about it was that, as we learned later, Sasha had re-
peatedly warned Tony against ending the tunnel in the middle of
the prison yard, as Tony had proposed to him. Sasha was absolutely
against it, knowing that it was bound to prove a failure. His origi-
nal plan called for the tunnel to terminate in a deserted outhouse,
about twenty feet from that hole. Believing that we had dug the
tunnel to the point desired by Sasha, and that our work was com-
pleted, we departed for New York, only Tony remaining in Pitts-
burgh. Sasha was desperate at Tony’s arbitrary change from his
instructions. He insisted that the digging be continued farther and
up to the outhouse, according to his diagram. Tony finally realized
the fatal results of his mad obstinacy. He notified Sasha that his
wishes would be carried out and he immediately left for New York
to see us with a view to raising more money to complete the tun-
nel. Our house opposite the prison was left vacant. During Tony’s
absence children playing in the street somehow got into the cellar,
discovered the secret passage, and notified their parents, among
whom was the agent of the house. Strange to say, he proved also
to be a guard in the Western Penitentiary.”

I sat silent, crushed by the thought of what Sasha must have gone
through during the weeks and months of suspense and anxious
waiting for the completion of the tunnel, only to have all his hopes
blighted almost in sight of liberty.
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bitterly. He could not have cared if he was able to give me up so
easily. I would not go through the same agony again. I would write
him a note to tell him that it would be best for us not to meet any
more. I stepped into a cafe, got paper and pen, and began to write. I
started several times, but could not formulate my thought. I was in
the throes of ever-increasing agitation. At last I paid the waiter and
almost ran in the direction of the hotel where Max was stopping.

At the sight of his dear face, at the sound of his gay greeting,
“Well, my little one, do we actually meet in Paris!” a change in-
stantly came over me. The sweet tenderness of his voice dissolved
resentment and soothed the storm within me. Puck also welcomed
me with the greatest warmth. She looked better and more viva-
cious than in Chicago. Soon the three of us were on our way to
my hotel to Hippolyte. Our evening together, which lasted until
three o’clock in the morning, was a merry celebration, worthy of
the spirit of Paris. I was particularily happy to see the effect Max
exerted on Hippolyte. The latter ceased to be moody; he became
more sociable and less resentful towards other men.

Some of the documents I had received to be read at the congress
treated of the importance of the discussion of sex problems in the
anarchist press and lectures. Kate Austen’s paper was particularly
strong, giving the history of the American movement for freedom
in love. Kate was no mincer of words; frankly and directly she set
forth her views of sex as a vital factor in life. Victor assured me
that certain comrades would not consent to have Kate’s paper read
at the congress and surely not to discuss it. I could hardly believe
it. The French, of all people! Victor explained that not being puri-
tanical does not mean being free. “The French have not the same
serious attitudes towards sex as the idealists in America,” he said.
“They are cynical about it and cannot see more than the mere phys-
ical side. Our older French comrades have always loathed such an
attitude, and in protest against it they have outdone the Puritans.
They now fear that discussion of sex would serve only to increase
the misconceptions of anarchism.” I was not convinced, but a week
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later Victor informed me that one group had definitely decided not
to have the American reports dealing with sex read at the congress.
They might be taken up at private gatherings, but not at public
meetings with the press representatives present.

I protested, and declared that I would immediately get in touch
with the comrades in the United States and ask them to relieve me
of the credentials and the instructions they had given me. While re-
alizing the matter in question was only one of the numerous issues
involved in anarchism, yet I could not co-operate with a congress
that attempted to silence opinion or suppress views that failed to
meet the approval of certain elements.

One day, while in a café with Max and Victor, I read in the af-
ternoon papers about the killing of King Humbert by an anarchist.
The name of of the Attentdter was Gaetano Bresci.

I remembered the name as that of an active comrade of the anar-
chist group in Paterson, New Jersey. Strange that he should have
committed such an act, I thought; he had impressed me so differ-
ently from most of the other Italians I knew. He was not at all of
an excitable temperament and not easily aroused. What could have
induced him to take the life of the King of Italy, I wondered. Vic-
tor ascribed the protracted hunger riots in Milan, in 1898, as the
probable cause of Bresci’s deed. Many workers’ lives had been lost
on that occasion through the attack of the soldiery upon the starv-
ing and unarmed people. They had marched toward the palace to
demonstrate their misery, the women carrying their children in
their arms. They had found the palace surrounded by a strong mil-
itary force under command of General Bava Beccaris. The people
ignored the order to disperse, whereupon the General gave the sig-
nal that resulted in a massacre of the demonstrants. King Humbert
complimented Beccaris upon his “brave defence of the royal house,”
decorating him for his murderous work.

Max and Victor agreed with me that those tragic events must
have induced Bresci to come all the way from America to carry out
his act. Max thought I was lucky not to be in the States else I would
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fumes leaking into the tunnel from some unknown source. This un-
foreseen trouble resulted in much delay and involved the installa-
tion of machinery to supply fresh air to the men toiling prostrate
in the narrow passage deep in the bowels of the earth. The sounds
of digging might attract the attention of the alert look-outs on the
prison wall, and Eric hit upon the idea of hiring a piano and invit-
ing a woman friend of his, Kinsella, a splendid musician, to come
to his aid. Her singing and playing masked the noises from below,
and the guards on the wall greatly enjoyed the fine performances
of Kinsella.

The “invention” was a most ingenious undertaking, but also very
dangerous, requiring great engineering skill and the utmost care in
avoiding the least suspicion on the part of the prison guards and
the passers-by on the street. At the first sign of danger the pianist
would press an electric button near at hand to warn the diggers
underground to cease operations immediately. Then all would re-
main quiet till she would again burst out into song. The staccato
piano chords would be the signal that all was well. “Digging under
such conditions was no snap,” Eric continued. “To save time and
expense we had decided to make the tunnel very narrow, just wide
enough for a person to crawl through. Our work therefore could
not be carried on even by kneeling. We had to lie flat on the stom-
ach and do the drilling with one hand. It was so exhausting it was
impossible to keep at it more than half an hour at a time. Natu-
rally progress was slow. But what was more exasperating was that
Tony constantly shifted from one idea to another. We wanted to
keep strictly to Sasha’s plans. The latter insisted on it all the time
and we felt that he, being on the inside, knew best. But Tony was
bent on carrying out his own notions. Sasha evidently considered
it too dangerous to give us directions even in his underground let-
ters; he did so only in his cipher, which no one except Tony could
read. Therefore we were compelled to take our instructions from
Tony. Well, at last the tunnel was finished”
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But that very afternoon a cable from Eric B. Morton prevented
my putting the plan into immediate action. “Sudden illness. Work
suspended. Sailing for France,” the message read. I should have to
await his arrival.

The nervous tension of the days that followed would have been
beyond my endurance were it not for the intensive work I had to
do. Within a fortnight Eric appeared. I hardly recognized him; the
change he had undergone since I saw him in Pittsburgh was ap-
palling. The big, strong viking had grown very thin, his face ashen
and covered with blisters full of pus.

As soon as Tony finally got in touch with him, Eric related, he
went to Pittsburgh to attend to the preliminary arrangements. His
first impression of Tony was not very favourable. Tony seemed
obsessed by his self-importance over his part in Sasha’s projects.
Sasha had devised a special cipher for underground communica-
tions, and Tony, being the only person able to read it, exploited the
situation by arbitrary behaviour and directions. Not a mechanic,
Tony had little idea of the difficulties involved in the construction
of the tunnel, and the danger attending the digging of it. The house
they had rented on Sterling Street was almost directly opposite the
main gate of the prison and about two hundred feet distant from it.
From the cellar of the house the tunnel had to be dug in a slightly
circular line in the direction of the southern gate, then underneath
it and into the prison yard towards an outhouse indicated by Sasha
on his diagram. Sasha was to manage somehow to leave the cell
block, reach the outhouse unobserved, tear up its wooden flooring,
and, opening the tunnel, crawl through into the cellar of the house.
There he would find citizen’s clothes, money, and cipher directions
where to meet his friends. But work on the tunnel was taking more
time and money than had been expected. Eric and the other com-
rades working on the tunnel came upon unexpected difficulties in
the rocky formation of the soil in the neighbourhood of the prison
wall. It was found necessary to dig underneath its foundations, and
there Eric and his coworkers were nearly asphyxiated by poisonous
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surely be held responsible in some way for the death of Humbert, as
had invariably been the case in the past whenever any political act
of violence took place anywhere in the world. I was less concerned
about such an eventuality than over the fate that awaited Bresci.
I knew what tortures would be his lot in prison and I recalled the
fearful treatment of Luccheni, a similar victim of the ruthless social
struggle.

We remained for some time in the cafe, discussing the incredible
waste of human life involved in the terrible war of the classes in
every country. I confided to my friends the doubts that had been as-
sailing me since Sasha’s act, though I fully realized the inevitability
of such deeds resulting from existing conditions.

Shortly afterwards I learned through Victor that the Neo-
Malthusian Congress was soon to meet in Paris. Its sessions would
have to be secret because the French Government proscribed any
organized attempt to limit offspring. Dr. Drysdale, the pioneer of
birth limitation, and his sister were already in Paris, and other
delegates were arriving from various countries. In France it was
largely Paul Robin and Madeleine Verné, who were backing the
Neo-Malthusian movement, Victor explained.

I knew Madeleine Verné, but who was Paul Robin? My friend
informed me that he was one of the great libertarians in the field
of education. Out of his own means he had bought a large tract of
land on which he established a school for destitute children. Sem-
puis, the place was called. Robin had taken homeless waifs from the
street or from orphan asylums, the poorest and the so called bad
children. “You should see them now!” Victor said; “Robin’s school
is a living example of what can be done in education by an attitude
of understanding and love for the child” He promised to afford me
an opportunity to attend the Neo-Malthusian Congress and to visit
Sempuis.

The Neo-Malthusian conference, having to meet under cover, ev-
ery session in a different place, had a very small attendance, of not
more than a dozen delegates. But what it lacked in numbers it made
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up in vital interest. Dr. Drysdale, the venerable advocate of family
limitation, was full of enthusiasm for the cause. Miss Drysdale, his
sister, Paul Robin, and their co-workers were admirable in the sim-
plicity and earnestness with which they presented the subject, and
very brave in the demonstration of preventive methods. I marvelled
at their ability to discuss such a delicate matter so frankly and in
such an inoffensive manner. I thought of my former patients on
the East Side and the blessing it would have meant to them if they
could have procured the contraceptives described at these sessions.
The delegates were amused when I told them of my vain efforts, as
midwife, to find some way of helping the poor women in the States.
They thought that, with Anthony Comstock supervising American
morals, it would take many years before methods to prevent con-
ception could be discussed openly in that country. I pointed out to
them, however, that even in France they had to meet in secret and
I assured them that I knew many people in America brave enough
to do good, even if prohibited, work. At any rate, I decided to take
the matter up on my return to New York. I was complimented on
my attitude by the delegates and supplied with literature and con-
traceptives for my future work.

My money was dwindling fast, but still we could not forgo the
pleasure of visiting theatres and museums and hearing music. The
concerts at the Trocadero were particularly interesting, among
them those by the Finnish orchestra, including folk songs by mag-
nificent artists, with Mme Aino Ackté, the prima donna of the Paris
Opéra, as the soloist. The Russian Balalaika Orchestra, Wagner per-
formances, and a recital by Ysaye, the magician of the violin, were
rare treats. A favourite place was the Théatre Libre, managed by
Antoine; it was the only dramatic venture in Paris worth seeing.
With the exception of Sarah Bernhardt, the Coquelins, and Mme.
Réjane, the Paris stage impressed me as declamatory. Compared
with Eleonora Duse even “Divine Sarah” appeared theatrical. The
one play in which she was her great self was Cyrano de Bergerac,
with Coquelin playing Cyrano to her Roxane. The group under An-

330

toine had abolished the star system; their ensemble acting was of
the highest order.

During my stay in Europe I could not correspond with Sasha di-
rectly. Our letters passed through a friend, entailing long delays.
Sasha was permitted to write only one letter a month; on rare oc-
casions, thanks to the friendship of the prison chaplain, he was
allowed an extra letter. In order to keep in touch with as many cor-
respondents as possible, Sasha had devised a scheme of dividing
his writing paper into four, five, or even six separate parts, each
filled on both sides with diminutive writing, clear as an etching.
The recipient of his letter on the outside would cut the sheet ac-
cording to the indicated divisions and then mail the various parts
as directed. His last note to me had been cheerful, even jocular. He
had asked for souvenirs of the Exposition and detailed accounts
of things happening in Paris. But that was over two months ago,
nothing having reached me since. Eric also wrote seldom, only a
line or two about the “invention,” which was apparently progress-
ing slowly. I was beginning to grow anxious. Max and Hippolyte
tried to explain away my fears and forebodings, but it was evident
that they were also very uneasy.

One morning I was awakened at an early hour by Hippolyte vio-
lently knocking on my door. He entered excitedly, a French news-
paper in his hand. He started to say something; his lips moved, but
he could not utter a word. “What is it?” I cried in instinctive ap-
prehension. “Why don’t you speak?” “The tunnel, the tunnel!” he
whispered hoarsely, “it has been discovered. It is in the paper”

With fainting heart I thought of Sasha, his terrible disappoint-
ment at the failure of the project, the disastrous consequences, his
desperate position. Sasha again thrust back into the black hopeless-
ness of eleven more years in his inferno. What now? What now? I
must go back to America at once. I should have never gone away!
I had failed Sasha, I felt; I had left him when he needed me most.
Yes, I must go back to America as quickly as possible.
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had a profound effect on Ed, made him more tolerant and mellow,
more understanding. In his little girl and in much reading he found
solace. Our intellectual companionship had never before been so
stimulating and enjoyable.

I had everything a human being could wish, yet there was chaos
in my mind, an ever-growing craving in my heart. I longed to take
up the old struggle, to make my life count for more than a mere
round of personal interests. But how get back — where begin again?
It seemed to me that I had burned the bridges behind me, that I
could never again span the gap that had grown so wide since the
dreadful Buffalo days.

One morning the young English anarchist William McQueen
called on me. I had met him on my first tour through England in
1895; he had arranged my meetings in Leeds and had been my host.
I had also met him several times since his arrival in America. He
now came to invite me to speak in Paterson in behalf of the striking
silk-weavers. McQueen and the Austrian anarchist Rudolph Gross-
man were going to address a mass meeting, and the strikers had
asked me to come.

It was the first time since the Czolgosz tragedy that I had been ap-
proached by workers, or even by my own comrades. I seized upon
the chance as a desert wanderer falls upon a well.

The night before the meeting I had a nightmare, waking up with
screams that brought Yegor to my bed. In a cold sweat and shaking
in every nerve I related to my brother all I could remember of my
oppressive dream.

I dreamed I was in Paterson. The large hall was crowded, myself
on the platform. I stepped to the edge and began to speak. I seemed
to be carried along on the human sea at my feet. The waves rose
and fell in tune with the inflections of my voice. Then they rushed
away from me, faster and faster, carrying the people with them. I
remained on the platform, all alone, my voice hushed in the silence
around me. Alone, yet not quite. Something was stirring, taking
form, growing before my eyes. I stood tense, breathlessly waiting.

396

like Russell. I was afraid that I would be done to death
like my poor friend...I was on the verge of suicide. I
demanded to be relieved from the cell, and the War-
den ordered me punished. I was put in the strait jacket.
They bound my body in canvas, strapped my arms to
the bed, and chained my feet to the posts. I was kept
that way eight days, unable to move, rotting in my own
excrement. Released prisoners called the attention of
our new Inspector to my case. He refused to believe
that such things were being done in the penitentiary.
Reports spread that I was going blind and insane. Then
the Inspector visited the hospital and had me released
from the jacket. I am in pretty bad shape, but they have
put me in the general ward now, and I am glad of the
chance to send you this note.

The fiends! It would have been a convenient way to send Sasha
into the madhouse or to make him take his own life. I was sick with
the thought that I had been living in a world of dreams, youthful
fancies and gaiety, while Sasha was undergoing hellish tortures.
My heart cried out: “It isn’t fair that he alone should go on paying
the price — it isn’t fair!” My young friends clustered around me in
compassion. Stella’s large eyes were filled with tears. Yegor held
out the other letter, saying: “This is of a later date. It may have
better news” I was almost afraid to open it. I had barely read the
first paragraph when I cried in joy: “Children — Stella — Yegor!
Sasha’s term has been commuted! Only five years more and he will
be free! Think of it, only five more years!” Breathlessly I went on
reading. “I can visit him again!” I exclaimed. “The new Warden has
restored his privileges — he can see his friends!” I ran about the
room laughing and crying.

Helena rushed up the stairs, followed by Jacob. “What is it? What
has happened?” I could only cry: “Sasha! My Sasha!” Gently my
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sister drew me down on the sofa, took the letter from my hand,
and read it aloud in a trembling voice:

Direct to Box A 7.
Allegheny City, Pa.
July 25, 1901.

Dear Friend, —

I cannot tell you how happy I am to be allowed to write
to you again. My privileges have been restored by our
new Inspector, a very kindly man. He has relieved me
from the cell, and now I am again on the range. The
Inspector requested me to deny to my friends the re-
ports which have recently appeared in the papers con-
cerning my condition. I have not been well of late, but
now I hope to improve. My eyes are very poor. The In-
spector has given me permission to have a specialist
examine them. Please arrange for it through our local
comrades.

There is another piece of very good news, dear friend.
A new commutation law has been passed, which re-
duces my sentence by 2 1/2 years. It still leaves me a
long time, of course; almost four years here, and an-
other year in the workhouse. However, it is a consid-
erable gain, and if I should not get into solitary again, I
may — I am almost afraid to utter the thought — I may
live to come out. I feel as if I am being resurrected.

The new law benefits the short-timers proportionately
much more than the men with longer sentences. Only
the poor lifers do not share in it. We were very anxious
for a while, as there were many rumours that the law
would be declared unconstitutional. Fortunately, the
attempt to nullify its benefits proved ineffectual. Think

354

window in the sick-room; “do you want to kill my child?” At night I
had a free hand to give my patients the attention they needed. With
the help of a book and a large pot of coffee, brewed by myself, the
night hours passed quickly.

While I never refused any case, whatever the nature of the dis-
ease, I preferred to nurse children; they are so pathetically helpless
when ill; they respond so gratefully to patience and kindness.

Working under an assumed name brought me many amusing
experiences. Once a young socialist I knew called me to nurse his
mother. She had double pneumonia, he informed me; she was a
large woman and very hard to handle. About to accompany the
man, I noticed that he was fidgety, as if he wanted to say some-
thing, but did not know how. “What is it?” I asked. His mother had
been violently antagonistic to me during the McKinley panic, he
confided to me; she had repeatedly said: “If I had that woman, I
would soak her in kerosene and burn her alive” He wanted me to
know it before taking the case. “It was generous of your mother,” I
said, “but in her present condition she will hardly be able to carry
out her threat” My young socialist was very much impressed.

After three weeks of struggle our patient succeeded in cheating
the black-hooded gentleman. She had sufficiently recovered to do
without a night nurse, and I was preparing to leave. To my sur-
prise the young socialist announced that his mother wanted the
day nurse discharged and me in her place. “Miss Smith is a wonder-
ful nurse,” she had told her son. “Do you know who she really is?”
He said: “it’s the terrible Emma Goldman!” “My God,” his mother
cried, “T hope you have not told her what I said about her” The boy
admitted that he had. “And she nursed me so fine? Oi, a wonderful
nurse!”

With the advent of warm weather the number of my patients
decreased. I did not regret it; I was very tired and needed a rest. I
wanted more time for reading and leisure to be with Dan, Yegor,
and Ed. A sweet and harmonious camaraderie with the latter had
replaced our turbulent emotions of the past. Our separation had
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the fearful situation. My indignation was roused by the mad pack
howling for our lives. Yet I remained benumbed and inert, unable
to do anything except torment myself with everlasting whys and
wherefors.

In the midst of the harassing situation we were ordered out of
our flat, the landlord having somehow learned my identity. With
great difficulty we found quarters in the very heart of the ghetto, on
Market Street, on the fifth floor of a congested tenement. East Side
landlords were used to having every kind of radical as their ten-
ants. Moreover, the new place was cheaper and had the advantage
of light rooms. It was fatiguing to climb so many flights of stairs a
score of times a day, but it was preferable to having heavy-footed
tenants over our heads. Orthodox Jews take Jehovah literally, es-
pecially his command to multiply. There was not a family in the
house with fewer than five children, and some had eight or ten.
Notwithstanding my love for children, I could not have remained
long in the flat with the constant tramp of little feet over my head.

My good friend Solotaroff succeeded in inducing several East
Side doctors to give me employment. Their patients, Jews and Ital-
ians, were mostly from the poorest families, their living-quarters
consisting generally of two or three rooms for six or more peo-
ple. Their incomes averaged about fifteen dollars a week, and the
trained nurse was paid four dollars a day. For them nurses were lux-
uries indulged only in very serious illness. Nursing under such con-
ditions was not only difficult, but extremely painful. I was pledged
to keep up the standard of pay in my profession. I could not give
my services for a lower price, and therefore had to find other ways
of helping those poor people than by merely taking care of their
sick.

I was mostly on night duty because few nurses were willing to
take night cases, while I preferred them. The presence of relatives
and their constant interference, much talking and weeping, and,
above all, their horror of fresh air made day work most trying for
me. “You wicked one!” an old lady once berated me for opening a
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of men who will see something unconstitutional in al-
lowing the prisoners a little more good time than the
commutation statute of 40 years ago. As if a little kind-
ness to the unfortunates — really justice — is incompat-
ible with the spirit of Jefferson! We were greatly wor-
ried over the fate of this statute, but at last the first
batch has been released, and there is much rejoicing
over it.

There is a peculiar history about this new law, which
may interest you; it sheds a significant side-light. It
was especially designed for the benefit of a high Fed-
eral officer who was recently convicted of aiding
two wealthy Philadelphia tobacco-manufacturers to
defraud the Government of a few millions, by using
counterfeit tax stamps. Their influence secured the in-
troduction of the commutation bill and its hasty pas-
sage. The law would have cut their sentences almost
in two, but certain newspapers seem to have taken of-
fence at having been kept in ignorance of the “deal,”
and protests began to be coerced. The matter finally
came up before the Attorney General of the United
States, who decided that the men in whose special in-
terest the law was engineered could not benefit by
it, because a State law does not affect U.S. prisoners,
the latter being subject to the Federal Commutation
Act. Imagine the discomfiture of the politicians! An at-
tempt was even made to suspend the operation of the
statute. Fortunately it failed, and now the “common”
State prisoners, who were not at all meant to profit, are
being released. The legislature had unwittingly given
some unfortunates here much happiness.

I was interrupted in this writing by being called out
for a visit. I could hardly credit it: the first comrade I
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have been allowed to see in nine years! It was Harry
Gordon, and I was so overcome by the sight of the dear
friend, I could barely speak. He must have prevailed
upon the new Inspector to issue a permit. The latter
is now Acting Warden, owing to the serious illness of
Captain Wright. Perhaps he will allow me to see my
sister. Will you kindly communicate with her at once?
Meantime I shall try to secure a pass. With renewed
hope, and always with green memory of you,

Alex

“At last, at last the miracle!” Helena exclaimed amid tears. She
had always admired Sasha. Since his imprisonment she had taken
a keen interest in his condition and in every bit of news that had
come out of his living grave. She had shared my grief, and now she
rejoiced with me over the wonderful news.

Once more I stood within the prison walls of the Western Pen-
itentiary, with fast-beating heart straining to catch the sound of
Sasha’s step. Nine years had passed since that November day in
1892 when for a fleeting moment I had been brought face to face
with him, only again to be wrenched away — nine years replete
with the torment of endless time.

“Sasha!” I rushed forward with outstretched arms. I saw the
guard, beside him a man in a grey suit, the same greyness in his
face. Could it really be Sasha, so changed, so thin and wan? He sat
mute at my side, fumbling with the fob of my watch-chain. I waited
tensely, listening for a word. Sasha made no sound. Only his eyes
stared at me, sinking into my very soul. They were Sasha’s eyes,
startled, tortured eyes. They made me want to weep. I, too, was
mute.

“Time’s up!” The sound almost froze my blood. With heavy steps
I turned to the corridor, out of the enclosure, through the iron gate
into the street.
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me realize the futility of continuing the discussion. In despair I
stopped writing.

After the death of McKinley the campaign against anarchism
and its adherents continued with increased venom. The press, the
pulpit, and other public mouthpieces were frantically vying with
each other in their fury against the common enemy. Most ferocious
was Theodore Roosevelt, the new-fledged President of the United
States. As Vice President he succeeded McKinley to the presidential
throne. The irony of fate had, by the hand of Czolgosz, paved the
way to power for the hero of San Juan. In gratitude for that invol-
untary service Roosevelt turned savage. His message to Congress,
intended largely to strike at anarchism, was in reality a death-blow
to social and political freedom in the United States.

Anti-anarchist bills followed each other in quick succession,
their congressional sponsors busy inventing new methods for the
extermination of anarchists. Senator Hawley evidently did not
consider his professional wisdom sufficient to slay the anarchist
dragon. He declared publicly that he would give a thousand dol-
lars to get a shot at an anarchist. It was a cheap offer considering
the price Czolgosz had paid for his shot.

In my bitterness I felt that the American radicals who had
shown the white feather when courage and daring were so needed
were mainly responsible for the developments. No wonder the
reactionaries so brazenly clamoured for despotic measures. They
saw themselves complete masters of the situation in the country,
with hardly any organized opposition. The Criminal Anarchy law,
rushed through the New York legislature, and a similar statute in
New Jersey, helped to strengthen my conviction that our move-
ment in the United States was paying dearly for its inconsistencies.

Signs of an awakening in our ranks gradually began to manifest
themselves; voices were being raised against the impending danger
to American liberties. But I had the feeling that the psychological
moment had been neglected; nothing could be done to stem the
tide of reaction. At the same time I could not reconcile myself to
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Suddenly a thought struck me. Why, Sasha is using the same
arguments against Leon that Johann Most had urged against Sasha.
Most had proclaimed the futility of individual acts of violence in a
country devoid of proletarian consciousness and he had pointed
out that the American worker did not understand the motives of
such deeds. No less than I had Sasha then considered Most a traitor
to our cause as well as towards himself. I had fought Most bitterly
for it — Most, who had been my teacher, my great inspiration. And
now Sasha, still believing in acts of violence, was denying “social
necessity” to Leon’s deed.

The farce of it — the cruel, senseless farce! I felt as if I had lost
Sasha — I broke down in uncontrollable sobbing.

In the evening Ed came for me. We had agreed several days pre-
viously to celebrate the New Year together, but I felt too crushed
to go. Yegor pleaded with me, saying it would help to distract me.
But I was shaken to the roots. When the New Year came, I lay ill in
bed.

Dr. Hoffmann was again treating Mrs. Spenser and I was called
to nurse her. The work compelled me to take life up once more. I
followed my daily routine almost unconsciously, out of habit, my
mind brooding on Sasha. It was peculiar self-deception on his part,
I kept on saying to myself, to believe that his act had been more
valuable than Leon’s. Had the years of solitary confinement and
suffering led him to think his act had been better understood by
the people than Czolgosz’s was? Perhaps it had served him as a
prop to lean on during his terrible prison years. It was that, no
doubt, that had kept him alive. Yet it seemed incredible that a man
of his clarity and judgment should be so blind to the value of Leon’s
political act.

I wrote Sasha several times pointing out that anarchism does
not direct its forces against economic injustices only, but that it in-
cludes the political as well. His replies only emphasized the wide
difference in our view-points. They increased my misery and made
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The same day I left Allegheny City for St. Louis, where I was met
by Carl Nold, whom I had not seen for three years. He was the same
kind Carl, eager for news of Sasha. He had already learned of the
unexpected change in his status and he was highly elated over it.
“So you have seen him!” he cried. “Tell me quickly all about him.”

I told him what I could of the ghastly visit. When I had finished
he said: “I am afraid your visit to the prison came too soon after his
year in solitary. A whole year of enforced isolation, never a chance
to exchange a word with another human being, or to hear a kindly
voice. You grow numb and incapable of giving expression to your
longing for human contact” I understood Sasha’s fearful silence.

The following day, September 6, I canvassed every important sta-
tionery and novelty store in St. Louis for orders for Ed’s firm, but
I failed to interest anyone in my samples. Only in one store was
I told to call the next day to see the boss. As I stood at a street-
corner wearily waiting for a car, I heard a newsboy cry: “Extra!
Extra! President McKinley shot!” I bought a paper, but the car was
so jammed that it was impossible to read. Around me people were
talking about the shooting of the President.

Carl had arrived at the house before me. He had already read the
account. The President had been shot at the Exposition grounds in
Buffalo by a young man by the name of Leon Czolgosz. “I never
heard the name” Carl said; “have you?” “No, never,” I replied. “It
is fortunate that you are here and not in Buffalo,” he continued.
“As usual, the papers will connect you with this act.” “Nonsense!” I
said, “the American press is fantastic enough, but it would hardly
concoct such a crazy story”

The next morning I went to the stationery store to see the
owner. After considerable persuasion I succeeded in getting an or-
der amounting to a thousand dollars, the largest I had ever secured.
Naturally I was very happy over it. While I was waiting for the
man to fill out his order, I caught the headline of the newspaper ly-
ing on his desk: “ASSASSIN OF PRESIDENT MCKINLEY AN AN-
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ARCHIST, CONFESSES TO HAVING BEEN INCITED BY EMMA
GOLDMAN, WOMAN ANARCHIST WANTED.

By great effort I strove to preserve my composure, completed the
business, and walked out of the store. At the next corner I bought
several papers and went to a restaurant to read them. They were
filled with the details of the tragedy, reporting also the police raid
of the Isaak house in Chicago and the arrest of everyone found
there. The authorities were going to hold the prisoners until Emma
Goldman was found, the papers stated. Already two hundred de-
tectives had been sent out throughout the country to track down
Emma Goldman.

On the inside page of one of the papers was a picture of McKin-
ley’s slayer. “Why, that’s Nieman!” I gasped.

When I was through with the papers, it became clear to me that
I must immediately go to Chicago. The Isaak family, Hippolyte, our
old comrade Jay Fox, a most active man in the labour movement,
and a number of others were being held without bail until I should
be found. It was plainly my duty to surrender myself. I knew there
was neither reason nor the least proof to connect me with the shoot-
ing. I would go to Chicago.

Stepping into the street, I bumped into “V.,” the “rich man from
New Mexico” who had managed my lecture in Los Angeles some
years before. The moment he saw me he turned white with fear.
“For God’s sake Emma, what are you doing here?” he cried in a
quavering voice; “don’t you know the police of the whole country
are looking for you?” While he was speaking, his eyes roved un-
easily over the street. It was evident he was panicky. I had to make
sure that he would not disclose my presence in the city. Familiarly
I took his arm and whispered: “Let’s go to some quiet place”

Sitting in a corner, away from the other guests, I said to him:
“Once you assured me of your undying love. You even made me an
offer of marriage. It was only four years ago. Is anything left of that
affection? If so, will you give me your word of honour that you will
not breathe to anybody that you have seen me here? I do not want
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background of social necessity was lacking, and therefore the value
of the act was to a great extent nullified”

The letter fell to the floor, leaving me in a daze. A strange, dry
voice screamed out: “Yegor! Yegor!”

My brother ran in. “What has happened, dear? You're all trem-
bling. What’s the matter?” he cried in alarm. “The letter!” I whis-
pered hoarsely. “Read it; tell me if I've gone mad.” “A beautiful let-
ter,” I heard him say, “a human document, though Sasha does not
see social necessity in Czolgosz’s act”

“But how can Sasha,” I cried in desperation, “he of all people
in the world — himself misunderstood and repudiated by the very
workers he had wanted to help — how can he misunderstand so?”

Yegor tried to soothe me, to explain what Sasha had meant by
“the necessary social background.” Picking up another slip of the
letter, he began reading to me:

“The scheme of political subjection is subtle in Amer-
ica. Though McKinley was the chief representative of
our modern slavery, he could not be considered in the
light of a direct and immediate enemy of the people. In
an absolutism the autocrat is visible and tangible. The
real despotism of republican institutions is far deeper,
more insidious because it rests on the popular delu-
sion of self-government and independence. That is the
source of democratic tyranny, and as such it cannot
be reached with a bullet. In modern capitalism eco-
nomic exploitation rather than political oppression is
the real enemy of the people. Politics is but its hand-
maid. Hence the battle is to be waged in the economic
rather than the political field. It is therefore that I re-
gard my own act as far more significant and educa-
tional than Leon’s. It was directed against a tangible,
real oppressor, visualized by the people.”
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metaphysics — he had evidently read a great many of them, criti-
cally studied and digested them. His letter stirred a hundred mem-
ories of the past, of our common life, our love, our work. I was lost
in recollections; time and space disappeared; the intervening years
became blotted out, and I relived the past. My hands caressed the
letter, my eyes dreamily wandering over the lines. Then the word
“Leon” fastened my gaze, and I continued to read:

“T have read of the beautiful personality of the youth,
of his inability to adapt himself to brutal conditions,
and of the rebellion of his soul. It throws a significant
light upon the causes of the Attentat. Indeed, it is at
once the greatest tragedy of martyrdom and the most
terrible indictment of society that it forces the noblest
men and women to shed human blood, though their
souls shrink from it. The more imperative it is that
drastic methods of this character be resorted to only
as a last extremity. To prove of value they must be
motived by social rather than individual necessity and
be aimed against a direct and immediate enemy of the
people. The significance of such a deed is understood
by the popular mind, and in that alone lies the propa-
gandistic, educational import of an Attentat, except if
it is exclusively an act of terrorism.

The letter dropped from my hand. What could Sasha mean? Did
he imply that McKinley was not “an immediate enemy of the peo-
ple”? Not a subject for an Attentat of “propagandistic, educational
import”? I was bewildered. Had I read right? There was still an-
other passage: “I do not believe that Leon’s deed was terroristic,
and I doubt whether it was educational, because the social neces-
sity for its performance was not manifest. That you may not mis-
understand, I repeat: as an expression of personal revolt it was in-
evitable, and in itself an indictment of existing conditions. But the
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to be arrested in St. Louis — I intend to give Chicago that honour.
Tell me quickly if I can depend on you to keep silent” He promised
solemnly.

When we reached the street, he walked away in great haste. I
was sure he would keep his word, but I knew that my former devo-
tee was no hero.

When I told Carl I was going to Chicago, he said that I must be
out of my senses. He pleaded with me to give up the idea, but I
remained adamant. He left me to gather up a few trusted friends,
whose opinion he knew I valued, hoping they would be able to per-
suade me not to surrender myself. They argued with me for hours,
but they failed to change my decision. I told them jokingly that they
had better give me a good send-off, as we probably should never
again have an opportunity for a jolly evening together. They en-
gaged a private dining-room at a restaurant, where we were treated
to a Lucullan meal, and then they accompanied me to the Wabash
Station, Carl having secured a sleeper for me.

In the morning the car was agog with the Buffalo tragedy, Czol-
gosz and Emma Goldman. “A beast, a bloodthirsty monster!” I
heard someone say; “she should have been locked up long ago”
“Locked up nothing!” another retorted; “she should be strung up to
the first lamp-post”

I listened to the good Christians while resting in my berth. I
chuckled to myself at the thought of how they would look if I were
to step out and announce: “Here, ladies and gentleman, true follow-
ers of the gentle Jesus, her is Emma Goldman!” But I did not have
the heart to cause them such a shock and I remained behind my
curtain.

Half an hour before the train pulled into the station I got dressed.
I wore a small sailor hat with a bright blue veil, much in style then.
I left my glasses off and pulled the veil over my face. The platform
was jammed with people, among them several men who looked like
detectives. I asked a fellow-passenger to be kind enough to keep an
eye on my two suit-cases while I went in search of a porter. I finally
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got one, walking the whole length of the platform to my luggage,
then back again with the porter to the check-room. Securing my
receipt, I left the station.

The only person who knew of my coming was Max, to whom I
had sent a cautious wire. I caught sight of him before he saw me.
Passing him slowly, I whispered: “Walk towards the next street.
I'll do the same.” No one seemed to follow me. After some zigzag-
ging with Max and changing half a dozen street-cars we reached
the apartment where he and Millie (“Puck”) lived. Both of them ex-
pressed the greatest anxiety about my safety, Max insisting that
it was insanity to have come to Chicago. The situation, he said,
was a repetition of 1887; the press and the police were thirsty for
blood. “It’s your blood they want,” he repeated, while he and Millie
implored me to leave the country.

I was determined to remain in Chicago. I realized that I could
not stay at their home, nor with any other foreign comrades. I
had, however, American friends who were not known as anarchists.
Max notified Mr. and Mrs. N., who I knew were very fond of me, of
my presence and they came at once. They also were worried about
me, but they thought I would be safe with them. It was to be only
for two days, as I was planning to give myself up to the police as
quickly as possible.

Mr. N, the son of a wealthy preacher, lived in a fashionable
neighbourhood. “Imagine anybody believing I would shelter Emma
Goldman,” he said when we had arrived in his house. Late in the
afternoon, on Monday, when Mr. N. returned from his office, he
informed me that there was a chance to get five thousand dollars
from the Chicago Tribune for a scoop on an interview. “Fine!” I
replied; “we shall need money to fight my case.” We agreed that Mr.
N. should bring the newspaper representative to his apartment the
next morning, and then the three of us would ride down to police
headquarters together. In the evening Max and Millie arrived. I had
never before seen my friends in such a state of nervous excitement.
Max reiterated that I must get away, else I was putting my head in
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completely unnerved me. I could not think, I could not speak. It
was as if all my dreams of freedom, the whole world of the living,
were concentrated in the shiny little trinket that was dangling from
your watch-chain. I couldn’t take my eyes off it, I couldn’t keep my
hand from playing with it. It absorbed my whole being. And all the
time I felt how nervous you were at my silence, and I couldn’t utter
a word”

The frightful months since my visit to Sasha had obscured the
poignancy of my disappointment at that time. His lines again re-
vived it. But his letter showed how closely he had followed the
events. “If the press mirrored the sentiments of the people,” he con-
tinued, “the nation must have suddenly relapsed into cannibalism.
There were moments when I was in mortal dread for your very life,
and for the safety of the other arrested comrades... Your attitude
of proud self-respect and your admirable self-control contributed
much to the fortunate outcome. I was especially moved by your
remark that you would faithfully nurse the wounded man, if he
required your services, but that the poor boy, condemned and de-
serted by all, needed and deserved your sympathy and aid more
than the President. More strikingly than your letters, that remark
discovered to me the great change wrought in us by the ripening
years. Yes, in us, in both, for my heart echoed your beautiful sen-
timent. How impossible such a thought would have been to us in
the days of a decade ago! We should have considered it treason to
the spirit of revolution; it would have outraged all our traditions
even to admit the humanity of an official representative of capital-
ism. Is it not significant that we two — you living in the very heart
of anarchist thought and activity, and I in the atmosphere of abso-
lute suppression and isolation — should have arrived at the same
evolutionary point after ten years of divergent paths?”

The dear, faithful pal — how big and brave it was of him so
frankly to admit the change! As I read on I grew even more as-
tounded at the amount of knowledge Sasha had acquired since
his imprisonment. Works of science, philosophy, economics, even
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I knew that he was also strongly drawn to me. I was thirty-two,
while he only nineteen, naive and unspoiled. He had laughed at
my misgivings over the difference in our ages; he did not care for
young girls, he said; they were generally stupid and could give him
nothing. I was younger than they, he thought, and much wiser. He
wanted me more than anyone else.

His pleading voice had been like music to me; yet I had struggled
against it. One of my reasons for going on tour in May had been the
hope of escaping my growing affection for the boy. In July, when
we all met in Rochester, the storm I had repressed so long swept
over me and engulfed us both. Then came the Buffalo tragedy and
the horrors in its wake. They stifled the mainsprings of my being.
Love seemed a farce in a world of hate. Since we had moved into
our little flat, we were thrown together a great deal, and love again
raised its insistent voice. I responded. It made me forget the other
calls — of my ideal, my faith, my work. The thought of a lecture or
meeting had become repugnant to me. Even concerts and theatres
had lost their attraction because of my fear, grown almost to an
obsession, of meeting people or being recognized. Dejection was
upon me, the feeling that my existence had lost its meaning and
was bereft of content.

Life dragged on with its daily cares and worries. By far the great-
est of them was Sasha’s reported condition. Friends in Pittsburgh
had written that he was again being persecuted by the prison au-
thorities, and that his health was breaking down. At last, on De-
cember 31, a letter arrived from him. No greater New Year’s gift
could have come to me. Yegor knew that I liked to be alone on
such occasions, and he thoughtfully tiptoed out of the room.

I pressed my lips to the precious envelope, opening it with trem-
bling fingers. It was a long sub rosa letter, dated December 20, and
written on several slips of paper in the very small script Sasha had
acquired, each word standing out clear and distinct.

“I know how your visit and my strange behaviour must have
affected you,” he wrote. “The sight of your face after all these years
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the noose. “If you go to the police, you will never come out alive,”
he warned me. “It will be the same as with Albert Parsons. You
must let us get you over to Canada”’

Millie took me aside. “Since Friday,” she said, “Max has not slept
or taken food. He walks the floor all night and keeps on saying:
‘Emma is lost; they will kill her. “She begged me to soothe Max by
promising him that I would escape to Canada, even if I did not in-
tend to do so. I consented and asked Max to make the necessary ar-
rangements to get me away. Overjoyed, he clasped me in his arms.
We arranged for Max and Millie to come the next morning with an
outfit of clothes to disguise me.

I spent the greater part of the night tearing up letters and papers
and destroying what was likely to involve my friends. All prepara-
tions completed, I went to sleep. In the morning Mrs. N. left for her
office, while her husband went to the Chicago Tribune. We agreed
that if anyone called, I was to pretend to be the maid.

About nine o’clock, while taking a bath, I heard a sound as if
someone was scratching on the window-sill. I paid no attention
to it at first. I finished my bath leisurely and began to dress. Then
came a crash of glass. I threw my kimono over me and went into
the diningroom to investigate. A man was clutching the window-
sill with one hand while holding a gun in the other. We were on
the third floor and there was no fire-escape. I called out: “Look out,
you’ll break your neck!” “Why the hell don’t you open the door?
Are you deaf?” He swung through the window and was in the room.
I walked over to the entrance and unlocked it. Twelve men, led by
a giant, crowded into the apartment. The leader grabbed me by the
arm, bellowing: “Who are you?” “I not speak English — Swedish
servant girl” He released his hold and ordered his men to search
the place. Turning to me, he yelled: “Stand back! We’re looking
for Emma Goldman.” Then he held up a photo to me. “See this? We
want this woman. Where is she?” I pointed my finger at the picture
and said: “This woman is not here. This woman big — you look in
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those small boxes will not find her — she too big.” “Oh, shut up!”
he bawled; “you can’t tell what them anarchists will do”

After they had searched the house, turning everything upside
down, the giant walked over to the book-shelves. “Hell, this is a
reg’lar preacher’s house,” he remarked: “look at them books. I don’t
think Emma Goldman would be here” They were about to leave
when one of the detectives suddenly called: “Here, Captain Schuet-
tler, what about this?” It was my fountain-pen, a gift from a friend,
with my name on it. I had overlooked it. “By golly that’s a find!”
cried the Captain. “She must have been here and she may come
back” He ordered two of his men to remain behind.

I saw that the game was up. There was no sign of Mr. N. or the
Tribune man, and it could serve no purpose to keep the farce up
longer. “I am Emma Goldman,” I announced.

For a moment Schuettler and his men stood there as if petri-
fied. Then the Captain roared: “Well, I'll be damned! You're the
shrewdest crook I ever met! Take her, quick!”

When I stepped into the cab waiting at the curb, I saw N. ap-
proaching in the company of the Tribune man. It was too late for
the scoop, and I did not want my host recognized. I pretended not
to see them.

I had often heard of the third degree used by the police in various
American cities to extort confessions, but I myself had never been
subjected to it. T had been arrested a number of times since 1893; no
violence, however, had ever been practised on me. On the day of
my arrest, which was September 10, I was kept at police headquar-
ters in a stifling room and grilled to exhaustion from 10:30 a.m. til 7
p-m. At least fifty detectives passed me, each shaking his fist in my
face and threatening me with the direst things. One yelled: “You
was with Czolgosz in Buffalo! I saw you myself, right in front of
Convention Hall. Better confess, d’you hear?” Another: “Look here,
Goldman, I seen you with that son of a bitch at the fair! Don’t you
lie now — I seen you, I tell you!” Again: “You’ve faked enough —
you keep this up and sure’s you’re born you’ll get the chair. Your
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stay away from meetings, even from people. I saw only the few
friends that came to our house, and occasionally I visited Justus.

Justus had been opposed to my coming to New York. Even now
he feared for my safety; I was in danger of being kidnapped and
taken to Buffalo, he thought, and he strongly urged a body-guard
for me. It was good to see him so concerned, and I sought to hu-
mour him. His old friends, among them Ed and Claus, often gath-
ered in his place to cheer him. We all knew that Death was daily
creeping nearer and that before long he would claim his toll.

Early one morning Ed called to tell me that the end had come. I
was asked to be one of the speakers at the funeral of Justus, but I
felt compelled to refuse. I knew I could not express in words what
he had meant in my life. Champion of freedom, sponsor of labour’s
cause, pleader for joy in life, Justus had a surpassing capacity for
friendship, a veritable genius for responding generously and beau-
tifully. He had always been reticent about his own great life and
work. For me to sing his praises in the market-place would have
been a breach of faith. The vast throng of people from every rank
that followed the remains to the crematorium testified to the deep
affection and high regard Justus had inspired in those who knew
him.

The loss of Justus increased the dullness of my life. The small
circle of friends who used to meet at his place was now scattered;
more and more I withdrew into my own four walls. The struggle
for the necessities of existence became more severe. Solotaroff, ill
again, could not help me with employment; Dr. Hoffmann was out
of the city. I was again compelled to take piece-work from the fac-
tory. I had advanced in the trade; I was sewing gaudy silk morning
gowns now. The many ruffles, ribbons, and laces required painstak-
ing effort, affecting my lacerated nerves until I felt like screaming.
The one bright spot in the drabness that was now my life was my
dear brother and his chum Dan.

Yegor had brought him to me when I was still living in my little
room on Clinton Street. He had attracted me from the first, and
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express myself freely, and the last month had been too dreary and
depressing. I was sure that of all people my dear Sasha would under-
stand the social meaning of the Buffalo shot, and that he would ap-
preciate the boy’s integrity. Dear Sasha! Since the unexpected com-
mutation of his prison term his spirit had grown buoyant. “Only
five years more,” he had written in his last letter; “just think, dear
friend, only five years more!” To see him free at last, resurrected;
what were all my hardships compared with that moment? In that
hope I plodded on. Occasionally I was called to a case; at other
times I had orders for dresses.

I seldom went out. We could not afford music or theatres, and
I dreaded to appear at public meetings. The last one, shortly after
my return from Chicago, had nearly ended in a riot. I had gone to
hear my old friend Ernest Crosby speak at the Manhattan Liberal
Club. I had attended its weekly meetings since 1894, often partic-
ipated in the discussions, and was known by everybody. The mo-
ment [ entered the hall this time, I sensed an atmosphere of antag-
onism. Except for Crosby and several others, the audience seemed
to resent my presence. At the close of the lecture, as the people
were filing out of the hall, a man called out: “Emma Goldman, you
are a murderess, and fifty million people know it!” In a moment
I found myself surrounded by an excited crowd, crying: “You're a
murderess!” Some voices were raised in my defence, but they were
drowned in the general clamour. A clash was imminent. I got up on
a chair and shouted: “You say fifty million people know that Emma
Goldman is a murderess. The population of the United States being
considerably more than that, there must be a great number willing
to inform themselves before making irresponsible accusations. It
is a tragedy to have a fool in the family, but to have fifty million
maniacs in a nation is a calamity indeed. As good Americans you
should refuse to swell their number”

Someone laughed, others followed, and soon the audience was
in good humour again. But I left sick with disgust, determined to
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lover has confessed. He said it was your speech made him shoot the
President” I knew they were lying; I knew I had not been with Czol-
gosz except for a few minutes in Cleveland on May 5, and for half
an hour in Chicago on July 12. Schuettler was most ferocious. His
massive bulk towered above me, bellowing: “If you don’t confess,
you’ll go the way of those bastard Haymarket anarchists.”

Ireiterated the story I had told them when first brought to police
headquarters, explaining where I had been and with whom. But
they would not believe me and kept on bullying and abusing me.
My head throbbed, my throat and lips felt parched. A large pitcher
of water stood on the table before me, but every time I stretched
out my hand for it, a detective would say: “You can drink all you
want, but first answer me. Where were you with Czolgosz the day
he shot the President?” The torture continued for hours. Finally
I was taken to the Harrison Street Police Station and locked in a
barred enclosure, exposed to view from every side.

Presently the matron came to inquire if I wanted supper. “No,
but water,” I said, “and something for my head.” She returned with
a tin pitcher of tepid water, which I gulped down. She could give
me nothing for my head except a cold compress. It proved very
soothing, and I soon fell asleep.

I woke up with a burning sensation. A plain-clothes man held a
reflector in front of me, close to my eyes. I leaped up and pushed
him away with all my strength, crying: “You’re burning my eyes!”
“We’ll burn more before we get through with you!” he retorted.
With short intermissions this was repeated during three nights. On
the third night several detectives entered my cell. “We’ve got the
right dope on you now,” they announced; “it was you who financed
Czolgosz and you got the money from Dr. Kaplan in Buffalo. We
have him all right, and he’s confessed everything. Now what you
got to say?” “Nothing more than I have already said,” I repeated; “I
know nothing about the act”

Since my arrest I had had no word from my friends, nor had any-
one come to see me. I realized that I was being kept incommunicado.
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I did get letters, however, most of them unsigned. “You damn bitch
of an anarchist,” one of them read, “I wish I could get at you. I would
tear your heart out and feed it to my dog.” “Murderous Emma Gold-
man,” another wrote, “you will burn in hell-fire for your treachery
to our country” A third cheerfully promised: “We will cut your
tongue out, soak your carcass in oil, and burn you alive” The de-
scription by some of the anonymous writers of what they would
do to me sexually offered studies in perversion that would have as-
tounded authorities on the subject. The authors of the letters nev-
ertheless seemed to me less contemptible than the police officials.
Daily I was handed stacks of letters that had been opened and read
by the guardians of American decency and morality. At the same
time messages from my friends were withheld from me. It was ev-
ident that my spirit was to be broken by such methods. I decided
to put a stop to it. The next time I was given one of the opened
envelopes, I tore it up and threw the pieces into the detective’s
face.

On the fifth day after my arrest I received a wire. It was from Ed,
promising the backing of his firm. “Do not hesitate to use our name.
We stand by you to the last” I was glad of the assurance, because
it relieved me of the need of keeping silent about my movements
on business for Ed’s house.

The same evening Chief of Police O’Neill of Chicago came to my
cell. He informed me that he would like to have a quiet talk with
me. “I have no wish to bully or coerce you,” he said; “perhaps I can
help you” “It would indeed be a strange experience to have help
from a chief of police,” I replied; “but I am quite willing to answer
your questions.” He asked me to give him a detailed account of my
movements from May 5, when I had first met Czolgosz, until the
day of my arrest in Chicago. I gave him the requested information,
but without mentioning my visit to Sasha or the names of the com-
rades who had been my hosts. As there was no longer any need of
shielding Dr. Kaplan, the Isaaks, or Hippolyte. I was in a position
to give practically a complete account. When I concluded — what

364

I met with no further objections from landlords. I rented a flat
on First Street; Yegor and his chum Dan moved in with me, our
furniture purchased on the instalment plan. Thereupon I went out
to call on my physicians, to apprise them of the fact that henceforth
they could recommend me as E. G. Smith.

By the end of the day’s tramp I gained one more proof that I had
become a pariah. Several doctors I visited, men who had known me
for years and who had always been entirely satisfied with my work
as a nurse, were indignant that I had dared to call on them. Did I
want to get their names in the papers or cause them trouble with
the police? I was being shadowed by the authorities; how could I
expect them to recommend me? Dr. White was more humane. He
had never credited the stories connecting me with Czolgosz, he as-
sured me; he was certain that I was incapable of murder. Still he
could not employ me in his office. “Smith is an ordinary enough
name,” he said, “but how long do you suppose it will be before you
are discovered? I cannot take the chance; it would mean my ruin”
He was anxious, however, to help me in some other manner, per-
haps with money. I thanked him and went my way.

I visited Dr. Julius Hoffmann and Dr. Solotaroff. They at least
had not changed towards me and they were eager to recommend
cases. Unfortunately my good friend Solotaroff had fallen ill with
an affection of the heart and was compelled to give up his outside
practice. His office patients rarely needed nurses, but he promised
to speak to other East Side doctors. Dear, faithful comrade, since I
had climbed those six flights of stairs to his flat on my first arrival
in New York twelve years previously, he had never failed me once.

It was evident my prospects were not very bright. I knew it in-
volved a desperate struggle to win new ground, but I was deter-
mined to start all over again. I would not submit passively to the
forces that were trying to crush me. “I must, I will, go on, for the
sake of Sasha and of my brother, who need me,” I told myself.

Sasha! I had not heard from him for nearly two months, and I
also had been unable to write him. While under arrest, I could not
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Chapter 25

It was bitter hard to face life anew. In the stress of the past weeks
I had forgotten that I should again have to take up the struggle for
existence. It was doubly imperative; I needed forgetfulness. Our
movement had lost its appeal for me; many of its adherents filled
me with loathing. They had been flaunting anarchism like a red
cloth before a bull, but they ran to cover at his first charge. I could
no longer work with them. Still more harrowing was the gnaw-
ing doubt of the values I had so fervently believed in. No, I could
not continue in the movement. I must first take stock of my own
self. Intensive work in my profession, I felt, was the only refuge. It
would fill the void and make me forget.

I had lost my identity; I had assumed a fictitious name, for no
landlord was willing to lodge me, and most of my erstwhile com-
rades and friends proved equally brave. The situation revived mem-
ories of 1892, of the nights spent in Tompkins Square, or riding in
horsecars to Harlem and back to the Battery, and later among the
girls in the house on Fourth Street. I had endured that life rather
than make the concession of changing my name. It was weak and
inconsistent, I had then thought, to give in to popular prejudices.
Some of those who now denied Czolgosz had praised me for join-
ing the homeless brigade rather than compromise. All this had no
meaning for me any longer. The struggle and disappointment of
the past twelve years had taught me that consistency is only skin-
deep in most people. As if it mattered what name you took, as long
as you kept your integrity. Indeed, I would take another name, the
most common and inoffensive I could think of. I became Miss E. G.
Smith.
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I said being taken down in shorthand — Chief O’Neill remarked:
“Unless you're a very clever actress, you are certainly innocent. I
think you are innocent, and I am going to do my part to help you
out.” I was too amazed to thank him; I had never before heard such
a tone from a police officer. At the same time I was sceptical of the
success of his efforts, even if he should try to do something for me.

Immediately following my conference with the Chief I became
aware of a decided change in my treatment. My cell door was left
unlocked day and night, and I was told by the matron that I could
stay in the large room, use the rocking-chair and the table there,
order my own food and papers, receive and send out mail. I began at
once to lead the life of a society lady, receiving callers all day long,
mostly newspaper people who came not so much for interviews as
to talk, smoke, and relate funny stories. Others, again, came out of
curiosity. Some women reporters brought gifts of books and toilet
articles. Most attentive was Katherine Leckie, of the Hearst papers.
She possessed a better intellect than Nelly Bly, who used to visit
me in the Tombs in 1893, and had a much finer social feeling. A
strong and ardent feminist, she was at the same time devoted to
the cause of labour. Katherine Leckie was the first to take my story
of the third degree. She became so outraged at hearing it that she
undertook to canvass the various women’s organizations in order
to induce them to take the matter up.

One day a representative of the Arbeiter Zeitung was announced.
With joy I saw Max, who whispered to me that he could secure ad-
mission only in that capacity. He informed me that he had received
a letter from Ed with the news that Hearst had sent his represen-
tative to Justus Schwab with an offer of twenty thousand dollars
if I would come to New York and give him an exclusive interview.
The money would be deposited in a bank acceptable to Justus and
Ed. Both of them were convinced, Max said, that Hearst would
spend any amount to railroad me. “He needs it to whitewash him-
self of the charge of having incited Czolgosz to shoot McKinley,”
he explained. The Republican papers of the country had been car-
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rying front-page stories connecting Hearst with Czolgosz, because A silence more terrible than the first. A sizzling sound — the
all through the McKinley administration the Hearst press had vio- smell of burnt flesh — a final agonized twitch of life.

lently attacked the President. One of the newspapers had cartooned

the publisher standing behind Czolgosz, handing him a match to

light the fuse of a bomb. Now Hearst was among the loudest of

those demanding the extermination of the anarchists.

Justus and Ed, as well as Max, were unconditionally opposed to
my return to New York, but they had felt it their duty to inform me
of Hearst’s offer. “Twenty thousand dollars!” I explained; “what a
pity Ed’s letter arrived too late! I certainly would have accepted
the proposal. Think of the fight we could have made and the pro-
paganda!” “It is well you still keep your sense of humour,” Max
remarked, “but I am happy the letter came too late. Your situation
is serious enough without Mr. Hearst to make it worse.”

Another visitor was a lawyer from Clarence Darrow’s office. He
had come to warn me that I was hurting my case by my persis-
tent defence of Czolgosz; the man was crazy and I should admit it.
“No prominent attorney will accept your defence if you ally your-
self with the assassin of the President.” he assured me; “in fact,
you stand in imminent danger of being held as an accessory to
the crime” I demanded to know why Mr. Darrow himself did not
come if he was so concerned, but his representative was evasive.
He continued to paint my case in sinister colours. My chances of
escape were few at best, it seemed, too few for me to allow any
sentimentality to aggravate it. Czolgosz was insane, the man in-
sisted; everybody could see it, and, besides, he was a bad sort to
have involved me, a coward hiding behind a woman’s skirts.

His talk was repugnant to me. I informed him that I was not
willing to swear away the reason, character, or life of a defence-
less human being and that I wanted no assistance from his chief. I
had never met Darrow, but I had long known of him as a brilliant
lawyer, a man of broad social views, an able writer and lecturer. Ac-
cording to the papers he had interested himself in the anarchists
arrested in the raid, especially the Isaaks. It seemed strange that he
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cowardice. Unfortunately the foreign groups could not reach the
American public.

In desperation I clung to the hope that by perseverance and ap-
peals I should be able to rally some public-spirited Americans to
express ordinary human sympathy for Leon Czolgosz, even if they
felt that they must repudiate his act. Every day brought more dis-
appointment and heart-ache. I was compelled to face the fact that I
had been fighting against an epidemic of abject fear that could not
be overcome.

The tragedy in Buffalo was nearing its end. Leon Czolgosz, still
ill from the maltreatment he had endured, his face disfigured and
head bandaged, was supported in court by two policemen. In its all-
embracing justice and mercy the Buffalo court had assigned two
lawyers to his defence. What if they did declare publicly that they
were sorry to have to plead the case of such a depraved criminal as
the assassin of “our beloved” President! They would do their duty
just the same! They would see to it that the rights of the defendant
were protected in court.

The last act was staged in Auburn Prison. It was early dawn, Oc-
tober 29, 1901. The condemned man sat strapped to the electric
chair. The executioner stood with his hand on the switch, await-
ing the signal. A warden, impelled by Christian mercy, makes a
last effort to save the sinner’s soul, to induce him to confess. Ten-
derly he says: “Leon, my boy, why do you shield that bad woman,
Emma Goldman? She is not your friend. She had denounced you as
a loafer, too lazy to work. She said you had always begged money
from her. Emma Goldman had betrayed you, Leon. Why should
you shield her?”

Breathless silence, seconds of endless time. It fills the death
chamber, creeps into the hearts of the spectators. At last a muffled
sound, an almost unaudible voice from under the black mask.

“It doesn’t matter what Emma Goldman has said about me. She
had nothing to do with my act. I did it alone. I did it for the Amer-
ican people”
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should send me such reprehensible advice, that he should expect
me to join the mad chorus howling for the life of Czolgosz.

The country was in a panic. Judging by the press, I was sure
that it was the people of the United States and not Czolgosz that
had gone mad. Not since 1887 had there been evidenced such lust
for blood, such savagery of vengeance. “Anarchists must be exter-
minated!” the papers raved; “they should be dumped into the sea;
there is no place for the vultures under our flag. Emma Goldman
has been allowed to ply her trade of murder too long. She should
be forced to share the fate of her dupes.”

It was a repetition of the dark Chicago days. Fourteen years,
years of painful growth, yet fascinating and fruitful years. And now
the end! The end? I was only thirty-two and there was yet so much,
so very much, undone. And the boy in Buffalo — his life had scarce
begun. What was his life, I wondered; what the forces that drove
him to this doom? “I did it for the working people,” he was reported
to have said. The people! Sasha also had done something for the
people; and our brave Chicago martyrs, and the others in every
land and time. But the people are asleep; they remain indifferent.
They forge their own chains and do the bidding of their masters to
crucify their Christs.
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Chapter 24

Buffalo was pressing for my extradition, but Chicago asked for
authentic data on the case. I had already been given several hear-
ings in court, and on each occasion the District Attorney from
Buffalo had presented much circumstantial evidence to induce
the State of Illinois to surrender me. But Illinois demanded direct
proofs. There was a hitch somewhere that helped to cause more
delays. I thought it likely that Chief of Police O’Neill was behind
the matter.

The Chief’s attitude towards me had changed the behaviour of
every officer in the Harrison Street Police Station. The matron and
the two policemen assigned to watch my cell began to lavish at-
tentions on me. The officer on night duty now often appeared with
his arms full of parcels, containing fruit, candy, and drinks stronger
than grape-juice. “From a friend who keeps a saloon round the cor-
ner,” he would say, “an admirer of yours.” The matron presented
me with flowers from the same unknown. One day she brought
me the message that he was going to send a grand supper for the
coming Sunday. “Who is the man and why should he admire me?”
I inquired. “Well, we’re all Democrats, and McKinley is a Republi-
can,” she replied. “You don’t mean you're glad McKinley was shot?”
I exclaimed. “Not glad exactly, but not sorry, neither,” she said; “we
have to pretend, you know, but we’re none of us excited about it.” “I
didn’t want McKinley killed,” I told her. “We know that,” she smiled,
“but you're standing up for the boy.” I wondered how many more
people in America were pretending the same kind of sympathy
with the stricken President as my guardians in the station-house.
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A trusted person was dispatched to Buffalo, but he soon returned
without having been able to visit Czolgosz. He reported that no one
was permitted to see him. A sympathetic guard had disclosed to
our messenger that Leon had repeatedly been beaten into uncon-
sciousness. His physical appearance was such that no outsider was
admitted, and for the same reason he could not be taken to court.
My friend further reported that, notwithstanding all the torture,
Czolgosz had made no confession whatever and had involved no
one in his act. A note had been sent in to Leon through the friendly
guard.

I learned that an effort had been made in Buffalo to secure an
attorney for Czolgosz, but no one would accept his defence. That
made me even more determined to raise my voice in behalf of
the poor unfortunate, denied and forsaken by everyone. Before
long, however, I became convinced that Ed had been right. No one
among the English-speaking radical groups could be induced to
participate in a meeting to discuss the act of Leon Czolgosz. Many
were willing to protest against my arrest, to condemn the third de-
gree and the treatment I had received. But they would have nothing
to do with the Buffalo case. Czolgosz was not an anarchist, his deed
had done the movement an irreparable injury, our American com-
rades insisted. Most of the Jewish anarchists, even, expressed sim-
ilar views. Yanofsky, editor of the Freie Arbeiter Stimme, went still
further. He kept up a campaign against Czolgosz, also denouncing
me as an irresponsible person and declaring that he would never
again speak from the same platform with me. The only ones who
had not lost their heads were of the Latin groups, the Italian, Span-
ish, and French anarchists. Their publications had reprinted my
article on Czolgosz that had appeared in Free Society. They wrote
sympathetically of Leon, interpreting his act as a direct result of the
increasing imperialism and reaction in this country. The Latin com-
rades were anxious to help with anything I might suggest, and it
was a great comfort to know that at least some anarchists had pre-
served their judgment and courage in the madhouse of fury and
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not run the risk of my staying with them for fear of being evicted.
One of the boys offered to let me have his room for a few nights.
“No need to worry,” I comforted Yegor; “I am taken care of for the
present, and in the meantime I will find an apartment”

After a long search for a flat I realized that my brother had not
been exaggerating. No one would have me. I went to see a young
prostitute I had once nursed. “Sure, kid, stay right here!” she wel-
comed me. “I'm tickled to death to have you. I'll bunk with a girl-
friend for a while”

The encouraging telegram I had received in Chicago from Ed had
been followed by a number of letters assuring me that I could count
on him for whatever I might need: money, help and advice, and,
above all, his friendship. It was good to know that Ed remained so
staunch. When we met upon my return to New York, he offered me
the use of his apartment while he and his family would be staying
with friends. “You won’t find much changed in my place,” he re-
marked; “all your things are intact in the room that is my sanctum,
where I often dream of our life together” I thanked him, but I could
not accept his generous proposal. He was too tactful to press the
matter, except to inform me that his firm owed me several hundred
dollars in commissions.

“Ineed the money badly,” I confided to Ed, “to send somebody to
Buffalo to see Czolgosz. Possibly something can be done for him.
We also ought to organize a mass meeting at once.” He stared at
me in bewilderment. “My dear,” he said, shaking his head, “you
are evidently not aware of the panic in the city. No hall in New
York can be had and no one except yourself would be willing to
speak for Czolgosz” “But no one is expected to eulogize his act!”
I argued; “surely there must be a few people in the radical ranks
who are capable of sympathy for a doomed human being.” “Capable
perhaps,” he said doubtfully, “but not brave enough to voice it at
this time” “You may be right,” I admitted, “but I intend to make
sure of it.”
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Even some of the reporters did not seem to be losing sleep over
the case. One of them was quite amazed when I assured him that
in my professional capacity I would take care of McKinley if I were
called upon to nurse him, though my sympathies were with Czol-
gosz. “You're a puzzle, Emma Goldman,” he said, “I can’t under-
stand you. You sympathize with Czolgosz, yet you would nurse
the man he tried to kill” “As a reporter you aren’t expected to un-
derstand human complexities,” I informed him. “Now listen and see
if you can get it. The boy in Buffalo is a creature at bay. Millions
of people are ready to spring on him and tear him limb from limb.
He committed the act for no personal reasons or gain. He did it for
what is his ideal: the good of the people. That is why my sympathies
are with him. On the other hand,” I continued, “William McKinley,
suffering and probably near death, is merely a human being to me
now. That is why I would nurse him”

“TI don’t get you, you're beyond me,” he reiterated. The next
day there appeared these headlines in one of the papers: “EMMA
GOLDMAN WANTS TO NURSE PRESIDENT; SYMPATHIES ARE
WITH SLAYER. Buffalo failed to produce evidence to justify my
extradition. Chicago was getting weary of the game of hide-and-
seek. The authorities would not turn me over to Buffalo, yet at the
same time they did not feel like letting me go entirely free. By way
of compromise I was put under twenty-thousand-dollar bail. The
Isaak group had been put under fifteen-thousand-dollar bail. I knew
that it would be almost impossible for our people to raise a total
of thirty-five thousand dollars within a few days. I insisted on the
others being bailed out first. Thereupon I was transferred to the
Cook County Jail.

The night before my transfer was Sunday. My saloon-keeper ad-
mirer kept his word; he sent over a huge tray filled with numerous
goodies: a big turkey, with all the trimmings, including wine and
flowers. A note came with it informing me that he was willing to
put up five thousand dollars towards my bail. “A strange saloon-
keeper!” I remarked to the matron. “Not at all,” she replied; “he’s
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the ward heeler and he hates the Republicans worse than the devil”
Iinvited her, my two policemen, and several other officers present
to join me in the celebration. They assured me that nothing like
it had ever before happened to them — a prisoner playing host to
her keepers. “You mean a dangerous anarchist having as guests the
guardians of law and order,” I corrected. When everybody had left, I
noticed that my day watchman lingered behind. I inquired whether
he had been changed to night duty. “No,” he replied, “T just wanted
to tell you that you are not the first anarchist I've been assigned
to watch. I was on duty when Parsons and his comrades were in
here”

Peculiar and inexplicable the ways of life, intricate the chain of
events! Here I was, the spiritual child of those men, imprisoned in
the city that had taken their lives, in the same jail, even under the
guardianship of the very man who had kept watch in their silent
hours. Tomorrow I should be taken to Cook County Jail, within
whose walls Parsons, Spies, Engel, and Fischer had been hanged.
Strange, indeed, the complex forces that had bound me to those
martyrs through all my socially conscious years! And now events
were bringing me nearer and nearer — perhaps to a similar end?

The newspapers had published rumours about mobs ready to at-
tack the Harrison Street Station and planning violence to Emma
Goldman before she could be taken to the Cook County Jail. Mon-
day morning, flanked by a heavily armed guard, I was led out of
the station-house. There were not a dozen people in sight, mostly
curiosity seekers. As usual, the press had deliberately tried to incite
ariot.

Ahead of me were two handcuffed prisoners roughly hustled
about by the officers. When we reached the patrol wagon, sur-
rounded by more police, their guns ready for action, I found myself
close to the two men. Their features could not be distinguished:
their heads were bound up in bandages, leaving only their eyes
free. As they stepped to the patrol wagon, a policeman hit one of
them on the head with his club, at the same time pushing the other
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Even more cruel had been the teachers and pupils of the pub-
lic school. “Your aunt Emma Goldman is a murderess,” they had
taunted our children. School was turned into a hideous nightmare
for them. My nephews Saxe and Harry had suffered most. Harry’s
grief over the violent death of his hero was more real than with
most of the adults in the country. He deeply felt the disgrace that
his own mother’s sister should be charged with responsibility for
it. Worse yet, his schoolmates denounced him as an anarchist and
criminal. The persecution aggravated his misery and completely
alienated him from me. Saxe’s unhappiness, on the other hand, re-
sulted from his strong feeling of loyalty to me. His mother and Aunt
Helena loved Emma and they had told him she was innocent. They
must know better than his schoolmates. Their boisterous aggres-
siveness had always repelled him; now more than ever he avoided
them. My unexpected appearance and outwitting the officer on
guard must have quickened Saxe’s imagination and increased his
admiration for me. His flushed face and shining eyes were eloquent
of his emotion. His hovering near me all evening said more than
his quivering lips could tell.

It was balm to my bruised spirit to find such a haven of love and
peace in the circle of my family. Even my sister Lena, who had of-
ten in the past disapproved of my life, now showed warmest affec-
tion. Brother Herman and his gentle wife lavished attentions upon
me. The imminent danger I had faced, which still threatened me,
had served to establish a bond between my family and me stronger
than we had ever felt before. I wanted to prolong my happy stay
in Rochester to recuperate from the ordeal of Chicago. But the
thought of Czolgosz tormented me. I knew that in New York I could
make some effort in his behalf.

At the Grand Central Station I was met by Yegor and the two
chums who had spent that wonderful month with us in Rochester.
Yegor looked distressed; he had tried hard to find a place for me,
but had failed. No one would rent even a furnished room to Emma
Goldman. Our friends who happened to have a vacant room would
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you yourself are face to face with one, you draw in your horns. At
least you should have asked my permission to make the change”

It required a long discussion to alter Isaak’s attitude. He saw that
my view was sustained by the rest of the group — his son Abe,
Hippolyte, and several others — whereupon he declared that he re-
nounced all responsibility in the matter. My article finally appeared
in its original form. Nothing happened to Free Society. But my faith
in Isaak was shaken.

On my way back to New York I stopped off in Rochester. Ar-
riving in the evening, I walked to Helena’s place in order to avoid
recognition. A policeman was stationed at the house, but he did not
know me. Everyone gasped when I made my appearance. “How did
you get by?” Helena cried; “didn’t you see the officer at the door?”
“Indeed I saw him, but he evidently didn’t see me,” I laughed. “Don’t
you folks worry about any policeman; better give me a bath,” I cried
lightly. My nonchalance dispelled the family’s nervous tension. Ev-
erybody laughed and Helena clung to me in unchanged love.

All through my incarceration my family had been very devoted
to me. They had sent me telegrams and letters, offering money for
my defence and any other help I might need. Not a word had they
written about the persecution they had been subjected to on my ac-
count. They had been pestered to distraction by reporters and kept
under surveillance by the authorities. My father had been ostra-
cized by his neighbours and had lost many customers at his little
furniture store. At the same time he had also been excommuni-
cated from the synagogue. My sister Lena, though in poor health,
had also been given no peace. She had been terrorized by the po-
lice ordering Stella to appear at headquarters, where they had kept
the child the whole day, plying her with questions about her aunt
Emma Goldman. Stella had bravely refused to answer, defiantly
proclaiming her pride and faith in her Tante Emma. Her courage,
combined with her youth and beauty, had won general admiration,
Helena said.
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prisoner violently into the wagon. They fell over each other, one
of them shrieking with pain. I got in next, then turned to the offi-
cer. “You brute,” I said, “how dare you beat that helpless fellow?”
The next thing I knew, I was sent reeling to the floor. He had landed
his fist on my jaw, knocking out a tooth and covering my face with
blood. Then he pulled me up, shoved me into the seat, and yelled:
“Another word from you, you damned anarchist, and I'll break ev-
ery bone in your body!”

I arrived at the office of the county jail with my waist and skirt
covered with blood, my face aching fearfully. No one showed the
slightest interest or bothered to ask how I came to be in such a
battered condition. They did not even give me water to wash up.
For two hours I was kept in a room in the middle of which stood a
long table. Finally a woman arrived who informed me that I would
have to be searched. “All right, go ahead,” I said. “Strip and get
on the table” she ordered. I had been repeatedly searched, but I
had never before been offered such an insult. “You’ll have to kill
me first, or get your keepers to put me on the table by force,” I
declared; “you’ll never get me to do it otherwise.” She hurried out,
and I remained alone. After a long wait another woman came in
and led me upstairs, where the matron of the tier took charge of
me. She was the first to inquire what was the matter with me. After
assigning me to a cell she brought a hot-water bottle and suggested
that I lie down and get some rest.

The following afternoon Katherine Leckie visited me. I was taken
into a room provided with a double wire screen. It was semi-dark,
but as soon as Katherine saw me, she cried: “What on God’s earth
has happened to you? Your face is all twisted!” No mirror, not even
of the smallest size, being allowed in the jail, I was not aware how
I looked, though my eyes and lips felt queer to the touch. I told
Katherine of my encounter with the policeman’s fist. She left swear-
ing vengeance and promising to return after seeing Chief O’Neill.
Towards evening she came back to let me know that the Chief had
assured her the officer would be punished if I would identify him
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among the guards of the transport. I refused. I had hardly looked at
the man’s face and I was not sure I could recognize him. Moreover,
I told Katherine, much to her disappointment, that the dismissal of
the officer would not restore my tooth; neither would it do away
with police brutality. “It is the system I am fighting, my dear Kather-
ine, not the particular offender,” I said. But she was not convinced,
she wanted something done to arouse popular indignation against
such savagery. “Dismissing wouldn’t be enough,” she persisted; “he
should be tried for assault”

Poor Katherine was not aware that I knew she could do nothing.
She was not even in a position to speak through her own paper: her
story about the third degree had been suppressed. She promptly
replied by resigning; she would no longer be connected with such
a cowardly journal, she had told the editor. Yet not a word had she
breathed to me of her trouble. I learned the story from a reporter
of another Chicago daily.

One evening, while engrossed in a book, I was surprised by sev-
eral detectives and reporters. “The President has just died,” they
announced. “How do you feel about it? Aren’t you sorry?” “Is it
possible,” I asked, “that in the entire United States only the Presi-
dent passed away on this day? Surely many others have also died
at the same time, perhaps in poverty and destitution, leaving help-
less dependents behind. Why do you expect me to feel more regret
over McKinley than of the rest?”

The pencils went flying. “My compassion has always been with
the living,” I continued; “the dead no longer need it. No doubt that
is the reason why you all feel so sympathetic to the dead. You
know that you’ll never be called upon to make good your protes-
tations” “Damned good copy,” a young reporter exclaimed, “but I
think you’re crazy”

I was glad when they left. My thoughts were with the boy in Buf-
falo, whose fate was now sealed. What tortures of mind and body
were still to be his before he would be allowed to breathe his last!
How would he meet the supreme moment? There was something
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The prison of its prey.

My heart goes out to him in deep sympathy, as it goes out to
all the victims of oppression and misery, to the martyrs past and
future that die, the forerunners of a better and nobler life” I turned
the article over to Isaak, who promised to have it set up at once.

The police and the press were continuing their hunt for anar-
chists throughout the country. Meetings were broken up and in-
nocent people arrested. In various places persons suspected of be-
ing anarchists were subjected to violence. In Pittsburgh our good
friend Harry Gordon was dragged out into the street and nearly
lynched. A rope already around his neck, he was saved at the last
moment by some bystanders who were touched by the pleading of
Mrs. Gordon and her two children. In New York the office of the
Freie Arbeiter Stimme was attacked by a mob, the furniture demol-
ished, and the type destroyed. In no case did the police interfere
with the doings of the patriotic ruffians. Johann Most was arrested
for an article in the Freiheit reproducing an essay on political vi-
olence by Karl Heinzen, the famous ’48 revolutionist, then dead
many years. Most was out on bail awaiting his trial. The German
comrades in Chicago arranged an affair to raise funds for his de-
fence and invited me to speak. Our feud of 1892 was a matter of
the past to me. Most was again in the clutches of the police, in dan-
ger of being sent to Blackwell’s Island, and I gladly consented to
do all I could for him.

Returning to the Isaak home after the meeting, I found the proofs
of my article. Looking them over, I was surprised by a paragraph
that changed the entire meaning of my statement. It was, I was sure,
no other than Isaak, the editor, who was responsible for the change.
I confronted him, demanding an explanation. He readily admitted
that he had written the little paragraph, “to tone down the article,”
he explained, “in order to save Free Society.” “And incidentally your
skin!” I retorted hotly. “For years you've been denouncing people
as cowards who could not meet a dangerous situation. Now that
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that no one was permitted to see Leon. I suggested that we secure
an attorney. Without legal aid Czolgosz would be gagged and rail-
roaded, as Sasha had been. Isaak advised that a lawyer be engaged
in the State of New York, and I decided to leave immediately for
the East. My friends argued that it would be folly to do so; I should
surely be arrested the moment I reached the city, and turned over
to Buffalo, my fate sealed. But it was unthinkable to me to leave
Czolgosz to his doom without making an effort in his behalf. No
considerations of personal safety should influence us in the matter,
I told my friends, adding that I would remain in Chicago for the
public meeting that must be organized to explain our attitude to
Czolgosz and his Attentat.

On the evening of the meeting one could not get within a block
of Brand’s Hall, where it was to be held. Strong detachments of po-
lice were dispersing the people by force. We tried to hire another
hall, but the police had terrorized the hall-keepers. Our efforts to
hold a meeting being frustrated, I resolved to state my position in
Free Society. “Leon Czolgosz and other men of his type,” I wrote
in my article, entitled: “The Tragedy of Buffalo,” “far from being
depraved creatures of low instincts are in reality supersensitive be-
ings unable to bear up under too great social stress. They are driven
to some violent expression, even at the sacrifice of their own lives,
because they cannot supinely witness the misery and suffering of
their fellows. The blame for such acts must be laid at the door of
those who are responsible for the injustice and inhumanity which
dominate the world” After pointing out the social causes for such
acts as that of Czolgosz, I concluded: “As I write, my thoughts wan-
der to the young man with the girlish face about to be put to death,
pacing his cell, followed by cruel eyes:

Who watch him when he tries to weep
And when he tries to pray
Who watch him lest himself should rob
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strong and determined about his eyes, emphasized by his very sen-
sitive face. I had been struck by his eyes on first seeing him at my
lecture in Cleveland. Was the idea of his act already with him then
or had some particular thing happened since that compelled his
deed? What could it have been? “I did it for the people,” he had
said. I paced my cell trying to analyse the probable motives that
had decided the youth in his purpose.

Suddenly a thought flitted through my mind-that notice by Isaak
in Free Society! — the charge of “spy” against Nieman because he
had “asked suspicious questions and tried to get into the anarchist
ranks” I had written Isaak at the time, demanding proofs for the
outrageous accusation. As a result of my protest Free Society had
contained a retraction to the effect that a mistake had been made.
It had relieved me and I had given the matter no further thought.
Now the whole situation appeared in a new light, clear and terrible.
Czolgosz must have read the charge; it must have hurt him to the
quick to be so cruelly misjudged by the very people to whom he
had come for inspiration. I recalled his eagerness to secure the right
kind of books. It was apparent that he had sought in anarchism a
solution of the wrongs he saw everywhere about him. No doubt
it was that which had induced him to call on me and later on the
Isaaks. Instead of finding help the poor youth saw himself attacked.
Was it that experience, fearfully wounding his spirit, that had led
to his act? There must also have been other causes, but perhaps his
great urge had been to prove that he was sincere, that he felt with
the oppressed, that he was no spy.

But why had he chosen the President rather than some more di-
rect representative of the system of economic oppression and mis-
ery? Was it because he saw in McKinley the willing tool of Wall
Street and of the new American imperialism that flowered under
his administration? One of its first steps had been the annexation
of the Philippines, an act of treachery to the people whom Amer-
ica had pledged to set free during the Spanish War. McKinley also
typified a hostile and reactionary attitude to labour: he had repeat-
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edly sided with the masters by sending troops into strike regions.
All these circumstances, I felt, must have exerted a decisive influ-
ence upon the impressionable Leon, finally crystallizing in his act
of violence.

Throughout the night thoughts of the unfortunate boy kept
crowding in my mind. In vain I sought to divest myself of the ha-
rassing reflections by reading. The dawning day still found me pac-
ing my cell, Leon’s beautiful face, pale and haunted, before me.

Again I was taken to court for a hearing and again the Buffalo au-
thorities failed to produce evidence to connect me with Czolgosz’s
act. The Buffalo representative and the Chicago judge sitting on
the case kept up a verbal fight for two hours, at the end of which
Buffalo was robbed of its prey. I was set free.

Ever since my arrest the press of the country had been contin-
ually denouncing me as the instigator of Czolgosz’s act, but after
my discharge the newspapers published only a few lines in an in-
conspicuous corner to the effect that “after a month’s detention
Emma Goldman was found not to have been in complicity with
the assassin of President McKinley.”

Upon my release I was met by Max, Hippolyte, and other friends,
with whom I went to the Isaak home. The charges against the com-
rades arrested in the Chicago raids had also been dismissed. Every-
one was in high spirits over my escape from what they had all be-
lieved to be a fatal situation. “We can be grateful to whatever gods
watch over you, Emma,” said Isaak, “that you were arrested here
and not in New York” “The gods in this case must have been Chief
of Police O’Neill,” I said laughingly. “Chief O’Neill!” my friends ex-
claimed; “what did he have to do with it?” I told them about my in-
terview with him and his promise of help. Jonathan Crane, a jour-
nalist friend of ours present, broke out into uproarious laughter.
“You are more naive than I should have expected, Emma Goldman,”
he said; “it wasn’t you O’Neill cared a damn about! it was his own
schemes. Being Tribune, I happen to know the inside story of the
feud in the police department” Crane then related the efforts of
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Chief O’Neill to put several captains in the penitentiary for perjury
and bribery. Nothing could have come more opportunely for those
blackguards than the cry of anarchy,” he explained; “they seized
upon it as the police did in 1887; it was their chance to pose as
saviours of the country and incidentally to whitewash themselves.
But it wasn’t to O’Neill’s interest to let those birds pose as heroes
and get back into the department. That’s why he worked for you.
He’s a shrewd Irishman. Just the same, we may be glad that the
quarrel brought us back our Emma.”

I asked my friends their opinion as to how the idea of connecting
my name with Czolgosz had originated. “I refuse to believe that the
boy made any kind of a confession or involved me in any way, I
stated; “I cannot think that he was capable of inventing something
which he must have known might mean my death. I'm convinced
that no one with such a frank face could be so craven. It must have
come from some other source”

“It did!” Hippolyte declared emphatically. “The whole dastardly
story was started by a Daily News reporter who used to hang round
here pretending to sympathize with our ideas. Late in the afternoon
of September 6 he came to the house. He wanted to know all about
a certain Czolgosz or Nieman. Had we associated with him? Was
he an anarchist? And so forth. Well, you know what I think of re-
porters — I wouldn’t give him any information. But unfortunately
Isaak did”

“What was there to hide?” Isaak interrupted. “Everybody about
here knew that we had met the man through Emma, and that he
used to visit us. Besides, how was I to know that the reporter was
going to fabricate such a lying story?”

Iurged the Chicago comrades to consider what could be done for
the boy in the Buffalo jail. We could not save his life, but we could
at least try to explain his act to the world and we should attempt
to communicate with him, so that he might feel that he was not
forsaken by us. Max doubted the possibility of reaching Czolgosz.
He had received a note from a comrade in Buffalo informing him
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ordeal of nursing. I had realized for some time past that I could not
keep up much longer the hard work, responsibility, and anxiety
my profession involved while continuing my platform activities.
I had tried taking cases of body massage, but I found them even
more of a strain than nursing. I had spoken of my predicament to
one of my American friends, a woman manicurist who was mak-
ing a comfortable living by working only five hours a day in her
own office. She suggested that I could do the same with facial and
scalp massage. Many professional women needed it for the restful-
ness it gave them, and she would recommend her clients to me. It
seemed absurd for me to engage in such a thing, but when I spoke
to Solotaroff about it, he urged that it was the best thing I could
do to earn my living and still have time left for the movement. My
good friend Bolton Hall was of the same opinion; he at once offered
to lend me money to fix up a place and also promised to be my first
patient. “Even if your skill won’t bring back hair on my head,” he
remarked, “I will have you pinned down for an hour to listen to my
arguments on single tax” Some of my Russian friends saw the un-
dertaking in a different light; a massage parlour would well serve,
they thought, as a cover for the Russian work we were to go on
with. Stella greatly favoured the idea because it would relieve me
of the long hours of nursing. The result of it all was that I went in
search of an office, which I found without much difficulty on the
top floor of a building on Broadway at Seventeenth Street. It was a
small place, but it had a view over the East River and plenty of air
and sunlight. With the borrowed capital of three hundred dollars
and a few lovely draperies lent me by women friends, I established
myself in a very attractive parlour.

Before long, patients began to arrive. By the end of June I had
earned enough to cover expenses and pay back part of my debt. It
was hard work, but most of those who came for treatment were
interesting people; they knew me and there was no need of hiding
my identity. Still more important, I did not have to work in noisy,
congested quarters, and I was relieved from the anxiety I used to
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The form was advancing, coming to the very edge of the platform,
carrying itself erect, head thrown back, its large eyes gleaming into
mine. My voice struggled in my throat, and with a great effort I
cried out: “Czolgosz! Leon Czolgosz!”

Fear possessed me that I should not be able to speak at the Pater-
son meeting. In vain I sought to rid myself of the feeling that when
I stepped upon the platform, the face of Czolgosz would emerge
from the crowd. I wired McQueen that I could not come.

The next day the papers carried the news of the arrest of Mc-
Queen and Grossmann. It horrified me to think that I had allowed
a dream to keep me from responding to the call of the strikers. I
had permitted myself to be influenced by a spook and had stayed
safe at home while my young comrades were in danger. “Will the
Czolgosz tragedy haunt me to the end of my days?” I kept asking
myself. The answer came sooner than I anticipated.

“BLOODY RIOTS — WORKERS AND PEASANTS KILLED —
STUDENTS WHIPPED BY COSSACKS..” The press was filled with
the events that were happening in Russia. Once more the struggle
against tsarist autocracy was being brought to the attention of the
world. The appalling brutality on one side, the glorious courage and
heroism on the other, tore me out of the lethargy that had paralysed
my will since the Buffalo days. With accusing clarity I realized that
I had left the movement at its most critical moment, had turned my
back on our work when I was most needed, that I had even begun
to doubt my life’s faith and ideal. And all because of a handful that
had proved to be base and cowardly.

I tried to excuse my faint-heartedness by the deep concern I felt
in the forsaken boy. My indignation against the weaklings had
sprung, I argued with myself, from my sympathy with Czolgosz.
No doubt that had been the impelling motive for my stand — so im-
pelling, indeed, that it had even turned me against Sasha because
he had failed to see in Czolgosz’s act what had been so clear to me.
My bitterness had extended to that dear friend and had made me
forget that he was in prison and still needed me.

397



Now, however, another thought hammered in my brain, the
thought that there might have been other motives, motives not
quite so selfless as I had made myself and others believe. My own
inability to face the first great issue in my life now made me see
that the self-assurance with which I had always proclaimed that I
could stand alone had deserted me the moment I was called upon
to make good. I had not been able to bear being repudiated and
shunned; I could not brave defeat. But, instead of admitting it to
myself at least, I had kept on beating my wings in blind fury. I had
become embittered and had drawn back within myself.

The qualities I had most admired in the heroes of the past, and
also in Czolgosz, the strength to stand and die alone, had been lack-
ing in me. Perhaps one needs more courage to live than to die. Dy-
ing is of a moment, but the claims of life are endless — a thousand
small and petty things which tax one’s strength and leave one too
spent to meet the testing hour.

I emerged from my tortuous introspection as from a long illness,
not yet in possession of my former vigour, but with a determination
to try once more to steel my will to meet the exigencies of life,
whatever they might be.

My first faltering step after the months of spiritual death was a
letter to Sasha.

The news from Russia stirred the East Side radicals into intense
activity. Trade-unionists, socialists, and anarchists set aside their
political differences, the better to be able to help the victims of the
Russian regime. Large meetings were held and funds raised for the
sufferers in prison and exile. I took up the work with new-born
strength. I stopped nursing in order to devote myself entirely to the
needs of Russia. At the same time there was also enough happening
in America to tax our utmost energies.

The coal-miners were on strike. Conditions in the coal districts
were appalling and aid was urgently needed. The politicians in the
labour movement were busy talking for the press and doing little
for the strikers. Whatever backbone they had shown in the begin-
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happy in the anticipation of having my little niece, whose birth had
brightened my dark youth. Yet when the long-awaited moment ar-
rived, I was too busy with Babushka to give much time to Stella.
The old revolutionist was captivated by my niece, and she in turn
completely fell under Babushka’s charm. Still we both longed to
have more of each other, and now, with the departure of the revo-
lutionary “Grandmother,” we could at last come closer together.

Stella soon found a position as secretary to a judge, who would
no doubt have died of horror had he known that she was the
niece of Emma Goldman. I took up nursing again, but before long,
Babushka returned from her Western tour and once more I had to
devote my time to her and her mission. She had confided to me that
she required a dependable person to be entrusted with the task of
smuggling ammunition into Russia. I thought at once of Eric and I
told her of the courage and endurance he had shown while digging
the tunnel for Sasha. She was particularly impressed by the fact
that Eric was an excellent sailor and capable of running a launch.
“That would facilitate the transport through Finland and it would
arouse less suspicion than if attempted by land,” she had said. I put
Babushka in touch with Eric. He made a most favourable impres-
sion on her. “Just the person needed for the job,” she said, “cool-
headed, brave, and a man of action” When she returned to New
York, Eric accompanied her, arrangements for his sailing having
already been made. It was good to see our jolly viking again before
he left on his perilous journey.

Before the grand old lady’s departure I gave her a farewell party
at 210 East Thirteenth Street, attended by her old friends and the
many new ones the dear woman had made. She lent atmosphere
to the evening, infecting everybody with her big and free spirit.
There was no cloud on “Grandmother’s” brow, although she knew,
as we all did, what dangers she would face in returning to the lair
of Russian autocracy.

Not until Babushka left the country did I realize how strenuous
the month had been. I was utterly exhausted and unable to face the
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you in a country where idealism is considered a crime, a rebel an
outcast, and money the only god?” I had no answer except that
it was the example of those who had gone before, herself included,
and the ideal we had chosen that gave us courage to persevere. The
hours with Babushka were among the richest and most precious
experiences of my propaganda life.

Our strenuous work for Russia at this time received additional
significance by the news of the appalling tragedy of January 22 in
St. Petersburg. Thousands of people, led by Father Gapon, assem-
bled before the Winter Palace to appeal to the Tsar for relief, had
been brutally mowed down, massacred in cold blood by the auto-
crat’s henchmen. Many advanced Americans had held aloof from
Babushka’s work. They were willing enough to pay homage to her
personality, her courage and fortitude; they were sceptical, how-
ever, about her description of conditions in Russia. Things could
not be quite so harrowing, they claimed. The butchery on “Bloody
Sunday” gave tragic significance and incontestable proof to the pic-
ture Babushka had painted. Even the lukewarm liberals could no
longer close their eyes to the situation in Russia.

At the Russian New Year’s ball we greeted the advent of 1905
standing in a circle, Babushka dancing the kazatchok with one of
the boys. It was a feast for the eyes to see the woman of sixty-two,
her spirit young, cheeks ruddy, and eyes flashing, whirling about
in the popular Russian dance.

In January Babushka went on a lecture tour, and I could turn
to other interests and activities. My dear Stella had come from
Rochester in the late fall to live with me. It had been her great
dream to do so since early childhood. My narrow escape during
the McKinley hysteria had changed the attitude of my sister Lena,
Stella’s mother, making her more kindly and affectionate towards
me. She no longer begrudged me Stella’s love, having learned to un-
derstand how deep was my concern for her child. Stella’s parents
realized that their daughter would have better opportunity for de-
velopment in New York, and that she would be safe with me. I was
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ning of the strike caved in when the man with the Big Stick ap-
peared on the scene. President Roosevelt suddenly evinced an in-
terest in the miners. He would help the strikers, he announced, if
their representatives would be reasonable and give him a chance
to go after the mine-owners. That was manna for the politicians
in the unions. They immediately transferred burden of responsibil-
ity to the presidential shoulders of Teddy. No need to worry any
more; his official wisdom would find the right solution of vexing
problems. Meanwhile the miners and their families were starving
and the police browbeating those who came to the coal region to
encourage the strikers.

The radical elements refused to be duped by the President’s in-
terest, nor did they have greater faith in the sudden change of heart
of the employers. They worked steadily to raise funds and keep up
the spirit of the men. The heat had grown too oppressive for pub-
lic meetings, which meant a lull in our efforts. Still we were able
to canvass unions, hold picnics, and arrange other affairs to raise
money. My return to public activity rejuvenated me and gave me
a new interest in life.

I was asked to undertake a lecture tour for the purpose of rais-
ing funds for the miners and the victims in Russia. We had reck-
oned, however, without the authorities in the strike districts. Our
people there could secure no halls; on the rare occasions when a
landlord was brave enough to rent us his place, the police broke
up our gatherings. In several towns, among them Wilkesbarre and
McKeesport, I was met by the guardians of the law at the station
and turned back. It was finally decided that I should concentrate
my efforts in the larger cities of the strike regions. In these I met
with no difficulties until I reached Chicago.

My first lecture there dealt with Russia and took place in a
crowded West Side hall. As usual the police were present, but they
did not interfere. “We believe in freedom of speech,” one of the offi-
cials told our committee, “so long as Emma Goldman talks on Rus-
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sia.” Fortunately my work for the miners was almost exclusively in
the unions, and the police could do nothing there.

My last lecture was to be given at the Chicago Philosophical Soci-
ety, an organization with a free platform. Their weekly gatherings
had always been held in Handel Hall, on which the society had a
long lease. The owners of the place had never before objected to ei-
ther the speakers or their subjects, but on the Sunday scheduled for
my talk Handel Hall was barred to the people. The janitor, pale and
trambling, declared that detectives had been “to see” him. They had
informed him about the Criminal Anarchy Law, which would make
him liable to arrest, imprisonment, and a fine if he allowed Emma
Goldman to speak. It happened that no such law had been passed
in Illinois, but what did that matter? I delivered the proscribed lec-
ture, nevertheless. Another hall-keeper, better versed in his legal
rights and not so easily frightened, consented to let me speak on
the dangerous subject of the Philosophic Aspects of Anarchism.

My tour was trying and strenuous, made more so by the neces-
sity of speaking surrounded by watch-dogs ready to spring on my
at any moment, as well as by being compelled to change halls at
a moment’s notice. But I welcomed the difficulties. They helped to
rekindle my fighting spirit and to convince me that those in power
never learn to what extent persecution is the leaven of revolution-
ary zeal.

I had barely returned home when news came of Kate Austen’s
death. Kate, the most daring, courageous voice among the women
of America! Risen from the depths, she had reached intellectual
heights many educated people could not touch. She loved life, and
her soul was aflame for the oppressed, the suffering, and the poor.
How splendid she had been all through the Buffalo tragedy! Only
a month ago she had written, within the shadow of her own death,
a glowing tribute to Czolgosz. And now she was gone, and with
her one of the truly great personalities in our ranks. Her death
was the loss not merely of a comrade, but also of a precious friend.
Excepting Emma Lee she was the only woman who had come close
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if I had known her all my life; her simplicity, the tenderness of her
voice, and her gestures, all affected me like the balm of a spring
day.

Her first appearance in New York was at Cooper Union and
proved the most inspiring manifestation I had seen for years.
Babushka, who had never before had a chance to face such a vast
gathering, was somewhat nervous at first. But when she got her
bearings, she delivered a speech that swept her audience off its
feet. The next day the papers were practically unanimous in their
tributes to the grand old lady. They could afford to be generous
to one whose attack was levelled against far-off Russia instead of
their own country. But we welcomed the attitude of the press be-
cause we knew that publicity would arouse interest in the cause
Babushka had come to plead. Subsequently she spoke in French
at the Sunrise Club before the largest assembly in the history of
that body. I acted as interpreter, as I did also at most of the pri-
vate gatherings arranged for her. One of these took place at 210
East Thirteenth Street and was attended by a crowd far too big
for my small apartment. Ernest Crosby, Bolton Hall, the Coryells,
Gilbert E. Roe, and many members of the University Settlement
were present, among them Phelps Stokes, Kellogg Durland, Arthur
Ballard, and William English Walling, as well as women promi-
nent in radical ranks. Lillian D. Wald, of the Nurses’ Settlement,
responded warmly; she arranged receptions for Babushka and suc-
ceeded in interesting scores of people in the Russian cause.

Often after the late gatherings Babushka would come with me
to my flat to spend the night. It was amazing to see her run up the
five flights with an energy and vivacity that put me to shame. “Dear
Babushka,” I once said to her, “how have you been able to keep your
youth after so many years of prison and exile?” “And how did you
manage to retain yours, living in this soul-destroying, materialistic
country?” she returned. Her long exile had never been stagnant; it
was always rejuvenated by the stream of politicals passing through.
“I had much to inspire and sustain me,” she said; “but what have
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a little shocked to discover it. I remembered the anecdote he had
told us about his stay in Chicago, when his comrades had arranged
for him to go to Waldheim to visit the graves of Parsons, Spies, and
the other Haymarket martyrs. The same morning a group of society
women, led by Mrs. Potter Palmer, invited him to a luncheon. “You
will come, Prince, will you not?” they pleaded. “I am sorry, ladies,
but I have a previous engagement with my comrades,” he excused
himself. “Oh, no, Prince; you must come with us!” Mrs. Palmer in-
sisted. “Madam,” Peter replied, “you may have the Prince, and I will
go to my comrades.”

My impression of Professor Ely made me feel that it would be
better for his peace of mind, as well as for the work for Babushka,
if he were not enlightened about E. G. Smith’s identity. I was again
obliged to act through an intermediary, as in the Turner case, re-
maining in the background. If timorous souls were deceived, it was
not of my choosing; it was their narrow-mindedness that made it
necessary.

When Catherine Breshkovskaya arrived, she was immediately
surrounded by scores of people, many of them moved more by cu-
riosity than by genuine interest in Russia. I did not wish to swell
the number, and so I waited. Nikolaev had told her about me and
she asked to see me.

The women in the Russian revolutionary struggle, Vera Zas-
sulitch, Sophia Perovskaya, Jessie Helfman, Vera Figner, and
Catherine Breshkovskaya, had been my inspiration ever since T had
first read of their lives, but I had never met one of them face to
face. I was greatly excited and awed when I reached the house
where Breshkovskaya was staying. I found her in a barren flat,
badly lighted and inadequately heated. Dressed in black, she was
wrapped in a thick shawl, a black kerchief over her head, leaving
the ends of her waving grey hair exposed. She gave the impression
of a Russian peasant woman, except for her large grey eyes, expres-
sive of wisdom and understanding, eyes remarkably youthful for a
woman of sixty-two. Ten minutes in her presence made me feel as
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to me and who understood the complexities of my being better than
I did myself. Her sensitive response had helped me through many
hard moments. Now she was dead, and my heart was heavy.

In a hectic life like mine sorrows and joys follow each other so
rapidly that they leave no time to dwell too long on either. My
grief over Kate’s loss was still acute when another shock came.
Voltairine de Cleyre was shot and severely wounded by a former
pupil of hers. A telegram from Philadelphia informed me that she
was in the hospital in a critical condition and suggested that I raise
money for her care.

I had seen little of Voltairine since our unfortunate misunder-
standing in 1894.  had heard that she was not well and that she had
gone to Europe to regain her health. On my last visit in Philadel-
phia I had been told that she was having a severe struggle to make
a living by teaching English to Jewish immigrants and giving mu-
sic lessons, while at the same time keeping up her activities in the
movement. I admired her energy and industry, but I was hurt and
repelled by what seemed to me her unreasonable and small attitude
toward me. I could not seek her out, nor had she communicated
with me in all these years. Her fearless stand during the McKinley
hysteria had helped much to increase my respect for her, and her
letter in Free Society to Senator Hawley, who had said he would
give a thousand dollars to have a shot at an anarchist, had made a
lasting impression on me. She had sent her address to the senato-
rial patriot and had written him that she was ready to give him the
pleasure to shoot an anarchist free of charge, on the sole condition
that he permit her to explain to him the principles of anarchism
before he fired.

“We must begin to raise money for Voltairine at once,” I said to
Ed. I knew she would resent a public appeal in her behalf, and Ed
agreed that it was necessary to approach our friends privately on
the matter. Solotaroff, first to be advised by us, responded beauti-
fully, even though he was in poor health and his office practice was
yielding very little. He suggested that Gordon, Voltairine’s former
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lover, should be seen; he had become a successful physician and he
was financially well able to help Voltairine, who had done so much
for him. Solotaroff volunteered to speak to Gordon.

The result of our canvass was very encouraging, though we also
met with some disagreeable experiences. An East Side friend of
Voltairine’s declared that he did not believe in “private charity,’
and there were also others whose sympathies had become blunted
by material success. But generous souls made up for the rest, and
soon we collected five hundred dollars. Ed went to Philadelphia
with the money. Upon his return he reported that two of the bul-
lets had been extracted. The third could not be touched because it
was embedded too close to the heart. Voltairine’s main concern, Ed
told us, was about the boy who had attempted her life and she had
already declared that she would not prosecute him.

Max and Millie were visiting New York for Christmas, and the
occassion proved an unexpected and joyful treat. Ed had been urg-
ing me for some time to permit him to realize his long-cherished
dream of dressing me up in “decent clothes” The time had come to
carry out his promise, he insisted; I must go with him to the best
shops and give my fancy free rein.

I realized as soon as we were in the fashionable emporium that
an untrammelled fancy is an expensive thing, and I did not want to
bankrupt Ed. “Let’s run away quickly,” I whispered; “this is no place
for us” “Run away? Emma Goldman run away?” Ed teased; “you’ll
stay long enough to have your measurements taken and leave the
rest to me”

On Christmas Eve boxes began to arrive at my apartment: a won-
derful coat with a real astrakhan collar, muff, and turban to match.
There were also a dress, silk underwear, stockings, and gloves. I
felt like Cinderella. Ed beamed when he called and found me all
rigged out. “That’s the way I have always wanted you to look,”
he exclaimed; “some day everybody may be able to have beautiful
things like these.”
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marked to Nikolaev. I had no worry about Miss Blackwell; she was
of old New England stock and an energetic champion of liberty.
She knew my identity. But Roosevelt’s man — what would hap-
pen when he came? Nikolaev lightly dismissed my apprehensions,
saying that in Russia the greatest revolutionists had worked under
fictitious names.

Before long, Alice Stone Blackwell arrived, and while we were
having tea, there came a knock at the door. I opened it to a short,
stout man all out of breath after his climb of the five flights. “Are
you Miss Smith?” he panted. “Yes,” I replied brazenly; “you are Mr.
Foulke, aren’t you? Please come in” The good Rooseveltian Repub-
lican in Emma Goldman’s flat at 210 East Thirteenth Street, sipping
tea and discussing ways and means to undermine the Russian au-
tocracy, would certainly have made a delicious story for the press.
I took great care to keep the newspapers out of it, however, and the
conspiratory session went off without a hitch. Both Miss Blackwell
and the Hounourable William D. Foulke were much impressed by
Nikolaev’s account of the horrors in Russia.

Several weeks later Miss Blackwell informed me that a New York
branch of the Friends of Russian Freedom had been organized, with
the Reverend Minot J. Savage as president, and Professor Robert
Erskine Ely as secretary, the body planning to do everything in its
power to bring Mme Breshkovskaya before the American public. It
was a quick and gratifying result of our little gathering. But Ely! I
had met him during Peter Kropotkin’s visit in 1901; an extremely
timid man, he seemed, for ever in fear that his connexion with an-
archists might ruin his standing with the backers of the League for
Political Economy, of which he was head. To be sure, Kropotkin
was an anarchist, but he was also a prince and a scientist, and he
had lectured before the Lowell Institute. I felt that to Ely the prince
was the important feature about Kropotkin. The British have roy-
alty and love it, but some Americans love it because they would like
to have it. It did not matter to them that Kropotkin had discarded
his title in joining the revolutionary ranks. Dear Peter had been not
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Breshkovskaya, affectionately called Babushka, the Grandmother
of the revolutionary Russia.

Those familiar with Russia knew of Breshkovskaya as one of the
most heroic figures in that country. Her visit would therefore be
an event of exceptional interest. We had no anxiety about her suc-
cess with the Yiddish population — her fame guaranteed it. But
the American audiences knew nothing about her, and it might be
difficult to get them interested. Nikolaev, who was very close to
Babushka, informed us that she was coming to the States not only
to raise funds, but also to arouse public sentiment. He visited me
frequently to discuss methods of co-operating with the Friends of
Russian Freedom. George Kennan was perhaps the only American
who knew Babushka and who had written about her; Lyman Ab-
bott, of the Outlook, was also interested. Nikolaev suggested that I
see them. I laughed at his naiveté in believing that Emma Goldman
could approach those ultra-respectable people. “If I go under my
own name,” I told him, “T should queer Breshkovskaya’s chances,
while under the obscure name of Smith I'd get no recognition at
all” Alice Stone Blackwell came to my mind.

In 1902 I had come across some translations of Russian poetry
by Miss Blackwell, and later I had read her sympathetic articles
about the Russian struggle. I had written her expressing my appre-
ciation, and in her reply she had asked me to recommend someone
who could translate Jewish poetry into English prose. I did so, and
thereafter we continued in correspondence. I now wrote to Miss
Blackwell about our efforts to get in touch with Americans in be-
half of Russia, mentioning Nikolaev, who could give her detailed
information about present conditions in his country. Miss Black-
well responded at once. She was soon to be in New York, she wrote;
she would visit me and also bring with her the Honourable William
Dudley Foulke, president of the recently reorganized Society of the
Friends of Russian Freedom.

Foulke was an ardent devotee of Roosevelt. “The poor man is
sure to have a stroke when he finds out who Miss Smith is,” I re-
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At the Hofbrau Haus we found Max and Millie already waiting
for us. Millie was also dressed for the occasion, and Max was in fine
mettle. He asked whether I had married a Rockefeller or struck a
gold-mine. I was entirely too swell for a proletarian like himself,
he laughed. “Such duds deserve at least three bottles of Trabacher,”
he cried, forthwith ordering them. We were the merriest party in
the place.

Millie preceded Max to Chicago. He lingered on for a few days
and we spent the time in long walks, visiting galleries and concerts.
On the evening of his departure I accompanied Max to the station.
While we stood on the platform, chatting, we were approached by
two men who turned out to be detectives. They put us under arrest
and took us to the police station, where we were cross-examined
and then discharged. “On what grounds were we arrested?” I de-
manded. “Just on general principles,” the desk sergeant answered
pleasantly. “Your principles are rotten!” I retorted heatedly. “Go on,
now, he roared, you'’re Red Emma, ain’t you? That’s enough.”

A letter from Solotaroff informed me that Gordon had refused to
aid Voltairine. The latter had drudged for years to help him through
college, and now that she was ill, he had not even a kind word for
her. My intuition about him had been correct. We agreed that she
should not be told of the cruel indifference of the man who had
meant so much to her.

Voltairine not only refused to prosecute the youth who had shot
her, but even appealed to our press to aid his defence. “He is sick,
poor, and friendless,” she wrote; “he is in need of kindness, not
prison” In a letter to the authorities she pointed out that the boy
had been jobless for a long time and that as a result of worry he
suffered from delusions. But the law had to have its pound of flesh:
the youth was found guilty and given a sentence of six years and
nine months.

The effect of the verdict on Voltairine caused a very serious re-
lapse that kept us in anxious suspense for weeks. Finally she was
declared out of danger and able to leave the hospital.
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The Philadelphia papers furnished an amusing side to the
tragic incident. Like the rest of the American press they had for
years been filled with invectives against anarchism and anarchists.
“Fiends incarnate — champions of murder and destruction — cow-
ards” were among the most delicate epithets applied to us. But
when Voltairine refused to prosecute her assailant and pleaded in
his behalf, the same editors wrote that “anarchism is really the doc-
trine of the Nazarene, the gospel of forgiveness.”
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Chapter 28

For a number of years the friends of Russian freedom, an Amer-
ican group, had been doing admirable work in enlightening the
country about the nature of Russian absolutism. Now that society
was inactive and the splendid efforts of the radical Yiddish press
were confined entirely to the East Side. The sinister propaganda car-
ried on in America by the representatives of the Tsar through the
Russian Church, the Consulate, and the New York Herald, under
the ownership of James Gordon Bennett, was widespread. These
forces combined to picture the autocrat as a kind-hearted dreamer
not responsible for the evils in his land, while the Russian revolu-
tionists were denounced as the worst of criminals. Now that I had
greater access to the American mind, I determined to use whatever
ability I possessed to plead the heroic cause of Russian Revolution.

My efforts, together with the other activities in behalf of Rus-
sia, received very considerable support by the arrival in New York
of two Russians, members of the Socialist-Revolutionary Party,
Rosenbaum and Nikolaev. They came unannounced and unher-
alded, but the work they accomplished was of far-reaching con-
sequences and paved the way for the visits of a number of distin-
guished leaders of the Russian libertarian struggle. Within a few
weeks after his arrival Rosenbaum succeeded in welding together
the militant elements of the East Side into a section of the S. R.
Although aware that this party did not agree with our ideas of
a non-governmental society, I became a member of the group. It
was their work in Russia that attracted me and compelled me to
help in the labours of the newly formed society. Our spirits were
greatly raised by the news of the approaching visit of Catherine
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I needed all my strength for public work, of which the John
Turner campaign was the most important. While his appeal was
pending, the attorneys succeeded in getting our comrade out on
five-thousand-dollar bail. He immediately started on tour, visiting
a number of cities and delivering lectures to crowded houses. Had
he not been arrested and threatened with deportation, he would
have reached only very limited audiences, whereas now the press
dealt at length with the Anti-Anarchist Law and with John Turner,
and large crowds had the opportunity of hearing anarchism ex-
pounded in a logical and convincing manner.

John had come to America on a leave of absence from his union.
It was nearing expiration and he resolved to return to England
without waiting for the verdict of the Supreme Court. When the
decision was finally handed down, it proved to be just what he
had expected. It upheld the constitutionality of the Anti-Anarchist
Law and sustained the order for Turner’s deportation. However,
the ridiculous statute would hereafter defeat its own ends: Euro-
pean comrades wishing to come to the United States would no
longer feel bound to confide their ideas to the busybodies of the
Immigration Department.

Henceforth I gave more time to English propaganda, not only be-
cause I wanted to bring anarchist thought to the American public,
but also to call attention to certain great issues in Europe. Of these
the struggle for freedom in Russia was among the least understood.
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Chapter 26

The anti-anarchist immigration law was at last smuggled
through Congress, and thereafter no person disbelieving in orga-
nized government was to be permitted to enter the United States.
Under its provisions men like Tolstoy, Kropotkin, Spencer, or Ed-
ward Carpenter could be excluded from the hospitable shores of
America. Too late did the lukewarm liberals realize the peril of this
law to advanced thought. Had they opposed in a concerted manner
the activities of the reactionary element, the statute might not have
been passed. The immediate result of this new assault on American
liberties, however, was a very decided change of attitude towards
anarchists. I myself now ceased to be considered anathema; on the
contrary, the very people who had been hostile to me began to
seek me out. Various lecture forums, like the Manhattan Liberal
Club, the Brooklyn Philosophical Society, and other American or-
ganizations invited me to speak. I accepted gladly because of the
opportunity I had been wanting for years to reach the native in-
telligentsia, to enlighten it as to what anarchism really means. At
these gatherings I made new friends and met old ones, among them
Ernest Crosby, Leonard D. Abbott, and Theodore Schroeder.

At the Sunrise Club I came to know many persons of advanced
ideas. Among the most interesting were Elizabeth and Alexis Ferm,
John and Abby Coryell. The Ferms were the first Americans I met
whose ideas on education were akin to mine; but while I merely
advocated the need of a new approach to the child, the Ferms trans-
lated their ideas into practice. In the Playhouse, as their school was
called, the children of the neighbourhood were bound by neither
rules nor text-books. They were free to go or come and to learn
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from observation and experience. I knew no one else who so well
understood child psychology as Elizabeth and who was so capa-
ble of bringing out the best in the young. She and Alexis consid-
ered themselves single-taxers, but in reality they were anarchists in
their views and lives. It was a great treat to visit their home, which
was also the school, and to witness the beautiful relationship that
existed between them and the children.

The Coryells had much of the same quality, John possessing ex-
ceptional depth of mind. He impressed me as being more European
than American, and indeed he had seen much of the world. As a
young enough man he had been United States consul at Canton,
China. Later he had lived in Japan, had travelled extensively, and
had associated with the people of various countries and races. It
had served to give him a wider outlook on life and a deeper un-
derstanding of human beings. John had considerable talent as a
writer; he was the author of the original Nick Carter stories, and
he had earned a name and money under the pseudonym of Bertha
M. Clay. He was also a frequent contributor to the Physical Culture
magazine, because of his interest in health matters and because it
gave him his first chance to express himself freely on the subjects
he had at heart. He was one of the most generous persons I had
ever met. His writings had brought him a fortune, of which he had
kept almost nothing, having given lavishly to those in need. His
greatest charm lay in his rich sense of humour, no less incisive be-
cause of his polished manner. The Coryells and the Ferms became
my dearest American friends.

I also saw a great deal of Hugh O. Pentecost. He had undergone
many changes since I had first met him during my trial in 1893.
He did not impress me as a strong character, but he was among
the most brilliant speakers in New York. He lectured Sunday morn-
ings on social topics, his eloquence attracting large audiences. Pen-
tecost was a frequent visitor at my apartment, where he used to
“feel natural,” as he often said. His wife, a handsome, middle-class
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prostitution. The customers no longer had to come to Mrs. Spenser.
The girls were now compelled to solicit on the street. In rain or
cold, well or ill, the unfortunates had to hustle for business, glad
to take anyone who consented to come, no matter how decrepit
or hideous he might be. They had, furthermore, to endure persecu-
tion from the police and pay graft to the department for the right
to “work” in certain localities. Each district had its price, according
to the amount the girls were able to get from the men. Broadway,
for instance, paid more in graft than the Bowery. The policeman
on the beat took care that there should be no unauthorized compe-
tition. Any girl who dared trespass on another’s beat was arrested
and often sent to the workhouse. Naturally the girls clung to their
territory and fought the intrusion of any colleague who did not
“belong” there.

The new law also resulted in certain arrangements between the
Raines-hotel-keepers and the street girl: the latter received a per-
centage from the liquor she could induce her guests to consume.
That became her main source of income since brothels had been
abolished and she was thrown out on the street. She was forced to
accept what she could from the man, especially because he had also
to pay for the hotel room. To meet the many claims on her she had
to imbibe heavily in order to induce her customers to drink more.
To see those poor slaves and their males going in and out of Mrs.
Spenser’s hotel all through the night, tired, harassed, and generally
drunk, to be compelled to overhear what went on, was more than
I could bear. Moreover, Dr. Hoffmann had told me that there was
no hope of permanent cure for our patient. Her persistent use of
drugs had broken her will and weakened her power of resistance.
No matter how well we should succeed in weaning her, she would
always go back to them. I informed my patient that I must resign.
She flew into a rage, berating me bitterly and concluding by saying
that if she could not have me when she wanted me, she preferred
that I leave altogether.
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teen, but we know he’s only eight” My comrade spoke in a matter-
of-fact manner. A man of ninety and a child of eight working ten
hours a day in a black pit!

After the first meeting I was invited by a miner to his home for
the night. The small room assigned me had already three occupants:
two children on a narrow cot, and a young girl in a folding bed. I
was to share the bed with her. The parents and their infant girl slept
in the next room. My throat felt parched; the stifling air in the room
made me cough. The woman offered me a glass of hot milk. I was
tired and sleepy; the night was heavy with the breathing of the
man, the pitiful wailing of the infant, and the monotonous tramp
of the mother trying to quiet her baby.

In the morning I asked about the child. Was it ill or hungry that it
cried so much? Her milk was too poor and not enough, the mother
said; the baby was bottle-fed. A horrible suspicion assailed me. “You
gave me the baby’s milk!” I cried. The woman attempted to deny it,
but I could see in her eyes that I had guessed correctly. “How could
you do such a thing?” I upbraided her. “Baby had one bottle in the
evening, and you looked tired and you coughed; what else could I
do?” she said. I was hot with shame and overcome with wonder at
the great heart beneath that poverty and those rags.

Back in New York from my short tour, I found a message from Dr.
Hoffmann calling me again to nurse Mrs. Spenser, I could under-
take only day duty, my evenings being taken up with the Turner
campaign. The patient consented to the arrangement, but after a
few weeks she urged me to take care of her during the night. She
had become more to me than merely a professional case, but her
present surroundings were repugnant. It was one thing to know
that she lived from the proceeds of a brothel, quite different to
have to work in such a house. To be sure, my patient’s business
now went by the respectable name of a Raines hotel. Like all legis-
lation for the elimination of vice, the Raines Law only multiplied
the very thing it claimed to abolish. It relieved the keepers of re-
sponsibility towards the inmates and increased their revenue from
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woman, keenly disliked her husband’s poor friends, and her eyes
were upon the influential subscribers to his lectures.

Once I had arranged a little party in my flat, with Pentecost as
one of my guests. Shortly before the party I met Mrs. Pentecost
and asked her if she would like to come. “Thank you so much,” she
said, “I shall be delighted; I love slumming” “Isn’t it fortunate?” I
remarked. “Otherwise you would never meet interesting people.”
She did not attend the party.

My public life grew colourful. Nursing became less strenuous
when several of my “charges” moved out of my apartment and
thus reduced my expenses. I could afford to take longer rests be-
tween cases. It gave me the opportunity to do much reading that
had been neglected for some time. I enjoyed my new experience of
living alone. I could go and come without considering others and
I did not always find a crowd at home upon my return from a lec-
ture. I knew myself well enough to realize that I was not easy to
live with. The dreadful months following the Buffalo tragedy had
driven me desperate with the struggle to find my way back to life
and work. The timid radicalism of the people on the East Side had
made me impatient and intolerant with the striplings who talked
about the future, yet did nothing in the present. I enjoyed the boon
of retirement and the companionship of a few chosen friends, the
dearest among them Ed — no longer jealously watching, posses-
sively demanding every thought and every breath, but giving and
receiving free and spontaneous joy.

Often he would visit me weary and depressed. I knew it was the
growing friction in his home; not that he had ever spoken about
it, but now and then a chance remark disclosed to me that he was
not happy. Once, in the course of a conversation, he remarked: “In
prison I used to take solitary confinement rather than share my cell
with anybody. The constant jabber of a cell-mate used to drive me
frantic. Now I have to listen to incessant talk, and there is no soli-
tary for me to get away to.” On another occasion he gave vent to
irony regarding the girls and women that pretend to hold advanced
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ideas until they have safely captured their man and then fiercely
turn against those ideas for fear of losing their provider. To cheer
him I would turn the talk into other channels, or ask about his
daughter. At once his face would light up and his depression lift.
One day he brought me a picture of the little one. I had never seen
such a striking resemblance. I was so moved by the beautiful face of
the child that unthinkingly I cried out: “Why don’t you ever bring
her to see me?” “Why?” he replied, vehemently; “the mother! The
mother! If you only knew the mother!” “Please, please!” I remon-
strated; “don’t say anything more; I don’t want to know about her!”
He began excitedly to pace the floor, breaking out into a torrent of
words. “You must; you must let me speak!” he cried. “You must
let me tell you all I have suppressed so long” I tried to stop him,
but he paid no attention. Rage and bitterness against you drove me
to that woman,” he continued contemptuously; “yes, and to drink.
For weeks after our last break-up I kept drinking. Then I met the
woman. I had seen her at radical affairs before, but she had never
meant anything to me. Now she excited me; I was maddened by the
loss of you and by drink. So I took her home. I quit working and
gave myself up to a wild debauch, hoping to blot out the resent-
ment [ felt against you for going away.” With a sharp pain in my
heart I seized his hand, crying: “Oh, Ed, not resentment?” “Yes, yes!
Resentment!” he repeated; “even hate! I felt it then because you had
so easily given up our love and our life. But don’t interrupt me; I
must get it out of my system.”

We sat down. Putting his hand over mine, he continued some-
what longer more calmly: “The drunken debauch went on for
weeks. I wasn’t aware of time, I didn’t go anywhere or see anybody.
I stayed at home in a stupor of drink and sex. One day I woke up
with my mind terribly clear. I was sick of myself and of the woman.
I told her brutally that she would have to go; that I had never in-
tended our affair to be a permanent thing. She did what women
usually do; she said I was a cruel and unscrupulous seducer. When
she saw that it did not impress me, she began weeping and begging
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enough money home, he was punished and deprived of meals. His
wretched childhood had made him timid and shy. At the age of
twelve he began his factory life. He grew into a silent youth, ab-
sorbed in books and aloof. At home he was called “daft”; in the
shop he was looked upon as queer and “stuck-up.” The only one to
be kind to him was his sister, a timid, hard-working drudge. When I
saw her, she told me that she had been once to Buffalo to see Leon
in jail, but he had asked her not to come again. “He knew I was
poor,” she said; “our family was pestered by the neighbours, and
father was fired from his job. So I didn’t go again,” she repeated
weeping.

Perhaps it was just as well, for what could the poor creature give
to the boy who had read queer books, had dreamed queer dreams,
had committed a queer act, and had even been queer in the face
of death. People out of the ordinary, those with a vision, have ever
been considered queer; yet they have often been the sanest in a
crazy world.

In Pennsylvania I found the condition of the miners since the
“settlement” of the strike worse than in 1897 when I had gone
through the region. The men were more subdued and helpless. Only
our own comrades were alert, and even more determined since the
shameful defeat of the strike, brought about by the treachery of
the union leaders. They were working part time, barely earning
enough to live on, yet somehow they managed to contribute to the
propaganda. It was inspiring to see such consecration to our cause.

Two experiences stood out on my trip. One happened down in a
mine, the other in the home of a worker. As on my previous visits,
I was taken to the pit to talk to the men in one of the shafts during
lunch-hour. The foreman was away, and the miners eager to hear
me. I sat surrounded by a group of black faces. During my talk I
caught sight of two figures huddled together — a man withered
with age and a child. I inquired who they were. “That’s Grandpa
Jones,” I was told; “he’s ninety and he has worked in the mines for
seventy years. The kid is his great-grandchild. He says he’s four-
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interview him in jail, but without success. She learned from other
reporters that Czolgosz had been so badly beaten and tortured that
he could not be seen. He was ill and it was feared he might not live
to be taken to court. Some time later she was ordered to cover the
trial.

The court-room was guarded by a heavily armed force and
filled with curiosity-seekers, mostly well-dressed women. The at-
mosphere was tense with excitement, all eyes on the door from
which the prisoner was to enter. Suddenly there was a stirring in
the crowd. The door was flung open, and a young man, supported
by policemen, was half-carried into the room. He looked pale and
emaciated; his head was bandaged, his face swollen. It was a re-
pulsive sight until one caught his eyes — large, wistful eyes, that
kept roving over the court-room, searching with terrible intensity,
apparently for some familiar face. Then they lost their intentness,
turning brilliant as if illuminated by some inner vision. “Dreamers
and prophets have such eyes,” Miss T. continued; “I was filled with
shame to think that I did not have the courage to cry out to him that
he was not alone, that I was his friend. For days afterwards those
eyes haunted me. During two years I couldn’t go near a newspaper
office; even now I am only doing free-lance work. The moment I
think of a steady job that might bring me another such experience,
I see those eyes. I have always wanted to meet you,” she added, “to
tell you about it”

I pressed her hand in silence, too overcome to speak. When
I had mastered my emotion, I told her I wished I could believe
that Leon Czolgosz had been conscious that there was at least one
friendly spirit near him in the court-room full of hungry wolves.
What Miss T. told me bore out all that I had guessed and what I
had learned about Leon in 1902 when I visited Cleveland. I had
hunted up his parents; they were dark people, the father hardened
by toil, the stepmother with a dull, vacant look. His own mother
had died when he was a baby; at the age of six he had been forced
into the street to shine shoes and sell papers; if he did not bring
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and finally she declared that she was pregnant. I was staggered; I
felt it was impossible, yet I didn’t believe she would deliberately
invent such a thing. I had no money and I could not let her shift
for herself. I was trapped and I had to go through with it. A few
months under the same roof made me realize that we didn’t have a
single thought in common. Everything about her repelled me; her
shrill voice all over the house, her constant chatter and gossip. They
grated on my nerves and often drove me out of the house, but the
thought that she was carrying my child always brought me back.
Two months before it was born, she taunted me, during one of our
bickering wrangles, with having tricked me. She had not been preg-
nant at all when she had first told me. I decided then and there to
leave her as soon as the child was born. You’ll laugh, but the birth
of the little one woke strange chords in my soul. It made me forget
all that was lacking in my life. I stayed.”

“Why torture yourself, dear Ed?” I tried to soothe him; “why
rake up the past?” He brushed me gently aside. “You must listen,”
he insisted; “you had everything to do with the beginning; it’s only
fair you should listen to the very end”

“When you returned from Europe,” he went on, “the contrast be-
tween our past life and my present existence appeared more glar-
ing. I wanted to take my child and come to you to plead once more
for our love. But you were wrapped up in other people and in your
public activities. You seemed to be completely cured of what you
had once felt for me”

“You were wrong!” I cried, “I still loved you even when we had
drifted apart” “I see it now, my dear, but at the time you appeared
indifferent and aloof;” he replied. “I could not turn to you. I sought
what relief I could in my child. I read, and I found — yes, I found
— some forgetfulness in the works we used to argue about; I could
understand them better. But my nerves had become blunted; I no
longer winced at the sound of the shrill voice. Her recriminations
had made me hard and cynical. Besides, I had discovered a way to
stop the stream,” he added with a chuckle. “What was it?” I asked,
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glad of his lighter tone; “perhaps I could also use it on some people.”
“Well, you see,” he explained, “I take out my watch, hold it up to the
lady’s face, and tell her I'll give her five minutes to get through. If
by that time she still keeps it up, I leave the house.” “And it works?”
I inquired. “Like magic. She dashes into the kitchen, and I go into
my room and lock the door” I laughed, though I really wanted to
cry at the thought of Ed, who had always loved refinement and
peace, forced into degrading, vulgar scenes.

“The break has come, though, at last,” he went on. “It had to,
anyway, even if you and I had not become good friends again. It
was bound to come as soon as I began to realize the effect those
quarrels were having on the child” He added that for a long time he
had lacked the means. Now he was in a position to do so. He would
take his child to Vienna with him, and he asked me to accompany
him.

“How do you mean, take the child?” I cried. “The mother, what
about her? It’s her child, too, isn’t it? It must mean everything to
her. How can you rob her of it?” Ed got on his feet and raised me
up also. His face close to mine, he said: “Love! Love! Haven’t you
always insisted that the love of the average mother either smoth-
ers the child with kisses or kills it with blows? Why this sudden
sentimentality for the poor mother?” “I know, I know, my dear,” I
answered; “T haven’t changed my views. Just the same, the woman
endures the agony of birth and she nourishes the infant with her
own substance. The man does almost nothing, and yet he claims the
child. Can’t you see how unjust it is, Ed? Go to Europe with you?
I'd do it at once. But I cannot have a mother robbed of her child
on my account.” He charged me with not being free; I was like all
feminists who rail against man for the wrongs he supposedly does
to woman, without seeing the injustices that the man suffers, and
also the child. He would go anyway and take his little girl along.
Never would he allow his child to grow up in an atmosphere of
strife.
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of the employees. Moreover, I did not want the Rochester papers
to get hold of the story; it would have been too much grist for
their scandalmongering mills. But I did relate to the workers that
evening the venture of Garson into political economy, repeating
the explanation he had given as to how he had acquired his wealth.
My audience was greatly amused, which was the only result of
Garson’s visit.

During my brief stay in Rochester I had another caller, much
more interesting than Mr. Garson: a newspaper woman who intro-
duced herself as Miss T. She came to interview me, but she stayed
to tell a remarkable story. It was about Leon Czolgosz.

She had been on the staff of one of the Buffalo dailies in 1901,
she related, assigned to the Exposition grounds during the Presi-
dent’s visit. She had stood very near McKinley and had watched
the people filing by to shake his hand. In the procession she no-
ticed a young man pass along with the rest, a white handkerchief
wrapped around his hand. Reaching the President, he raised a re-
volver and fired. A panic followed, the crowd scattering in all di-
rections. Bystanders picked up the wounded McKinley and carried
him into Convention Hall; others pounced upon the assailant and
beat him as he lay prostrate. Suddenly there was a fearful scream.
It came from the boy on the ground. A burly Negro was over him,
digging his nails into the youth’s eyes. The ghastly scene made her
sick with horror. She hastened to her paper’s office to write her
account.

When the editor had read her story, he informed her that the
stuff about the Negro gouging Czolgosz’s eyes would have to come
out. “Not that the anarchist dog didn’t deserve it,” he remarked; “I'd
have done it myself. But we need the sympathy of our readers for
the President, not for his murderer”

Miss T. was not an anarchist; in fact, she knew nothing of our
ideas, and she was against the man who had attacked McKinley. But
the scene she had witnessed and the brutality of the editor softened
her towards Czolgosz. She tried repeatedly to get an assignment to
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last. “Certainly not you!” I replied, “nor could she have if you had
had your way. But let’s come down to your request that I visit your
office. What is it you want?”

He began talking about labour’s having its rights; he had ac-
knowledged the union and its demands (whenever reasonable) and
had introduced many improvements in his shop for the benefit of
his workers. But times were hard and he had sustained heavy losses.
If only the grumblers among his employees would listen to rea-
son, be patient awhile, and meet him half-way, everything could be
amicably adjusted. “Couldn’t you put this before the men in your
speech,” he suggested, “and make them see my side a little? Your
father and I are great friends, Miss Goldman; I would do anything
for him should he be in trouble — lend him money or help in any
way. As to his brilliant daughter, I have already written you how
proud I am that you come from my race. I should like to prove it by
some little gift. Now, Miss Goldman, you are a woman, you must
love beautiful things. Tell me what you’d like best”

His words did not rouse my anger. Perhaps it was because I had
expected some such offer from his letter. My poor sister was re-
garding me with her sad, anxious eyes. I rose quietly from my chair;
Garson did the same and we stood facing each other, a senile smile
on his withered face.

“You’ve come to the wrong person, Mr. Garson,” I said; “you can-
not buy Emma Goldman.”

“Who speaks of buying?” he exclaimed. “You’re wrong; let me
explain.”

“No need of it,” I interrupted him. “Whatever explanation is nec-
essary I will make tonight before your workers who have invited
me to speak. I have nothing more to say to you. Please go”

He edged out of the room, silk hat in hand, followed by Helena,
who saw him to the door.

After careful consideration I decided to say nothing at the meet-
ing about his offer. I felt it might obscure the main issue, the wage
dispute, and possibly affect the chances of a settlement in favour
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Ed left me in a turmoil of conflicting emotions. I had to admit
to myself that it had indeed been I who had driven him into that
woman’s arms. I knew, as  had known when I had gone away from
him, that I could not have acted otherwise. All the same, I had been
the cause. I recalled vividly Ed’s violent outburst on that terrible
night; it was evidence enough of his agony of spirit. There was no
blinking my part in his misery; why, then, did I refuse him now
when he needed me even more? Why did I deny him the help he
asked for his child? The woman certainly meant nothing to me;
why should I have scruples about her loss? I had always held that
the mere physical process of motherhood does not make a woman
a real mother; yet I had talked to Ed against robbing her!

After much thought I concluded that my feeling in regard to the
mother of Ed’s child was deeply embedded in my sentiments for
motherhood in general, that blind, dumb force that brings forth
life in travail, wasting woman’s youth and strength, and leaving
her in old age a burden to herself and to those to whom she has
given birth. It was this helplessness of motherhood that had made
me recoil from adding to its pain.

The next time Ed came I tried to explain this to him, but he could
not follow me. He said he had always credited me with being able
to reason like a man, objectively; now he felt I was arguing subjec-
tively, like all women. I replied that the reasoning faculties of most
men had not impressed me to the point of wishing to imitate them,
and that I preferred to do my own thinking as a woman. I repeated
what I had already told him: that I should be supremely happy to
go with him if he went alone, or to visit him in Europe some time
later, but that I could not run off with another woman’s child.

I was afraid that my stand would throw a shadow on my new
friendship with Ed, but he proved to be big and fine about it. His
visits became beautiful events. He was planning to leave for Europe
in June, together with his child.

Early in April he told me he would be very busy for a week. His
firm had to buy a large stock of lumber, and the transaction was to
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keep him out of town for a few days. But he would remain in touch
with me and wire the moment he got back. During his absence I was
called on a night case in Brooklyn, to nurse a consumptive boy. It
was a long and tedious journey to and fro; I would return home
very tired, barely able to take my bath, and fall asleep as soon as
I struck the pillow. One morning, very early, I was roused out of
bed by persistent and violent ringing. It was Timmermann, whom
I had not seen for more than a year. “Claus!” I cried; “what brings
you at such an hour?”

His manner was unusually quiet and he looked strangely at me.
“Sit down,” he said at last in a solemn voice; “I have something to
tell you” I wondered what had happened to him. “It’s about Ed,”
he began. “Ed!” I cried, suddenly alarmed; “is anything the matter
with him? Is he ill? Have you a message for me?”

“Ed — Ed” — he stammered — “Ed has no more messages.” I held
out my hand as if to ward off a blow. “Ed died last night,” I heard
Claus say in a shaken voice. I stood staring at him. “You’re drunk!” I
cried; “it can’t be!” Claus took my hand and gently pulled me down
beside him. “I'm a messenger of evil; of all your friends I had to be
the one to bring you this news. Poor, poor girl!” He stroked my hair
furtively. We sat in silence.

Finally Claus spoke. He had gone to Ed’s house to meet him for
supper; he had waited until nine o’clock, but Ed did not return, so
he decided to leave. At that moment a cab drove up to the house.
The driver inquired for Brady’s apartment, saying that Mr. Brady
was in the cab, sick. Would someone help to carry him up? Neigh-
bours came out and surrounded the cab. Ed was inside, sunk back in
the seat, unconscious and breathing heavily. People carried him up-
stairs, while Claus ran for a doctor. When he came back the cabman
was gone. All he had been able to tell was that he had been called to
a saloon near the Long Island station, where he had found the gen-
tleman hunched up in a chair, bleeding from a cut on his face. He
was conscious, but able only to give his address. The saloon-keeper
explained that the gentleman had asked for a drink and had taken
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replied; “T just wanted to have a pleasant talk with you” “Very well,”
I said, and waited. He had worked hard all his life, he related, “just
like your father, Miss Goldman.” He had saved penny by penny and
in that way had accumulated a little money. “You may not know
how difficult it is to save,” he went on, “but take your father. He
works hard, he is an honest man, and he is known in the whole
city as such. There isn’t another man in Rochester more respected
and who has so much credit as your father”

“Just a moment, Mr. Garson,” I interrupted; “you forgot some-
thing. You forgot to mention that you had saved by the assistance
of others. You were able to put aside penny by penny because you
had men and women working for you.”

“Yes, of course,” he said apologetically, “we had ‘hands’ in our
factory, but they all made good livings.” And were they all able to
open factories from their savings of penny by penny?

He admitted that they were not, but it was because they were
ignorant and spendthrift. “You mean they were honest working-
men like my father, don’t you?” I continued. “You’ve spoken in such
high terms of my father, you certainly will not accuse him of being
a spend thrift. But though he has worked like a galley-slave all his
life, he has accumulated nothing and he has not been able to start a
factory. Why do you suppose my father and others remained poor,
while you succeeded? It is because they lacked the forethought to
add to their shears the shears of ten others, or of a hundred or
several hundred, as you have done. It isn’t the saving of pennies
that makes people rich; it is the labour of your ‘hands’ and their
ruthless exploitation that has created your wealth. Eighteen years
ago there was an excuse for my ignorance of it, when I stood like
a beggar before you, asking for a rise of a dollar and a half in pay.
There is no excuse for you, Mr. Garson — not now, when the truth
of the relation between labour and capital is being cried from the
house-tops.”

He sat looking at me. “Who would have thought that the little
girl in my shop would become such a grand speaker?” he said at
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eral times to make sure that I was not dreaming. He felt proud that
a daughter of his race and city had achieved nation-wide fame, he
wrote; he was glad of her presence in Rochester and he would con-
sider it an honour to welcome me at his office soon.

I handed the letter to Helena. “Read it,” I said, “and see how im-
portant your little sister has become.” When she got through, she
asked: “Well, what are you going to do?” I wrote on the back of the
letter: “Mr. Garson, when I needed you, I came to you. Now that
you seem to need me, you will have to come to me.” My anxious sis-
ter was worried about the outcome. What could he want and what
would I say or do? I assured her that it was not difficult to guess
what Mr. Garson wanted, but I intended, nevertheless, to have him
tell it to me in person and in her presence. I would receive him in
her store and treat him “as a lady should”

In the afternoon Mr. Garson drove up in his carriage. I had not
seen my former employer for eighteen years, and during that time I
had hardly given him a thought. Yet the moment he entered, every
detail of the dreadful months in his shop stood out as clearly as if
it had happened but yesterday. I saw the shop again and his luxu-
rious office, American Beauties on the table, the blue smoke of his
cigar swelling in fantastic curves, and myself standing trembling,
waiting until Mr. Garson would deign to notice me. I visioned it
all again and I heard him saying harshly: “What can I do for you?”
Everything to the minutest detail I recalled as I looked at the old
man standing before me, silk hat in hand. The thought of the injus-
tice and humiliation his workers were suffering, their driven and
drained existence, agitated me. I could barely suppress the impulse
to show him the door. If my life depended on it, I could not have
asked Mr. Garson to sit down. It was Helena who offered him a
chair — more than he had done for me eighteen years before.

He sat down and looked at me, evidently expecting me to speak
first. “Well, Mr. Garson, what can I do for you?” I finally asked. The
expression must have recalled something to his mind; it seemed to
confuse him. “Why nothing at all, dear Miss Goldman,” he presently
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it standing at the bar. Then he had paid and started towards the
toilet. On the way he had suddenly fallen down in a heap, striking
his forehead against the bar. That was all any of them knew.

The doctor had worked frantically to revive Ed; but it was in vain.
He died without regaining consciousness.

Claus’s voice was droning in my ears, but I barely heard what he
was saying. Nothing mattered but that Ed had been stricken among
strangers, stuffed into a cab, alone at the moment of his greatest
need. Oh, Ed, my splendid friend, robbed of life when so close to
the fullness of it! The cruelty of it, the senseless cruelty! My heart
cried out in protest, my throat choked with tears that would not
come to my eyes to relieve my poignant grief.

Claus got to his feet remarking that he must notify other friends
and help with the funeral arrangements. “I will go with you!” I
declared. “I will see Ed again” “Impossible!” Claus objected. “Mrs.
Brady has already stated that she will not let you in. She said you
had robbed her of Ed when he was alive and she will keep you away
now that he is dead. You would only have to go through with an
ugly scene”

I remained alone with memories of my life with Ed. In the late af-
ternoon Yegor came, shaken by the news. He had loved Ed and was
profoundly overcome now. His sweet concern melted my frozen
heart. With his arms about me I found the tears that would not
come before. We sat close together, talking of Ed, his life, his
dreams, and premature end. It grew late and I remembered the sick
boy in Brooklyn waiting for me. I might not be near my precious
dead, but I could at least go to the aid of my young patient strug-
gling for life.

Funerals had always been abhorrent to me; I felt that they ex-
pressed grief turned inside out. My loss was too deep for it. I went
to the crematory and found the ceremony over, the coffin already
closed. The friends who knew of my bond with Ed lifted the cover
again for me. I approached to look at the dear face, so beautifully
serene in sleep. The silence about me made death less gruesome.
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Suddenly a shriek echoed through the place, followed by another
and another. A female voice, hysterically crying: “My husband! My
husband! He is mine!” The shrieking woman, her black widow’s
veil resembling a crow’s wings, threw herself between me and the
coffin, pushing me back and falling over the dead. A little blonde
girl with frightened eyes, suffocating with sobs, was clutching at
the woman’s dress.

For a moment I stood petrified with horror. Then I slowly moved

towards the exit, out into the open, away from the revolting scene.

My mind was full of the child, the replica of its father, its life now
to be so different from what he had intended.
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merry-making on the street awakened memories of the great day,
a year past, spent with Max, Millie, and Ed.

Being compelled to move to new quarters every now and then
had become a habit with me, and I no longer minded it. Inow rented
part of a flat at 210 East Thirteenth Street, the rest of the apartment
being occupied by Mr. and Mrs. Alexander Horr, friends of mine. I
was preparing to go on tour. Yegor had work outside the city, and
Albert was leaving for France, so I was glad when the Horrs offered
to share their flat. Little did I dream that I was going to remain ten
years in the place.

The Free Speech League had asked me to visit a number of cities
in behalf of the John Turner fight, and I had also received two other
invitations: one from the garment-workers in Rochester, and the
other from miners in Pennsylvania. The Rochester tailors had had
trouble with some clothing firms, among them that of Garson and
Meyer. It was strangely significant that I should be called to speak
to the wage-slaves of the man who had once exploited my labour
for two dollars and fifty cents a week. I welcomed the opportunity,
which would also enable me to see my family.

Within the last few years I had felt more drawn to my people,
Helena remaining nearest to me. I always stayed with her on my
visits to Rochester, and my folks had learned to take it as a mat-
ter of course. My arrival this time was the occasion for a general
family reunion. It gave me a chance to get in closer touch with my
brother Herman and his charming young wife, Rachel. I learned
that the boy who could not memorize his lessons at school had be-
come a great mechanical expert, his specific line the construction
of intricate machinery. When it grew late and the other members
of the family retired, I remained with my dear Helena. We always
had much to say to each other, and it was nearly morning when
we separated. Sister consoled me by saying I could sleep late.

I had hardly dozed off when I was awakened by a messenger
bringing a letter. Glancing at the signature first, in a half-drowsy
state, I saw with surprise that it was signed “Garson.” I read it sev-
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ply: “Don’t you see it is my silk hat that gives my speech impor-
tance?”

The Cooper Union meeting met with tremendous success, the
speakers representing all shades of political opinion. Some were
apologetic for having come to plead in behalf of an anarchist; as
congressmen and college professors they could not afford to be
as outspoken as they felt. Others, more daring, however, set the
real tone of the meeting. Among them were Bolton Hall, Ernest
Crosby, and Alexander Jonas. Letters and telegrams were read from
William Lloyd Garrison, Edward M. Shepard, Horace White, Carl
Schurz, and the Rev. Dr. Thomas Hall. They were unconditional in
their condemnation of the outrageous law and of the attempts of
Washington to destroy the fundamental principles guaranteed by
the Declaration of Independence and the Constitution of the United
States.

I sat in the audience, very much gratified with the results of our
efforts, amused to think that most of those good people on the plat-
form were unaware that it was Emma Goldman and her anarchist
comrades who had arranged and managed the meeting. No doubt
some of the respectable liberals, those who always offered profuse
apologies for every bold step they contemplated making, would
have been shocked out of their wits had they known that “wild-
eyed anarchists” had had anything to do with the affair. But I was
a hardened sinner; I did not feel the least scruple for having gone
into a conspiracy to induce the timid gentlemen to express them-
selves on such a vital issue.

Amidst the excitement of the campaign I was called by Dr. E.B.
Foote to a case. I had tried several times previously to get work
with him, but although he was a prominent free-thinker, he had
yet fought shy of employing the dangerous Emma Goldman. Since
the Turner appeal we had come in contact a good deal, and that was
probably what had changed his mind. At any rate he sent for me to
take charge of one of his patients, and New Year’s Eve 1904 found
me at the bedside of the man entrusted to my care. The midnight
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Chapter 27

Memories of my former life with Ed filled me with longing for
what had again been just within my reach, only snatched away.
Recollections of the past compelled me to look into the most hid-
den crevices of my being; their strange contradictions tore me be-
tween my hunger for love and my inability to have it for long. It
was not only the finality of death, as in the case of Ed, nor the cir-
cumstances that had robbed me of Sasha in the springtime of our
lives, that always came between. There were other forces at work
to deny me permanency in love. Were they part of some passionate
yearning in me that no man could completely fulfil or were they
inherent in those who for ever reach out for the heights, for some
ideal or exalted aim that excludes aught else? Was not the price
they exacted conditioned in the very nature of the thing I wished
to achieve? The stars could not be climbed by one rooted in a clod of
earth. If one soared high, could he hope to dwell for long in the ab-
sorbing depths of passion and love? Like all who had paid for their
faith, I too would have to face the inevitable. Occasional snatches
of love; nothing permanent in my life except my ideal.

Yegor remained in my flat, while I accompanied my patient and
his mother to Liberty, New York. I had never nursed consumptives
before and had not witnessed their indomitable will to live and
the consuming fires of their withering flesh. At the moment when
everything seemed at an end, my patient would take a new leap,
followed by days of rekindled hope for a future of work that would
tax the vitality of the strongest. Here was the boy of eighteen, a
mere bundle of bone and skin, with burning eyes and hectic cheeks,
talking of the life he might never have.
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With his reawakened will invariably came the urge of the body,
the craving for sex. It was not until I had spent four months with
him that I realized what the youth had been desperately trying to
suppress. I was far from the thought that it was my presence that
was adding fuel to the smouldering fires within him. A few things
had aroused my suspicion, but I had put them aside as signs of my
patient’s feverish state. Once, as I was taking his pulse, he suddenly
seized my hand and pressed it excitedly in his own. At another time,
when I bent over to straighten his covers, I felt his hot breath very
close to the back of my neck. Often I noticed his large burning eyes
following me about.

The boy slept in the open, on the screened veranda. To be within
reach, at night I stayed in the room adjoining the porch. His mother
was always with him part of the day to give me some time to rest.
Her bedroom was behind the dining-room, farthest away from the
veranda. The care of my tubercular case was more exacting than
any I had nursed before, but years of experience had made me alert
to the least stirring of a patient. It was hardly ever necessary for the
boy to use the little bell on his table; I could hear him the moment
he began to move.

One night I had gone in to my patient several times to find him
peacefully slumbering; very tired, I also fell asleep. I was awak-
ened by a feeling of something pressing on my chest. I discovered
my patient sitting on my bed, his hot lips pressed to my breast,
his burning hands caressing my body. Anger made me forget his
precarious condition. I pushed him away and leaped to the floor.
“You madman!” I cried; “get to your bed at once or I will call your
mother!” He held out his hands in silent entreaty and started to
walk towards the porch. Halfway over, he fell down, shaken by a
paroxysm of coughing. Frightened out of my resentment, I was for
a moment at a loss what to do. I dared not call his mother; his pres-
ence in my room would make her think I had failed her son when
he had called me. Nor could I leave him where he was. He weighed
little, and desperation increases one’s strength. I raised him up and
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activities against the deportation law, I had better remain in the
background. My assumed name of Smith secured for me a willing
ear with people who were sure to see red on meeting Emma Gold-
man. Still, a goodly number of American radicals knew me and
were advanced enough not to be frightened by my ideas. With their
help I succeeded in organizing a permanent Free Speech League, its
members coming from various liberal elements. Among them were
Peter E. Burroughs, Benjamin R. Tucker, H. Gaylord Wilshire, Dr.
E. B. Foote, Jr., Theodore Schroeder, Charles B. Spahr, and many
others well known in progressive circles. At its first meeting the
league decided to have Clarence Darrow represent Turner before
the Supreme Court.

The next step taken by the league was to arrange a meeting in
Cooper Union. The Free Speech Leaguers were mostly professional
men and very busy. It was left to me to do the suggesting and direct-
ing and to pester people until they promised their support. I had
to visit numerous unions, as a result of which I collected sixteen
hundred dollars. What was more difficult, I succeeded in persuad-
ing Yanofsky, editor of the Freie Arbeiter Stimme, who was at first
opposed to the appeal, to open his columns to our publicity. Grad-
ually I got other persons interested, the most active being Bolton
Hall and his secretary, A. C. Pleydell, both untiring in their work
on the case.

Bolton Hall, whom I had met several years before, was one of
the most charming and gracious personalities it has been my good
fortune to know. An unconditional libertarian and single-taxer, he
had entirely emancipated himself from his highly respectable back-
ground except for his conventional dress. His frock-coat, high silk
hat, gloves, and cane made him a conspicuous figure in our ranks,
particularly so when he visited trade unions in behalf of Turner,
or when he appeared before the American Longshoremen’s Union,
whose organizer and treasurer he was. But Bolton knew what he
was about. He claimed that nothing impressed working-men so
much as his fashionable attire. To my remonstrances he would re-
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be permitted to enter the United States.” John Turner, well known
in his own country, respected by thinking people and having ac-
cess to every European land, was now to be victimized by a statute
conceived in panic and sponsored by the darkest elements in the
United States. When I announced to the audience that John Turner
had been arrested and would be deported, the meeting unani-
mously resolved that if our friend had to go, it should not be with-
out a fight.

The Ellis Island authorities thought they were going to have it
all their own way. For several days no one, not even his lawyer,
was allowed to see Turner. Hugh O. Pentecost, whom we engaged
to represent the prisoner, immediately started habeas corpus pro-
ceedings. That stayed the deportation and checked the arbitrary
methods of the Ellis Island Commissioner. At the first hearing the
judge sustained, of course, the immigration authorities by ordering
Turner deported. But we still had an appeal to the Federal Supreme
Court in reserve. Most of our comrades opposed such a step as in-
consistent with our ideas, a waste of money that could achieve no
results. While I had no illusions about what the Supreme Court was
likely to do, I felt that the fight for Turner would be splendid propa-
ganda by bringing the absurd law to the attention of the intelligent
public. Last but not least it would serve to awaken many Ameri-
cans to the fact that the liberties guaranteed in the United States,
among which the right of asylum was the most important, had
become nothing but empty phrases to be used as fire-crackers on
the Fourth of July. The main point, however, was whether Turner
would be willing to continue a prisoner on Ellis Island, perhaps for
many months, until the Supreme Court should decide his case. I
wrote to ask him about it, receiving an immediate reply to the ef-
fect that he was “enjoying the hospitality of Ellis Island,” and that
he was entirely at our disposal to help make the fight.

While there had been a decided change in public opinion to-
wards me since 1901, I was still very much taboo to the majority.
I realized that if I wished to help Turner and participate in the
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carried him to his bed. His excitement brought on a new hsemor-
rhage and my anger gave way to pity for the poor boy, so near
death, yet so tenaciously reaching out for life.

All through his attack he clung to my hand, between fits of
coughing begging me to spare his mother and forgive him for what
he had done. I kept on turning over in my mind how I could resign.
It was clear I should have to leave. What excuse could I give? I could
not tell his mother the truth; she would not believe it of her son,
and even if she did, she would be too shocked and hurt to under-
stand the urge that had impelled the boy. I should have to say that
I was tired out by constant nursing and needed rest; and of course
I would give her time to find another nurse. But weeks passed be-
fore I could carry out my resolve. My patient was very ill and his
mother herself almost a physical wreck from anxiety. When at last
the patient had once more escaped his doom and was better again,
I begged to be allowed to go.

On my return to New York I found that I should have to look for
a new abode again: once more my neighbors had objected to hav-
ing Emma Goldman in the house. I moved into a larger place, my
brother Yegor and our young comrade Albert Zibelin sharing the
apartment with me. Various elements were combined in Albert’s
make-up; his father, an active anarchist, was French; his mother
an American Quaker of sweet and gentle disposition. He was born
in Mexico, where as a child he had roamed freely in the hills. Later
he lived with Elisé Reclus, the celebrated French scientist and expo-
nent of anarchism. His fine heritage and the beneficial influences
in his early life had produced splendid results in Albert; he was
beautiful in body and spirit. He grew into an ardent lover of free-
dom and became a tender and thoughtful friend, altogether a rare
character among the young American boys of my acquaintance.

This time our co-operative venture began more promisingly.
Each member talked less of equal responsibility and did more to
relieve the burden of the others. It was doubly fortunate for me be-
cause of the many calls of the movement upon my energies. With
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Albert as chef, and the help of Yegor and Dan, when the latter vis-
ited us, I was able to devote myself more to my public interests,
which were shared also by the boys.

Since I had begun writing to Sasha again, we had been drawing
closer together. He had not quite three years more to endure, and he
was full of new hope, planning what he would do after his release.
For several years past he had been much interested in one of his
prison mates, a consumptive boy by the name of Harry. In every
letter Sasha referred to his friend, especially while I was nursing
my tubercular patient. I had to keep him informed of the methods
and treatment I applied. His interest in Harry had even suggested to
him the study of medicine when he should leave prison. Meanwhile
he was eager for what I could send him: medical books, journals,
and everything else bearing on the white plague.

Sasha’s letters breathed a zest in life that carried me along and
filled me with increased admiration for him. I, too, began to dream
and plan for the great moment when my heroic boy would be
free again and united with me in life and work. Only thirty-three
months more and his martyrdom would be at an end!

Meanwhile John Turner had announced his coming to the States.
He had been in America in 1896 and had lectured extensively dur-
ing seven months. He was planning a new tour and wished espe-
cially to study the conditions of the men and women employed
as clerks and sales-people in the United States. He had been very
successful in England with the Shop Assistants’ Union, which he
had developed into a powerful organization. Under his leadership
the status of those employees had been improved to a very con-
siderable degree. While the conditions of that class of workers in
America were not quite so bad as in England prior to the efforts
of Turner and his union colleagues, we were sure that the men
needed awakening. There was no one so capable of accomplishing
it as John Turner.

For that reason, as well as because of the contribution Turner
would make to the more general spread of our ideas, we hailed
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his proposed visit and immediately began to arrange a series of
lectures for our brilliant English comrade. His first meeting we or-
ganized for October 22 at Murray Hill Lyceum.

Like so many others, John Turner had become an anarchist as a
result of the Haymarket tragedy of 1887. His attitude to the State
and to political action had induced him to refuse the candidacy
for Parliament offered him by his union. “My place is among the
rank and file,” Turner had stated at the time; “my work is not in so-
called ‘public affairs, which are part of the organized exploitation
of labour. Even the small palliatives possible through Parliament
would be gained by organized Labour much quicker by pressure
from outside than by the representatives inside the House of Com-
mons.” His stand showed his grasp of social forces and his devotion
to his ideal. While he had never ceased to work for anarchism, he
considered activity in the unions his most vital purpose. He main-
tained that anarchism without the masses is bound to remain a
mere dream, lacking living force. He felt that to reach the toilers
one must take part in their daily economic struggle.

His opening address was on “Trade Unionism and the General
Strike” Murray Hill Lyceum was filled to the doors with people
from every walk of life. The police were present in large numbers.
I introduced our British comrade to the audience and then went
to the rear of the hall to look after our literature. When John had
finished speaking, I noticed several plain-clothes men approach the
platform. Sensing trouble, I hastened over to John. The strangers
proved immigration officials who declared Turner was under arrest.
Before the audience had time to realize what was happening, he
was rushed out of the hall.

Turner was given the honour of being the first to fall under
the ban of the Federal Anti-Anarchist Law passed by Congress
on March 3, 1903. Its main section reads: “No person who disbe-
lieves in or who is opposed to all organized governments, or who
is a member of or affiliated with any organization entertaining or
teaching such disbelief in or opposition to all governments...shall
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police, too, had made open conferences impossible. The sessions
held under cover, while exciting enough, had made constructive
work impossible.

It was certainly a commentary on democratic America and re-
publican France that an international anarchist congress, prohib-
ited in both countries, should have the right to meet quite openly
in monarchical Holland. Eighty men and women, most of them
hounded and persecuted in their own countries, were here able to
address large meetings, gather in daily session, and discuss openly
such vital problems as revolution, syndicalism, mass insurrection,
and individual acts of violence, without any interference from the
authorities. We went about the city singly or in groups, had social
gatherings in restaurants or cafés, talked, and sang revolutionary
songs until early morning hours, yet we were not shadowed, spied
upon, or in any way molested.

More remarkable still was the attitude of the Amsterdam press.
Even the most conservative newspapers treated us, not as criminals
or lunatics, but as a group of serious people who had come together
for a serious purpose. Those papers were opposed to anarchism,
yet they did not misrepresent us or distort anything said at our
sessions.

One of the vital subjects discussed at length by the congress was
the problem of organization. Some delegates deprecated Ibsen’s
idea, as presented by Dr. Stockmann in An Enemy of the People,
to the effect that the strongest is he who stands alone. They pre-
ferred Peter Kropotkin’s view, so brilliantly elucidated in all his
books, that it is mutual aid and co-operation that secure the best
results. Max and I, however, stressed the need of both. We held that
anarchism does not involve a choice between Kropotkin and Ibsen;
it embraces both. While Kropotkin had thoroughly analysed the
social conditions that lead to revolution, Ibsen had portrayed the
psychologic struggle that culminates in the revolution of the hu-
man soul, the revolt of individuality. Nothing would prove more
disastrous to our ideas, we contended, than to neglect the effect
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feel over the probable outcome of my nursing cases. Every rise in
the temperature of my charges used to alarm me, and a death would
upset me for weeks. In all my years of nursing I had never learned
detachment or indifference to suffering.

During the hot summer months many of my patients left for the
country. Stella and I decided that we also needed a vacation. In our
search for a suitable place we came upon Hunter Island, in Pelham
Bay, near New York, as ideal a spot as we could wish for. But it
belonged to the city and we had not the least notion how to secure
the necessary permission to pitch a tent. Stella had an inspiration;
she would ask her judge. A few days later she came triumphantly
waving a piece of paper. “Now, darling,” she cried, “will you still
insist that judges are useless? Here is the permit to pitch a tent on
Hunter Island!”

A friend of mine, Clara Felberg, together with her sister and
brother, joined us. We were just beginning to settle down on our
island and enjoy its peace and beauty when Clara brought back
from New York the announcement that the Paul Orleneff troupe
was stranded in the city. Its members had been thrown out of their
apartment for failure to pay the rent, and they were without means
of livelihood.

Pavel Nikolayevitch Orleneff and Mme Nazimova had come to
America in the early part of 1905, taking the East Side by storm
with their wonderful production of Tchirikov’s The Chosen People.
It was said that Orleneff had been prevailed upon by a group of
writers and dramatists in Russia to take the play abroad as a protest
against the wave of pogroms then sweeping Russia. The Orleneff
troupe arrived at the very height of our activities for Babushka,
which had prevented my getting in touch with the Russian play-
ers. But I had attended every performance. With the exception of
Joseph Kainz, I knew no one to compare with Paul Orleneff, and
even Kainz had created nothing so overwhelming as Orleneff’s
Raskolnikov in Crime and Punishment, or his Mitka Karamazov.
His art was, like that of Eleonora Duse, the very living of every
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nuance of human emotion. Alla Nazimova was very fine as Leah in
The Chosen People, as she was in all her roles. As to the rest of the
cast, nothing like its ensemble acting had ever been seen on the
American stage before. It was therefore a shock to learn that Or-
leneff’s troupe, who had given us so much, should find themselves
stranded, without friends or funds. We might pitch a tent for Or-
leneff on our island, I thought, but how help his ten men? Clara
promised to borrow some money, and within a week the entire
troupe was on the island with us. It was a motley crowd and a mot-
ley life, and our hopes for a restful summer soon went by the board.
During the day, when Stella and I had to return to the heat of the
city, we regretted that Hunter Island had ceased to be a secluded
spot. But at night, sitting around our huge bonfire, with Orleneff
in the centre, guitar in hand, softly strumming an accompaniment
to his own singing, the whole troupe joining in on the chorus, the
strains echoing far over the bay as the large samovar buzzed, our
regrets of the day were forgotten. Russia filled our souls with the
plaint of her woe.

The spiritual proximity of Russia brought Sasha poignantly near.
I knew how profoundly he would enjoy our inspiring nights; how
he would be stirred and soothed by the songs of the native land he
had always passionately loved. It was the month of July 1905. Just
thirteen years before, he had left me to stake his life for our cause.
His Calvary was soon to end, but only to continue in another place;
he still had to serve another year in the workhouse. The judge who
had added the extra year to the inhuman sentence of twenty-one
now appeared more barbarous than on that trial day in September
1892. But for that, Sasha would be free now, out of the power of his
jailers.

It somewhat lessened my misery to think that Sasha would have
to spend only seven months in the workhouse, the Pennsylvania
law granting five months’ commutation on his final year. But even
that consolation was soon destroyed. A letter from Sasha informed
me that, though he was legally entitled to a five months’ reduction,
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edge and his feeling for events made him most valuable to our mag-
azine.

In the middle of August 1907 Max and I waved our friends good-
bye from the Holland-America pier. Besides our mission at the
congress, we both looked upon our trip as a quest for something
to fill our inner void. The calm sea and the ever-soothing compan-
ionship of Max helped me to relax from the tension of the months
preceding and following Sasha’s liberation. By the time we reached
Amsterdam, I was again in full control of myself, eager with antic-
ipation of the people I should meet, our congress, and the work to
be done.

I had heard a great deal about the extreme cleanliness of the
Dutch, but until I went for a walk in Amsterdam on the morning
after our arrival, I did not know how uncomfortable Hollanders
could make it for the passers-by. I had gone out with Max to take
a look at the quaint old town. We found every balcony adorned
with buxom servants in colourful dress, arms and legs bare, furi-
ously beating carpets and rugs. A pleasant picture indeed, but the
whirlwind of dust and dirt they were lustily shaking on to our de-
fenceless heads filled our throats and covered our clothes. Still we
could have stood it if we had not been at the same time treated to
a shower of cold water meant for the plants. The unexpected bath
was more than the Dutch cleanliness we had bargained for.

The congress was my third attempt to attend an international
anarchist gathering. In 1893 such a conclave had been planned, and
it was to take place during that year’s exposition in Chicago. I had
been chosen to represent several New York groups, but my trial and
imprisonment had prevented my attendance. At the eleventh hour
the Chicago police had prohibited the congress, but it was held
just the same — in the most unlikely place imaginable. A comrade,
employed as clerk in one of the city departments, had smuggled a
dozen delegates into a room in the City Hall.

The second time had been in Paris, in 1900, where I was closely
connected with the preparatory work of our congress. The French
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life and to the work his mastery of language and his pen should
enable him to do!

More and more [ was beginning to see that there was an inner re-
sentment in Sasha, perhaps not even conscious, against being part
of the activities I had created for myself. He longed for something
of his own making, something that would express his own self. I
hoped fervently that the weekly paper would prove the means of
his release and that it might succeed.

I was getting ready for my trip abroad; Max was going, too, repre-
senting some German groups at the Amsterdam congress. We both
needed to get away from our environment for a while. The farm
had not turned out the roseate reality he had hoped for. A farm
never does for city people who come to the land with romantic no-
tions about nature and with no ability to cope with her hardships.
Our place in Ossining had proved too primitive and the winter too
harsh for Max’s little daughter. Another reason was the isolation
of Millie, which she was unable to bear. My friends had moved to
the city and were trying desperately to make ends meet, Max by
occasional articles for German papers and contributions to Mother
Earth, Millie by sewing. The stress she had endured since the birth
of her child had made her nervous and irritable, and Max shrank
into his shell at the least disharmony. Like myself he longed to get
away from conditions that were agonizing, yet of no one’s making.

Sasha was much more alive now, thanks to his plan for a weekly
paper. There was also another factor that helped to raise his spir-
its. He had gained many friends among our young comrades, and
he was especially attracted by young Becky Edelson. I felt consid-
erably relieved about him. Mother Earth also did not worry me; I
left it secure until my return and I was certain of its quality, with
Sasha as its editor, and John Coryell, Hippolyte Havel, and others
as collaborators.

Hippolyte and I had long ago drifted apart in our old relation, but
our friendship had remained as strong as before, as had also our
common interest in the social struggle. His great historical knowl-
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he had learned that the workhouse authorities had decided to re-
gard him as a “new” prisoner and to allow him only two months’
time off, provided his behaviour was “good.” Sasha was to be forced
to drain the bitter cup to the last drop.

Several months previously Sasha had sent to me a friend whom
he called “Chum.” His name was John Martin, I learned, and he was
socialistically inclined. He was a civilian instructor in the prison
weaving-shops; he had accepted the job less out of necessity than
because he was planning to aid the prisoners. He had learned about
Sasha shortly after he had come to work in the Western Peniten-
tiary. Since then he had got in close touch with him and had been
able to help him a little. I knew from Sasha’s letters that the man
used to take great risks in order to do kind things for him and oth-
ers.

John Martin broached a new appeal to the Pardon Board, to get
the year in the workhouse set aside. He could not bear to think that
Alex, as he called Sasha, after so many years in one hell should have
to go to another. I was deeply touched by Martin’s beautiful spirit,
but we had failed in our previous attempts to rescue Sasha and I was
sure that we could expect no better success now. Moreover, I knew
that he himself would not want it tried. He had endured thirteen
years and I was certain he would prefer to stand the additional
ten months rather than have to go begging again. My attitude was
justified by a letter from Sasha. He wanted nothing from the enemy;,
he wrote.

The sickening anxiety of the days preceding his transfer was fi-
nally over. Two days later I received his last note from the peniten-
tiary. It read:

DEAREST GIRL:
It’s Wednesday morning, the 19t at last!
Geh stiller, meines Herzens Schlag

Und schliesst euch alle meine alten Wunden,
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Denn dieses ist mein letzter Tag,
Und dies sind seine letzten Stunden!"

My last thoughts within these walls are of you, dear
friend, the Immutable.

SASHA

Only ten months more to the 18™ of May, the glorious day of
liberation — the day of your triumph, Sasha, and mine!

When I returned to our camp that afternoon, Orleneff was the
first to notice my feverish excitement. “You look inspired, Miss
Emma,” he cried: “what wonderful thing has happened to you?” I
told him about Sasha, of his youth in Russia, his life in America, his
Attentat and long years in prison. “A character for a great tragedy!”
Orleneff exclaimed enthusiastically; “to interpret him, to visualize
him to the people — I'd love to play the part!” It was balm to see
the great artist so carried away by the force and beauty of Sasha’s
spirit.

Orleneff urged me to help him get in touch with my American
friends, to be his interpreter and manager. Like the genius he was,
he lived only in his art; he knew and cared for nothing else. It was
enough to watch Orleneff saturate himself with the part he was to
play, to realize how truly great an artist he was. Every nuance and
shade of the character he was to interpret was created by him be-
forehand inch by inch, agonized over for weeks, until it assumed
a complete and living form. In his efforts for perfection he was re-
lentless with himself and equally so with his troupe. More than
once in the middle of the night the obsessed creature would tear
me out of my sleep by shouting and yelling outside my tent: “T
have it! I have it!” Drowsy with sleep, I would inquire what the
great find was, and it would prove to be a new inflection in Raskol-
nikov’s monologue or some significant gesture in Mitka Karama-

'“Go slower, beating heart of mine-and close, ye bleeding wounds-this is my
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made him wince and avoid it. It was bitter irony that I, of all Sasha’s
friends, should cause him the deepest disappointment and pain —
I who had never had him out of my mind in all the cruel years, or
out of my heart, no matter who else had been there, not even Ed,
whom I had loved more deeply and intensely than anyone else. Yet
it was I who most roused Sasha’s impatience and resentment; not
in a personal sense, but because of the changes I had undergone
in my attitude to life, to people, and to our movement. We did not
seem to have a single thought in common. Yet I felt bound to Sasha,
bound for ever by the tears and blood of fourteen years.

Often, when I could no longer bear up under his censure and con-
demnation, I would fight back with harsh and bitter words, then
run to my room and cry out in pain against the differences that
were tearing us apart. Yet I would always come back to Sasha, feel-
ing that whatever he had said or done was nothing in the light of
what he had endured. I knew that would ever weigh heaviest in the
balance with me and bring me to his side at every moment of his
need. Just now it seemed that I was of little help. Sasha appeared
to feel more at ease when I was away.

I decided to comply with the request of my Western comrades
to represent them at the anarchist congress. Sasha said he would
continue on the magazine until my return, but that his heart was
not in Mother Earth. He wanted a weekly propaganda paper that
would reach the workers. He had already discussed the project
with Voltairine de Cleyre, Harry Kelly, and other friends. They had
agreed with him that such a paper was needed and had promised
to sign an appeal for the necessary funds. They had been worried,
however, that I might misunderstand, that I might consider the new
publication a competitor of Mother Earth. “What a ridiculous no-
tion,” I protested; “I claim no monopoly of the movement. By all
means try to get out a weekly paper. I will add my name to the
call” Sasha was quite moved, embraced me tenderly, and sat down
to write the appeal. My poor boy! If only I could have had the as-
surance that his project would bring him peace, help him back to
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bloody a doctrine that preaches the opposite of vio-
lence.

After my coast-to-coast lecture tour I returned to New York at
the end of June with a net result of a considerable number of sub-
scribers to Mother Earth and a substantial surplus from the sale
of literature to sustain the magazine during the inactive summer
months.

In the early spring our European comrades had issued a call for
an anarchist congress to be held in Amsterdam, Holland, in August.
Some of the groups in the cities I had visited had requested me to
attend the gathering as their delegate. It was gratifying to have the
confidence of my comrades, and Europe always had its lure for me.
But there was Sasha, only one year out of prison, and I had already
been away from him for months. I longed to see him again and to
try to bridge the gap which his imprisonment had created between
us.

Sasha had done splendidly on Mother Earth while I was away. He
had surprised everybody by the vigour of his style and the clarity
of his thoughts. It was an amazing achievement for a man who
had gone into prison ignorant of the English language and who
had never written for publication before. His letters to me during
my four months on tour were free from depression, and he showed
much interest in the magazine and my work. I was proud of Sasha
and his efforts, and I was full of hope that we might yet dispel the
clouds that had been hanging in our sky since he had re-entered
the outside world. These considerations made me hesitate to go to
Amsterdam. I would decide when I reached New York, I told my
comrades.

On my return I found Sasha as I had left him — in the same
mental turmoil, in torturing conflict between the vision that had
inspired his deed and the reality that confronted him now. He con-
tinued to dwell in the past, in the mirage he had created for himself
during his living death. Everything in the present was alien to him,
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zov’s drunkenness. Orleneff was literally afire with inspiration. It
gradually communicated itself to me, causing me to scheme how
to make the world see his art as it was unfolded to me in the unfor-
gettable weeks on Hunter Island.

For some time I could do little except take care of Pavel Niko-
layevitch and his numerous guests. Several dependable newspa-
permen whom I knew interviewed Orleneff about his plans, and
meanwhile work began on the Third Street hall that was being re-
modelled into a theatre. Orleneff insisted on going to town every
day to direct this work, which necessitated disputes with the owner
over every detail. Paul could not speak anything except Russian,
and there was no one but myself to interpret for him. I had to di-
vide my time between my office and the future theatre. In the late
afternoon we would return to our island, half-dead with heat and
fatigue, Orleneff a nervous wreck from the thousand petty irrita-
tions with which he was entirely unfitted to cope.

The superabundance of poison ivy on Hunter Island and the le-
gions of mosquitoes finally drove us into the city. Only the troupe
of sturdy peasant actors remained, compelled to defy both pests be-
cause they had no other place to go. After Labour Day the number
of my patients increased and the preliminary work for the Russian
performances began, involving a large correspondence and a per-
sonal canvass of my American friends. James Huneker, whom I
had not seen for several years, promised to write about Orleneft,
and other critics also pledged support. Our efforts were aided by a
number of wealthy Jews, among them the banker Seligman.

The members of the East Side Committee on their return from
the country set to work in earnest to fulfil their promise to Orleneft.
There were readings of plays in some of their homes, especially at
Solotaroff’s and at Dr. Braslau’s, the latter now the host of Pavel
Nikolayevitch. Themselves the parents of an artist daughter, So-
phie, who had already begun to train for an operatic career, Doctor

final day-and these its waning hours.”
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and Mrs. Braslau could well understand the psychology and moods
of their guest.

They had much feeling for him and patience, while some of the
East Siders talked about him in terms of dollars and cents. The
Braslaus were charming people, genuine, hospitable Russian souls;
the evenings in their home always gave me a feeling of freedom
and release.

The radical Jewish press actively aided the work of publicity. Abe
Cahan, of the socialist daily Forward, often attended the readings
of plays and wrote a great deal of the significance of Orleneff’s
art. Considerable publicity was also given him by the Freie Arbeiter
Stimme and other East Side Yiddish papers.

The various activities, including my office work and lectures,
filled my time. Nor did I neglect the friends who were wont to
gather at my apartment. Among my many visitors were M. Katz
and Chaim Zhitlovsky. Katz held a special place in my affections:
he and Solotaroff had been my most faithful friends during my os-
tracism following the feud with Most and later again at the time
of the McKinley hysteria. In fact, I had been thrown together with
dear Katz much more than with Solotaroff, both in our work and
in more intimate social gatherings.

Zhitlovsky had come to America with Babushka. A Socialist Rev-
olutionist, he was also an ardent Judaist. He never tired urging
upon me that as a Jewish daughter I should devote myself to the
cause of the Jews. I would say to him that I had been told the same
thing before. A young scientist I had met in Chicago, a friend of
Max Baginski, had pleaded with me to take up the Jewish cause. I
repeated to Zhitlovsky what I had related to the other: that at the
age of eight I used to dream of becoming a Judith and visioned my-
self in the act cutting off Holofernes” head to avenge the wrongs
of my people. But since I had become aware that social injustice
is not confined to my own race, I had decided that there were too
many heads for one Judith to cut off.
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them conscious that there is nothing duller in all the world than
exclusive gatherings of men or of women, who are yet never able
to eliminate each other from their minds. On this occasion every-
body felt relief from sex obsession, natural and at ease. The evening
was very interesting. Indeed, I was assured that it was considered
the most stimulating intellectual treat in the club’s history, and the
most hilarious besides.

The liberal attitude of the Spookers towards me was only part
of the general change which had taken place in the past six years
in regard to anarchism. The tone of the press was no longer so
vindictive. The papers in Toledo, Cincinnati, Toronto, Minneapolis,
and Winnipeg were extraordinarily decent in their reports of my
meetings. In a long editorial one Winnipeg paper said:

Emma Goldman has been accused of abusing freedom
of speech in Winnipeg, and Anarchism has been de-
nounced as a system that advocates murder. As a mat-
ter of fact, Emma Goldman indulged, while in Win-
nipeg, in no dangerous rant and made no statement
that deserved more than moderate criticism of its wis-
dom or logic. Also, as a matter of fact, the man who
claims that Anarchism teaches bomb-throwing and vi-
olence doesn’t know what he is talking about. Anar-
chism is an ideal doctrine that is now, and always
will be, utterly impracticable. Some of the gentlest and
most gifted men of the world believe in it. The fact
alone that Tolstoi is an Anarchist is conclusive proof
that it teaches no violence.

We all have a right to laugh at Anarchy as a wild dream.
We all have a right to agree or disagree with the teach-
ings of Emma Goldman. But we should not make our-
selves ridiculous by criticizing a lecturer for the things
that she did not say, nor by denouncing as violent and
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“Evidently your Mayor knows that his settlement is likely to ben-
efit the owners and not the strikers,” I remarked, “else he would not
fear what I might say”

I informed them that until I arrived in Toledo, I had not even
known about the strike. I had come to lecture on the “Miscon-
ceptions of Anarchism” I cheerfully admitted, however, that if the
strikers asked me to speak, I should tell them to steer clear of politi-
cians, who are the worst meddlers and who help to break the back-
bone of every economic struggle. This was reported to a group of
American liberals, who at once set to work to arrange a special
meeting for me.

The most spirited among them was a venerable old woman, Mrs.
Kate B. Sherwood. In abolition times she had helped many a fugi-
tive slave to safety, and she did not change with the years. She
was a fervent feminist, a great libertarian in economic and educa-
tional fields, as well as a lovable personality. The dear lady must
have read the Riot Act to the Mayor, because there was no further
interference in Toledo with my lectures.

In Minneapolis I had an amusing experience. I was invited to
address an organization of professional men known as the Spook
Club. I was told that no woman had ever before been admitted into
the holy presence of the Spookers, but that I had been made an
exception. Not believing in special privileges, I wrote to the club
that in my capacity as nurse I had never known nervousness when
I had to lay out the dead. But to face living corpses alone would
prove disconcerting to me. I would brave the task of preparing the
Spookers for burial if I could have a few husky members of my
own sex to assist me. The poor Spook Club was flabbergasted. To
consent to my request involved the danger of a female invasion.
To refuse was to expose themselves to public ridicule. Male conceit
conquered its lily-white purity. “Bring your regiment along, Emma
Goldman,” the Spookers replied, “and take the consequences” My
women friends and I created almost a revolution in the club. Alas,
not in the heads, but only in the hearts of the Spookers. We made
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Our circle at 210 East Thirteenth Street was increased by the ar-
rival from Chicago of Max, Millie, and their six-months-old baby
girl. The State and Church champions of the sanctity of mother-
hood had shown their true colours as soon as they discovered that
Millie had dared to become a mother without the permission of
established authority. She was forced to give up her position as a
teacher in the Chicago schools, which she had held for a number
of years. It happened at a very unfortunate time, after Max had left
the editorial staff of the Arbeiter Zeitung. The paper, founded by
August Spies, had been gradually deserting its non-political policy.
Max had for years fought the Socialist politicians who were try-
ing to turn the Arbeiter Zeitung into a vote-catching medium. No
longer able to endure the atmosphere of strife and intrigue, he had
resigned.

Max hated the dehumanizing spirit of the city and its crushing
grind. He longed for nature and the soil. Thanks to the generosity
of my friend Bolton Hall, I found myself in a position to offer Max
and his little family a small place in the country, three and a half
miles out of Ossining, which Bolton had given me when I was being
pestered by the landlords. “No one will be able to drive you out of
it, he had said; “you can have it to use for the rest of your life, or
you can pay for it when you strike a gold-mine” The house was old
and shaky, and there was no water on the premises. But its rugged
beauty and seclusion, and the gorgeous view from the hill, made
up for what was lacking in comfort. With Hall’s permission, Max,
Millie, and their baby settled on the farm.

The number of my patients had increased considerably, among
them being women representing fourteen different professions, be-
sides men from every walk of life. Most of the women claimed to
be emancipated and independent, as indeed they were in the sense
that they were earning their own living. But they paid for it by the
suppression of the mainsprings of their natures; fear of public opin-
ion robbed them of love and intimate comradeship. It was pathetic
to see how lonely they were, how starved for male affection, and
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how they craved children. Lacking the courage to tell the world
to mind its own business, the emancipation of the women was fre-
quently more of a tragedy than traditional marriage would have
been. They had attained a certain amount of independence in or-
der to gain their livelihood, but they had not become independent
in spirit or free in their personal lives.
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Chapter 31

Our hearings on the charge of criminal anarchy were repeatedly
postponed and finally dropped altogether. That set me free to start
on my projected tour to the Coast, the first since 1897. Before I had
gone very far, my meetings were stopped by the police in three
cities — Columbus, Toledo, and Detroit.

The action of the authorities in Toledo was especially reprehensi-
ble because the Mayor, Brand Whitlock, was supposed to be a man
of advanced ideas, known as a Tolstoyan and “philosophical” an-
archist. I had met a number of American individualists who called
themselves philosophical anarchists. On closer acquaintance they
invariably proved neither philosophers nor anarchists, and their
belief in free speech always had a “but” to it.

Mayor Whitlock, however, was also a single-taxer, a member of
a group of Americans who stood out as the most valiant champions
of free speech and press. In fact, the single-taxers had always been
the first to support me in my fights against police interference. I
was therefore greatly surprised to find a single-tax mayor guilty
of the same arbitrary attitude as any ordinary city official. I asked
some of his admirers how they could explain such behaviour on
the part of a man like Whitlock. Much to my astonishment, they
informed me that he was under the impression that I had come
to Toledo for the express purpose of fomenting trouble among the
automobile-workers then on strike. He was trying to bring about a
settlement between the bosses and their employees, and he thought
it best not to permit me to speak.
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This difficulty overcome, another arose: condemnation from
my own ranks. Mother Earth was not revolutionary enough, they
claimed, the reason no doubt being that it treated anarchism less
as a dogma than as a liberating ideal. Fortunately many of my com-
rades stood by me, giving generously to the support of the maga-
zine. And my own personal friends, even those who were not anar-
chists, were faithfully devoted to the publication and to every fight
I made against continued police persecution. Altogether it was a
rich and fruitful year, full of promise for the future of Mother Earth.
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Chapter 29

The news of the Russian Revolution of October 1905 was elec-
trifying and carried us to ecstatic heights. The many tremendous
events that had happened since the massacre in front of the Win-
ter Palace had kept us in far-away America in constant tension.
Kalayev and Balmashov, members of the Fighting Organization of
the Social Revolutionary Party, had taken the lives of Grand Duke
Sergius and Shipiaghin in retaliation for the butchery of January
22. Those acts had been followed by a general strike throughout
the length and breadth of Russia, participated in by large sections
from every stratum in society. Even the most insulted and degraded
human beings, the prostitutes, had made common cause with the
masses and had joined the general strike. The ferment in the Tsar-
ridden land had finally come to a head; the subdued social forces
and the pent-up suffering of the people had broken and had at last
found expression in the revolutionary tide that swept our beloved
Matushka Rossiya. The radical East Side lived in a delirium, spend-
ing almost all of its time at monster meetings and discussing these
matters in cafés, forgetting political differences and brought into
close comradeship by the glorious events happening in the father-
land.

It was at the very height of those events that Orleneff and his
troupe made their first appearance in the little theatre on Third
Street. Who cared if the place was ugly, the acoustics unspeakably
bad, the stage too small to move about on, the scenery atrociously
painted, the incongruous properties borrowed from a dozen differ-
ent friends? We were too full of new-born Russia, too inspired by
the thought of the great artists that were to depict for us the dreams
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of life. When the curtain rose for the first time, triumphant joy
rolled like thunder from the audience to the people on the stage.
It raised them to heights of artistic expression that surpassed any-
thing they had done before.

The little theatre became an oasis in New York dramatic art. Hun-
dreds of Americans attended the performances, and even though
they did not understand the language, they were carried away
by the magic of the Orleneff troupe. Sunday evenings were pro-
fessional nights, the theatre filled to overflowing with theatre-
managers and men and women of the stage. Ethel Barrymore and
her brother John, Grace George, Minnie Maddern Fiske and Harri-
son Grey Fiske, her husband, Ben Greet, Margaret Anglin, Henry
Miller, and scores of others, besides every writer and critic in town,
were frequent guests. “Miss Smith,” as Orleneft’s manager, received
them, took them backstage to see the idol, and interpreted their
compliments to him, taking care, however, not always to render
his replies.

On one occasion, at an after-theatre party given for Orleneff and
Mme Nazimova by a certain very prominent theatre-manager, the
host began asking Orleneff some rather peculiar questions: “Why
do you hold your head in such a queer way in the part of Oswald,
when you first appear on the stage? ... Don’t you think it would
be more effective if you could cut the talk of that guy in Crime
and Punishment? ... Couldn’t you make more money if you gave
plays with happy endings?” I transmitted the questions all at once.
“Tell the man he’s a fool!” Orleneff cried, his brows drawn angrily
together; “tell him he should be a chimney-sweep and not a theatre-
manager. Tell him to go to hell!” He let loose a deluge of Russian
oaths too spicy for the respectable Anglo-Saxon ear. Nazimova sat
tense, talking French and pretending not to hear, yet watching me
stealthily out of large and anxious eyes. My interpretation of Or-
leneff’s outburst was somewhat “diplomatic.”

The Russian Revolution had barely begun to flower when it was
thrust back into the depths and stifled in the blood of the heroic

450

form of active resistance. But incessant opposition and violence
by the despotism had gradually taught Gershuni the inevitabil-
ity of the methods pursued by the militant revolutionists in his
country. He had joined the Fighting Organization of the Socialist-
Revolutionist Party and had become one of its dominant figures.
He had been condemned to death, but ultimately his sentence was
commuted to lifelong imprisonment in Siberia.

Grigory Gershuni, like all the great Russians I had met, was of
touching simplicity, extremely reticent about his own heroic life
and fired to the exclusion of any personal interest by the vision of
the liberation of the Russian masses. Moreover, he possessed what
many Russian rebels lacked: a keen, practical sense, exactitude, and
responsibility for tasks undertaken.

I'saw much of this exceptional man during his stay in New York.I
learned that his extraordinary escape had been aided by two young
anarchists. Working in the carpenter shop of the prison, they had
skillfully drilled undetectable air-holes in the barrel to be used by
Gershuni, later nailing him up within. Gershuni never tired of prais-
ing the devotion and daring of those two boys, mere children in
years, yet so courageous and dependable in their revolutionary
zeal.

About this time we began to prepare for the celebration of
Mother Earth’s first birthday. It seemed incredible that the maga-
zine should have survived the hardships and difficulties of the past
twelve months. The failure of some of the New York literati to live
up to their promises to write for it had been only one of the ill winds
which had pursued my child. They were enthusiastic at first, until
they realized that Mother Earth pleaded for freedom and abundance
in life as the basis of art. To most of them art meant an escape from
reality; how, then, could they be expected to support anything that
boldly courted life? They left the new-born one to shift for itself.
Their places were soon filled, however, by braver and freer spirits,
among them Leonard Abbott, Sadakichi Hartmann, Alvin Sanborn,
all of whom regarded life and art as the twin flames of revolt.
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through the press, as we were not informed by his widow. Pente-
cost had been a firm believer in cremation as the more beautiful
way of disposing of a person’s remains. Naturally everybody ex-
pected him to be cremated and many of his friends planned to at-
tend and send floral tributes. Great was our astonishment when we
learned that Hugh O. Pentecost had been buried instead, and that
he had been given a funeral in accordance with religious rites. It
was sheerest irony, considering that the one thing which Hugh O.
had held high throughout his entire life was free-thought. His po-
litical changes had been many: single-taxer, socialist, and anarchist
— he had been all of them at one time or another. It was different
with his attitude to religion and the Church. Irrevocably he had
turned from them to convinced atheism. The presence of a minis-
ter at his grave was therefore the worst outrage to his memory, and
an insult to his free-thought friends. It seemed like the fulfillment
of a subconscious fear Pentecost had often voiced to me: “It is very
hard to live decently, but still harder to die decently” Another of
his frequent expressions was that love is more difficult to escape
than hate. He meant the kind of love that binds one with soft arms
and tender words stronger than chains. His inability to tear himself
away from those “soft arms” had been behind the repeated changes
of his social ideas. It had even led him to play false to the memory
of the Chicago anarchists, among whose staunchest defenders he
had been until ambition made him seek the post of Assistant Dis-
trict Attorney of New York. “I may have been mistaken,” he had
declared, “in saying that the Haymarket trial was a miscarriage of
justice” Neither in life nor in death had Hugh O. Pentecost been
permitted to remain true to himself.

Our work for Russia received considerable zest by the arrival of
Grigory Gershuni. He had escaped from Siberia in a cabbage-barrel
and had come to the States via California. Gershuni had been a
school-teacher, believing that only by the education of the masses
could Russia be redeemed from the yoke of the Romanoffs. For
many years he had been an ardent Tolstoyan, opposed to every
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people. Cossack terror stalked through the land, torture, prison,
and the gallows doing their deadly work. Our bright hopes turned
to blackest despair. The whole East Side profoundly felt the tragedy
of the crushed masses.

The renewed massacres of Jews in Russia brought tears and sor-
row to numerous Jewish homes in America. In their disappoint-
ment and bitterness, even advanced Russians and Jews turned
against everything Russian, and as a result the audience at the little
theatre began to dwindle. And then, out of the darkness of some
slimy corner, came hideous whispers that Orleneff had members
of the Black Hundred, the organized Russian Jew-baiters, in his
troupe. A veritable boycott followed. No Jewish store, restaurant,
or café would accept posters or advertisements of the Russian plays.
The radical press protested vehemently against these utterly un-
founded rumours, but without effect. Orleneff was heart-broken
over the malicious charges. He had put his very soul into Nach-
man, the hero of The Chosen People, and had pleaded for the Russian
cause. Ruin was staring him in the face, with creditors pressing on
every side, and the performances barely paying for rent.

Orleneft had once told me of a testimonial performance that had
been arranged for him and Mme Nazimova in London by Beer-
bohm Tree. It had been a brilliant affair, attended by the most dis-
tinguished men and women of the British stage. It occurred to me
that we might try a similar plan in New York. It would help raise the
desperately needed money and perhaps also calm the troubled wa-
ters of the East Side, for I knew from years of experience the effect
of American opinion upon the immigrant members of my race. I ac-
companied Orleneff to Arthur Hornblow, editor of the Theatre Mag-
azine, who had repeatedly expressed his admiration for the Russian
troupe. Mr. Hornblow also knew the person behind Miss Smith and
had always been very charming to that dangerous individual.

Mr. Hornblow gave us a royal welcome. He liked the idea of the
testimonial and he suggested that the three of us call on Harrison
Grey Fiske, lessee of the Manhattan Theatre and successful man-
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ager of Mrs. Fiske. Mr. Fiske was interested immediately; he would
give us all the help we needed and he also would induce his wife
to participate. But he could not offer us the theatre; it had been
condemned by the building-department and was soon to be torn
down. The interview over, Mr. Hornblow asked us to wait in the
hall, as he had something private to say to Mr. Fiske. Soon the lat-
ter came out of his office and, placing both hands on my shoulders,
cried: “Emma Goldman, aren’t you ashamed of yourself to come to
me under an assumed name? Don’t you know that Mrs. Fiske and I
have always been denounced as rebels and troublemakers because
we introduce modern plays and refuse to bow to the theatre trust?
Miss Smith, indeed! Who the hell is Miss Smith? Emma Goldman
— that’s the girl! Now shake, and don’t ever doubt me again”

More help and encouragement came from other quarters. Four
matinées in the Criterion Theatre and two out-of-town engage-
ments — Boston for a week, and Chicago for a fortnight — put
new life into the Russian troupe. The matinées were made possi-
ble by a group of American women, admirers of Orleneff, the most
active among them being Ethel Barrymore and two society women,
cousins of President Roosevelt.

The Boston and Chicago engagements took considerable corre-
spondence to materialize. When everything was ready, Orleneff
insisted that I accompany the troupe. In Boston it was the Twenti-
eth Century Club that did the most to aid Orleneff and Nazimova.
At the various receptions given in their honour by the club I met
Professor Leo Wiener and other Harvard men, Mrs. Ole Bull, who
was very active for the success of the troupe, Mr. Nathan Haskell
Dole, the translator of Russian works, Dr. Konikov, and scores of
other leading Bostonians.

Chicago proved to be much more satisfactory. The social groups
of the city backing the venture, including the Jewish and Russian
radicals, combined to fill the Studebaker Theatre night after night.
Notwithstanding the numerous social affairs, I repeatedly managed
to steal away to deliver lectures arranged by my comrades. My
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existence. It had even coloured his mind’s-eye view of the outside
world — of the movement, his friends, and especially myself. Dur-
ing that time life had kicked me about, forced me into the current of
events, to sink or to swim — I had ceased to be the little “sailor girl”
whose image had remained with Sasha from former days. I was a
woman of thirty seven who had undergone profound changes. I no
longer fitted in to the old mould, as he had expected me to. Sasha
saw and felt it almost immediately upon his release. He had tried
to understand the mature personality which had burst forth from
the shell of the inexperienced girl, and, failing, he became resent-
ful, critical, and often condemnatory of my life, my views, and my
friends. He charged me with intellectual aloofness and revolution-
ary inconsistency. Every thrust from him cut me to the quick and
made me cry out my grief. Often I wanted to run away, never to see
him again, but I was held by something greater than the pain: the
memory of his act, for which he alone had paid the price. More and
more [ realized that to my last breath it would remain the strongest
link in the chain that bound me to him. The memory of our youth
and of our love might fade, but his fourteen years’ Calvary would
never be eradicated from my heart.

A way out of the distressing situation suggested itself in the im-
perative need of my going on tour for Mother Earth. Sasha could
remain in charge as editor of the magazine; it would help to release
him from his cramped feeling and enable him to find freer expres-
sion. He liked Max, and there were able contributors to assist him:
Voltairine de Cleyre, Theodore Schroeder, Bolton Hall, Hippolyte
Havel, and others. Sasha readily accepted the plan, and I was re-
lieved that he did not suspect how hard it was for me to go away
so soon after he had come back to me. His release — I had waited
for it with such intensity, and now I should not even be with him
on the first anniversary of the day so long and anxiously looked
forward to.

The death of Hugh O. Pentecost came as a shock to all of us who
knew and appreciated the man and his work. The news reached us
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terfere with a non-anarchist society, even though the speaker was
Emma Goldman. It might have taught the Brooklyn philosophers
that it was not anarchism but the Police Department that was de-
stroying the little liberty that still existed in the United States. On
the way to the police station the inspector in charge of the Anar-
chist Squad asked me whether I did not intend to cease my agita-
tion. When I assured him that I was more determined than ever to
go on, he informed me that thereafter I would be arrested every
time I attempted to speak in public.

For a while it seemed as if Sasha had really found himself again
and would be able to continue with me in our common life and
work. He had been eager for activity since the day of our arrest,
but after two months his interest gave way again to the gloom
which had pursued him since he got out of prison. He thought that
the main reason for his depression was his material dependence
on me, which was galling to him. To free him from it I induced a
good comrade to lend Sasha some money to set up a small print-
ing shop. It helped to revive Sasha’s spirits and he began to work
assiduously to advance the venture. Presently he was installed in
a complete printing outfit of his own that enabled him to do small
jobs. But the happiness was not to last; new difficulties besieged
him. He could not get a union label because as a compositor he
was not permitted to do pressman’s work, while to employ a press-
man would be exploitation. He found himself in the same position
I'had been in with my massage establishment, and, rather than live
off the labour of others or do non-union jobs, he gave up his shop.
The old misery was upon him again.

Gradually I came to see that it was not so much the question of
earning a living that harassed Sasha as something deeper and more
bitter to face: the contrast between his dream-world of 1892 and my
reality of 1906. The world of ideals he had taken with him to prison
at twenty-one had defied the passage of time. Perhaps it was fortu-
nate that it was so; it had been his spiritual support through all the
terrible fourteen years, a star to illumine the blackness of his prison
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“double” life would have shocked many a Puritan, but I led it quite
bravely. I had got used to shedding the skin of Miss Smith and wear-
ing my own, but on several occasions the process failed to work.

The first time was when Orleneff and his leading lady were in-
vited to the home of Baron von Schlippenbach, the Russian consul.
I told Orleneff that not even for his sake could Emma Goldman be
comfortable, in any guise, under the roof of a person that repre-
sented the Russian imperial butcher. Another occasion was in con-
nexion with the Hull House. I had met Jane Addams as E. G. Smith
at the office of the Studebaker Theatre when she had come to order
seats. It had been a business transaction, on neutral ground, calling
for no enlightenment as to my identity. But to come to her sanc-
tum under an assumed name, when she herself was supposed to
stand for advanced social ideas, seemed an unfair advantage and
was distasteful to me. I therefore called up Miss Addams to tell her
that Miss Smith could not attend her Orleneff party, but that Emma
Goldman would, if welcome. I could hear by the catch in her breath
that the disclosure had been made somewhat too suddenly.

When I related the incident to Orlenoff, he got very angry. He
knew that Jane Addams had made a great fuss over Kropotkin dur-
ing his visit in Chicago, that she had hung her place with the Rus-
sian peasant work, and that she and her helpers had worn Russian
peasant costumes. How could she, then, object to me, he wondered.
I explained that Peter, who hated display of any kind, certainly had
had nothing to do with the Russianization of Hull House; further-
more, I did not happen to be known to Miss Addams as a princess.

There were other receptions for my Russians, one at the Uni-
versity, the other at the home of Mrs. L. C. Counley-Ward. I at-
tended both of them under my safe passport. Mrs. Ward lived on
the lake front in a palatial home. There was a large crowd at the
party, more curious than interested. The hostess herself was very
unpretentious and most charming. It was, however, her mother,
a woman of eighty, a sweet and distinguished-looking lady, who
won my heart. In simple manner she entertained us with an ac-
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count of her exploits in the abolition movement and in the pioneer
work for woman’s emancipation. Her flushed face and bright eyes
evidenced that she still preserved the rebellious spirit of her youth,
and I felt uncomfortable to have stolen into her gracious presence
under a false name. The next day I wrote her and her daughter ask-
ing forgiveness for my deception and explaining the reason that
compelled me to live and work under a pseudonym. I received beau-
tiful letters from both of them, saying that they had understood it
was Emma Goldman who had honoured their home. For a number
of years thereafter we kept in touch with each other.

Upon our return to New York, Orleneff informed me that he
would like to remain in America for several seasons if a guaran-
tee fund could be raised. I submitted the idea to some of the peo-
ple interested in the Russian troupe. At the end of several confer-
ences sixteen thousand dollars was raised and more pledged. Some-
one suggested that Orleneff go under the management of Charles
Frohman. Orleneff felt outraged; he had never submitted to such
a yoke in Russia, he declared; much less would he do it in Amer-
ica. There was only one manager he would recognize, and that was
“Miss Emma” He knew that I would never attempt to interfere, as
the ordinary manager usually does, with what he was to play or
how.

The disappointment over the committee’s determination to
change his management, and the decision of Mme Nazimova to
remain in America and prepare herself for the English stage, had
a very depressing effect on Orleneff. He was so set on leaving the
country that he would no longer continue with the testimonial we
had planned.

During my connexion with his work Orleneft had often urged
me to accept a salary. At no time had there been enough money
in his treasury for such an extra expense, and he always insisted
that the company be paid first, even when he and Nazimova had
to go short. The little they did get was due entirely to her resource-
fulness. Out of almost nothing at all and with the help of only her
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was no case against us, but the District Attorney was out for glory.
What better way of getting it than by saving the city from anar-
chy? It was an easy job now, with the Criminal Anarchy Law on
the statute-book. The judge seemed willing enough to oblige the
District Attorney, but most of the criminal anarchists before him
looked so young and in-offensive that His Honour was dubious
about any jury’s convicting them. To save his face he held us over
for “further examination.”

While I always preferred certainty in such matters, I should have
welcomed the delay had I been able to continue my lecture work.
But the police kept up a systematic raid upon all English anarchist
activities; not in the open manner in which they had suppressed
the meeting, but in a more insidious way. They terrorized the hall-
keepers, thereby making it practically impossible for me to get a
hearing in any public place in New York. Even so harmless an af-
fair as a Mother Earth masked ball, arranged to raise funds for our
publication, was broken up. Fifty officers had come down to the hall
and ordered the people to get out, tearing off their masks. When
that failed to provoke trouble, they forced the owner to close the
hall. It meant a great financial loss.

We organized a Mother Earth Club, giving weekly lectures on
various topics and occasionally also musicales. The police were furi-
ous; they had been hounding us for nine weeks, and still we would
not be put down, Something more drastic and intimidating had to
be done to save the sacred institutions of law and order. The next
move of the authorities took place at a meeting that was to be ad-
dressed by Alexander Berkman, John R. Coryell, and Emma Gold-
man. They arrested all the speakers. A criminal anarchist, fifteen
years of age, who happened to be at the door was also taken along
to complete the quartet. I had intended to speak on the “Miscon-
ceptions of Anarchism,” a lecture I had delivered only two weeks
previously before the Brooklyn Philosophical Society. Detectives
from the newly created Anarchist Squad had been present, yet no
arrest had taken place. It was obvious that they had not dared to in-
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early one morning by violent ringing of the bell and informed of
the arrest. We immediately called a meeting to protest against the
suppression of free speech, the announced speakers being Bolton
Hall, Harry Kelly, John Coryell, Max Baginski, and I. On the ap-
pointed evening Sasha, who was beginning to feel a little better,
wanted to go. Fearing he might be upset again, I persuaded him to
attend the theatre with Stella instead.

When I arrived with Max and the Coryells in the hall, we found
a small audience, but the walls were lined with policemen. Young
Julius Edelson, brother of Becky, who had been arrested at the pre-
vious meeting, but had been bailed out by Bolton Hall, had just as-
cended the rostrum. He had spoken about ten minutes when there
came a commotion; several officers dashed forward and pulled
Julius off the platform, while other policeman charged the crowd,
drawing the chairs from under the people, dragging the girls out by
the hair, and clubbing the men. Crying and cursing, the audience
rushed for the exits. When I got to the stairs with Max, a policeman
gave him a violent kick that nearly sent him down to the bottom,
while another struck me in the back and told me I was under ar-
rest. “You're just the one we want!” he roared; “we’ll teach you
how to protest!” In the patrol wagon I found myself in the com-
pany of eleven “dangerous criminals,” all of them young boys and
girls, members of the offending group. Bolton Hall and Harry Kelly
and the Coryells had somehow escaped the brutality of the police.
Pending our indictment we were admitted to bail.

Our arrest produced one beneficial result; it immediately roused
Sasha’s fighting spirit. “My resurrection has come!” he cried, when
he heard of what had happened at the meeting; “there is work for
me to do now!” My joy over Sasha’s awakening, and the realization
of the danger the arrested youngsters were facing, increased my
strength and energy. Soon we organized for the fight, with Hugh
O. Pentecost and Meyer London as our legal advisers and with con-
siderable material support from our American and foreign friends.
Already at the police-court hearing it became evident that there
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Russian maid Alla Nazimova managed to create all the costumes,
not alone for herself, but for the whole troupe; thus also were all
the court dresses for Tsar Feodor, rich and colourful as they were,
made by her. But small as the returns were, Orleneff wanted me to
have a share in them. I had refused because I had been earning my
living, and I could not bear to be an additional burden. Orleneff had
once asked me what I would like to do most if I had money, and
I had replied that I should want to publish a magazine that would
combine my social ideas with the young strivings in the various
art forms in America. Max and I had often discussed such a ven-
ture, greatly needed. It had been our cherished dream for a long
time, though apparently hopeless. Now Orleneff broached the mat-
ter again, and I submitted my plan to him. He offered to give a spe-
cial performance for the purpose and promised to see Nazimova
about playing Strindberg’s Countess Julia, a drama she had always
wanted to present with him. He did not care particularly for the
part of Jean, he said, but “You have done so much for me,” he added,
“I will stage the piece”

Before long, Orleneff had set a definite date for the performance.
We rented the Berkeley Theatre, printed announcements and tick-
ets, and, with the help of Stella and a few young comrades, set to
work to fill the house. At the same time we arranged a gathering
at 210 East Thirteenth Street, to which we invited a number of peo-
ple we knew would be interested in the magazine venture we had
in mind: Edwin Bjérkman, the translator of Strindberg, Ami Mali
Hicks, Sadakichi Hartmann, John R. Coryell, and some of our com-
rades. When our friends left that night, the expected child had a
name, The Open Road, as well as foster-parents and a host of others
anxious to help in its care.

I walked on air. At last my preparatory work of years was about
to take complete form! The spoken word, fleeting at best, was no
longer to be my only medium of expression, the platform not the
only place where I could feel at home. There would be the printed
thought, more lasting in its effect, and a place of expression for

455



the idealists in art and letters. In The Open Road they should speak
without fear of the censor. Everybody who longed to escape rigid
moulds, political and social prejudices, and petty moral demands
should have a chance to travel with us in The Open Road.

Amidst the rehearsals of Countess Julia a swarm of creditors
descended upon Orleneff. They had him arrested and the theatre
closed, and I had to drop my work to find bondsmen and someone
to pay his rent. When things were arranged and Orleneff released,
he was too distressed by his experience to continue the rehearsals.
There were only two weeks left before the opening night, and I
knew he would not go on the stage unless he was sure of his part.
To relieve his misery I suggested that he give some other play in
which he had already appeared. We agreed on Ghosts, the charac-
ter of Oswald being among Orleneff’s greatest creations. Unfortu-
nately, theatre audiences do not care to see the same play many
times; when the change of program was announced, a number of
people demanded their money back. They wanted to see Countess
Julia and nothing else. We should have had a substantial turn-out,
anyhow, had the gods not chosen the night of the performance
for sending down a torrent of rain. The thousand dollars or more
we had hoped to realize dwindled down to two hundred and fifty,
a sorry capital with which to launch a magazine. Our disappoint-
ment was great, but we refused to let it affect our zeal.

We had enough for the first number, which we decided to is-
sue in the historic revolutionary month of March. What other free-
lance publication had ever started with more? Meanwhile we sent
out a general appeal to our friends. Among the responses we re-
ceived one from Colorado bearing the heading: The Open Road. It
threatened to set the law on us for infringement of copyright! Poor
Walt Whitman would have surely turned in his grave if he knew
that someone had dared to legalize the title of his great poem. But
there was nothing for us to do except to christen the child differ-
ently. Friends sent in new names, but we did not find one express-
ing our meaning.
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he could be alone. But peace would not come, nor relief from the
feeling that he was unfit for life. He determined to end it.

In the morning he walked to the city and bought a revolver. He
decided to go to Buffalo. No one knew him there, no one would dis-
cover him in life or claim him in death. He roamed through the city
all day and night, but New York drew him with irresistible force. Fi-
nally he went there and spent two days and nights circling around
210 East Thirteenth Street. He was in constant terror of meeting
anyone, yet he could not keep away. Each time on returning to his
squalid little room on the Bowery he would take up the revolver
for the final gesture. He went to the park nearby, determined to
make an end. The sight of little children playing turned his mind
to the past and the “sailor girl” “And then I knew that I could not
die without seeing you again,” he concluded.

His story held me breathless, unable and afraid to break its
thread. Sasha’s inner conflict was so overwhelming that my own
excruciating uncertainty during those three days seemed nothing
in comparison. Infinite tenderness filled me for the man who had
already died a thousand deaths and who was again attempting to
escape life. I became possessed of a burning craving to defeat the
ominous forces that were pursuing my unfortunate friend.

I held out my hand to him and begged him to come home with
me. “Only Stella is there, my dearest,” I pleaded, “and I will see
that no one intrudes upon you.” At the flat I found Stella, Max, and
Becky waiting anxiously for our return. I took Sasha through the
corridor into my room and put him to bed. He went off to sleep like
a weary child.

Sasha remained in bed for several days, asleep most of the time
and only half-aware of his surroundings during his waking hours.
Max, Stella, and Becky relieved me in taking care of him; no one
else was allowed to disturb the quiet in my apartment.

A group of young anarchists had arranged a gathering to discuss
Leon Czolgosz and his act. At the meeting three of the boys were
arrested. I knew nothing about the matter until I was awakened
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he suddenly cried: “Not here! Not here! I can’t see anybody in your
flat!” For a moment I did not know what to do; then I hailed a cab
and told the driver to go to the Park Avenue Hotel.

It was dinner-hour, and the lobby filled with guests. Everybody
was in evening dress; conversation and laughter blended with the
strains of music from the dining-hall. When we were alone in a
room Sasha grew dizzy and had to be helped to the couch, where he
fell down in a heap. I ran to the telephone and ordered whisky and
hot broth. He drank eagerly, indicating that it refreshed him. He
had not eaten in three days, nor taken off his clothes. I prepared a
bath for him, and while helping him to undress, my hand suddenly
came in contact with a steel object. It was a revolver he was trying
to hide in his hip pocket.

After the bath and another hot drink Sasha spoke to me. He had
hated the idea of the tour the moment he got out of New York, he
said. The approach of each lecture would throw him into a panic
and fill him with an irresistible desire to escape. The meetings had
been badly attended and lacked spirit. The homes of the comrades
he had stopped with were congested, with no separate corner for
him. More terrible even had been the constant stream of people, the
incessant questions. Still he had kept on. Pittsburgh had somewhat
relieved his depression; the presence of a horde of police, detectives,
and prison officials had roused his fighting spirit and had lifted him
out of himself. But Cleveland was a ghastly experience from the
moment he arrived. There was no one to meet him at the station,
and he spent the day in an exhausting search to locate comrades.
The audience in the evening was small and inert; after the lecture
came an endless ride to the farm of the comrade whose guest he

was to be. Worn and sick unto death, he fell into a heavy sleep.

He awoke in the middle of the night and was horrified to find a
strange man snoring at his side. His years of solitude in prison had
made close human proximity a torture to him. He rushed out of the
house, into the country road, to look for some hiding-place where
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While visiting the little farm one Sunday, Max and I went for a
buggy ride. It was early in February, but already the air was per-
fumed by the balm of spring. The soil was beginning to break free
from the grip of winter, a few specks of green already showing and
indicating life germinating in the womb of Mother Earth. “Mother
Earth” I thought; “why, that’s the name of our child! The nour-
isher of man, man freed and unhindered in his access to the free
earth!” The title rang in my ears like an old forgotten strain. The
next day we returned to New York and prepared the copy for the
initial number of the magazine. It appeared on the first of March
1906, in sixty-four pages. Its name was Mother Earth.

Paul Orlenoff sailed back to Russia soon afterwards, leaving a
large part of himself in the hearts of all of us who had exulted in
his genius. The American theatre and what passed as drama in the
country seemed, thereafter, commonplace and vulgar to me. But I
had new work to do, fascinating and absorbing.

With Mother Earth off the press and mailed to our subscribers,
I left a substitute in my office and, together with Max, started on
tour. We had large audiences in Toronto, Cleveland, and Buffalo.
It was my first visit to the last-named city since 1901. The police
were still haunted by the shades of Czolgosz; they were in force
and commanded that no language but English be spoken. That pre-
vented Max from delivering his address, but I did not permit the
opportunity to pass without paying my respects to the police. The
second meeting, the next evening, was stopped before we could get
into the hall.

While still in Buffalo, we received the news of the death of Jo-
hann Most. He had been on a lecture tour and had died in Cincin-
nati, fighting for his ideal to the very last. Max had loved Most
devotedly and he was quite unnerved by the blow. And I — all my
early feeling for Hannes now perturbed me as if there had never
been the bitter clash that separated us. Everything he had given
me in the years when he had inspired and taught me stood before
me now and made me realize the senselessness of that feud. My
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own long struggle to find my bearings, the disillusionments and
disappointments I had experienced, had made me less dogmatic in
my demands on people than I had been. They had helped me to un-
derstand the hard and lonely life of the rebel who had fought for
an unpopular cause. Whatever bitterness I had felt against my old
teacher had given way to deep sympathy long before his death.

I had tried on several occasions to let him feel the change in
me, but his unyielding attitude convinced me that there had been
no corresponding change in him. The first time I had approached
him, after many years, had been in 1903, at a reception given upon
his release after his third term at Blackwell’s Island. His hair had
grown white, yet his face was still ruddy and his blue eyes shone
with the old fire. We collided near the steps of the platform, he
coming down as I was going up to speak. Without the least sign
of recognition, without a word, he stepped coldly aside to let me
pass. Later in the day I saw him surrounded by a lot of hangers-on.
I longed to go over and take him by the hand, as in the old days,
but his cold stare was still upon me and made me turn away.

In 1904 Most gave a performance of Hauptmann’s Weavers at the
Thalia Theatre. His interpretation of Baumert was a superb piece
of acting that brought back to memory all he had told me of his
passionate yearning for the theatre. How different his life might
have been had he been able to satisfy that craving! Recognition
and glory instead of hatred, persecution, and prison.

Again the old feeling for Most welled up in my heart, and I went
behind the stage to tell him how splendidly he had played. He ac-
cepted my praise in the same manner as he did that of the scores of
others who flocked about him. It apparently meant nothing more
to him.

The last time I saw Most was at the great memorial meeting
for Louise Michel. She had died while lecturing in Marseilles, in
February 1905. Her death had united all the revolutionary sec-
tions of New York in a demonstration in honour of the wonderful
woman. Together with Catherine Breshkovskaya and Alexander
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cruel forces that could drive him to leave me just when he had
come back. I was tormented by bitter regrets that I had suggested
the idea of the lecture tour.

For three days and three nights we in New York and our people
in every city searched police stations, hospitals, and morgues for
Sasha, but without result. Cables came from Kropotkin and other
European anarchists inquiring about him, and streams of people
besieged my flat. I was nearly mad with uncertainty, yet dreaded
to make up my mind that Sasha had taken the fatal step.

I had to go to Elizabeth, New Jersey, to address a meeting. Long
public life had taught me not to expose joy or sorrow to the idle
gaze of the marketplace. But how hide what now was obsessing
my every thought? I had promised weeks previously, and I was
compelled to go. Max accompanied me. He had already bought our
tickets and we were almost at the railroad gate. Suddenly I was
seized by a feeling of some impending calamity. I stopped short.
“Max! Max!” I cried, “I can’t go! Something is pulling me back to
the flat!” He understood and urged me to return. It would be all
right, he assured me; he would explain my absence and speak in
my stead. Hastily pressing his hand, I dashed off to catch the first
ferry-boat back to New York.

On Thirteenth Street near Third Avenue I saw Becky running
towards me, excitedly waving a yellow slip of paper. “I've been
looking for you everywhere!” she cried. “Sasha is alive! He is wait-
ing for you at the telegraph office on Fourteenth Street!” My heart
leaped to my throat. I snatched the paper from her. It read: “Come.
I am waiting for you here” I ran full speed towards Fourteenth
Street. When I got to the office, I came face to face with Sasha. He
was leaning against the wall, a small hand-bag at his side.

“Sasha!” I cried; “oh, my dear — at last!” At the sound of my voice
he pulled himself together, as if out of a harrowing dream. His lips
moved, but he remained silent. His eyes alone told of his suffering
and despair. I took his arm and steadied him, his body shaking as
in a chill. We had almost reached 210 East Thirteenth Street when
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cause I knew that according to the provisions of the Pennsylvania
commutation law Sasha remained at the mercy of the authorities
of that State for eight years, during which period they had the legal
right to arrest him at any time for the slightest offence and send
him back to the penitentiary to complete his full term of twenty-
two years. Sasha was set, however, on lecturing in Pittsburgh, and
I clung to the faint hope that speaking in that city might free him
from his prison nightmare. I felt relieved when a telegram came
from him saying that the Pittsburgh gathering had been a success,
and that all was well.

His next stop was Cleveland. On the day after his first meeting
in that city I received a wire informing me that Sasha had left the
house of the comrade with whom he had spent the night and had
not yet returned. It did not disturb me very much, knowing how the
poor boy dreaded contact with people. He had probably decided to
go to a hotel, I thought, to be by himself, and he would undoubt-
edly appear for the lecture in the evening. But at midnight another
wire notified me that he had not attended the meeting, and that the
comrades were worried. I, too, became alarmed and telegraphed
Carl in Detroit, the next city Sasha was expected in. There could be
no answer the same day, and the night, full of black forebodings,
seemed to stand still. The morning newspapers carried large head-
lines about the “disappearance of Alexander Berkman, the recently
freed anarchist”

The shock completely unnerved me. I was too paralysed at first
to form any idea of what might have happened to him. Finally two
possibilities presented themselves: that he had been kidnapped by
the authorities in Pittsburgh, or — more likely and terrible — that
he might have ended his life. I was frantic that I had failed to plead
with him not to go to Pittsburgh. Yet, though fearful of his danger,
the more dreadful thought persisted in my brain, the thought of
suicide. Sasha had been in the throes of such depression that he
had said repeatedly he did not care to live, that prison had unfitted
him for life. My heart rebelled in passionate protest against the
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Jonas, Most represented the old guard that came to pay homage to
the dead rebel and fighter. I was listed to speak after Most. We stood
on the platform side by side for a moment. It was the first time in
years that we had been seen together in public, and the audience
evidenced great enthusiasm. Most turned away from me, without
even a greeting, and left without another look in my direction.

And now the old warrior was dead! Sadness overcame me at
the thought of the suffering that had made him so inexorable and
harsh.

When Max and I returned to New York, we learned that a memo-
rial meeting was being arranged for Most, to take place in the
Grand Central Palace. We were both asked to speak. I was informed
that the invitation to me had been protested against by some of
Most’s supporters, especially his wife, who considered it “sacrile-
gious” for Emma Goldman to pay tribute to Johann Most. I had no
desire to intrude, but the younger comrades in the German ranks,
as well as many of the Yiddish anarchists, insisted on my speaking.

On the appointed afternoon the place was crowded, every Ger-
man and Yiddish labour organization being represented at the gath-
ering. There were also great numbers from our own ranks, from
every foreign-language anarchist group. It was an impressive af-
fair and proved the great appreciation of the genius and spirit of
Johann Most. I spoke only a short time, but I was told afterwards
that my tribute to my old teacher had affected even my enemies in
the Freiheit group.
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Chapter 30

My office lease was about to expire, and from some remarks of
the janitor I gathered that it would not be renewed. I was not dis-
turbed, as I had decided to discontinue massaging. I could not at-
tend to all the work myself and I did not care to exploit help. More-
over, Mother Earth was requiring all my time. The friends who had
enabled me to open the beauty parlour were indignant at my giv-
ing it up when it was beginning to show success. I had paid my
debts and I even had a little surplus on hand. The experience I had
gained and the people I had met were worth much more than mate-
rial returns. Now I would be free, free from disguise and subterfuge.
There was also something else from which I had to free myself. It
was my life with Dan.

Too great differences in age, in conception and attitude, had
gradually loosened our ties. Dan was a college boy of the average
American level. Neither in our ideas nor in our views of social val-
ues had we much in common. Our life lacked the inspiration of
mutuality in aim and purpose. As time passed, the certainty kept
growing that our relationship could not continue. The end came
abruptly one night, when I was bruised with endless misunder-
standing. When I returned to my apartment in the afternoon of the
following day, Dan had departed, and thus one more fond hope had
been buried with the past.

I was free to devote myself entirely to Mother Earth. But even
more important was the approaching event I had longed for and
dreamed about during fourteen years — Sasha’s release.

May 1906 came at last. Only two more weeks remained till
Sasha’s resurrection. I had become restless, assailed by perturbing
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Edelson, a young comrade who often came to visit us. All my other
friends irritated and disturbed him; he could not bear their pres-
ence and he always looked for some excuse to leave. Generally it
was dawn before he returned. I would hear his weary steps as he
went to his room, hear him fling himself dressed upon his bed and
fall into restless sleep, always disturbed by frightful nightmares of
his prison life. Repeatedly he would awaken with fearful shrieks
that chilled my blood with terror. Entire nights I would pace the
floor in anguish of heart, racking my brain for some means to help
Sasha find his way back to life.

It occurred to me that a lecture tour might prove a wedge to it.
It would enable him to unburden himself of what lay so heavily on
his mind — prison and its brutality — and it would help him per-
haps to readjust himself to life away from the work he considered
mine. It might bring back his old faith in himself. I prevailed upon
Sasha to get in touch with our people in a few cities. Soon he had
numerous applications for lectures. Almost immediately it brought
about a change; he became less restless and depressed, somewhat
more communicative with the friends who came to see me, and he
even showed an interest in the preparations for the October issue
of Mother Earth.

That number was to contain articles on Leon Czolgosz, in mem-
ory of the fifth anniversary of his death. Sasha and Max strongly
favoured the idea of a memorial issue, but other comrades fought
against it on the ground that anything about Czolgosz would hurt
the cause as well as the magazine. They even threatened to with-
draw their material support. I had promised myself when I started
Mother Earth never to permit anyone, whether group or individual,
to dictate its policy; opposition now made me the more determined
to go through with my plan of dedicating the October number to
Czolgosz.

As soon as the magazine was off the press, Sasha began his tour.
His first stops were Albany, Syracuse, and Pittsburgh. I hated the
idea of his going back to the dreadful city so soon, particularly be-
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Having been starved for so many years, he now ate ravenously.
It was extraordinary what an amount of food he could absorb, espe-
cially of his favourite Jewish dishes, of which he had been deprived
so long. It was nothing at all for him to follow up a substantial meal
with a dozen blintzes (a kind of Yiddish pancake containing cheese
or meat) or a huge apple pie. I cooked and baked, happy in his en-
joyment of the food. Most of my friends were in the habit of paying
court to my culinary art, but no one ever did so much justice to it
as my poor, famished Sasha.

Our country idyll was short-lived. The black phantoms of the
past were again pursuing their victim, driving him out of the house
and robbing him of peace. Sasha roamed the woods or lay for hours
stretched on the ground, silent and listless.

The quiet of the country increased his inner turmoil, he told me.
He could not endure it; he must go back to town. He must find
work to occupy his mind or he would go mad. And he must make a
living; he would not be supported by public collections. He had al-
ready declined to accept the five hundred dollars the comrades had
raised for him, and had distributed the money among several an-
archist publications. There was another thing that tormented him:
the thought of his unfortunate comrades of so many years. How
could he enjoy peace and comfort, knowing that they were de-
prived of both? He had pledged himself to voice their cause and
to cry out against the horrors within prison walls. Yet he was do-
ing nothing but eating, sleeping, and drifting. He could not go on
that way, he said.

Iunderstood his suffering, and my heart bled for my dear one, so
bound by the past. We returned to 210 East Thirteenth Street, and
there the struggle grew more intense, the struggle for adjustment
to living. In his depleted physical condition Sasha could find no
work to do, and the atmosphere surrounding me appeared strange
and alien to him. With the passing weeks and months his misery
increased. When we were alone in the flat, or in the company of
Max, he breathed a little freer, and he was not unhappy with Becky
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thoughts. What would it be like to stand face to face with Sasha
again, his hand in mine, with no guard between us? Fourteen years
are a long time, and our lives had flowed in different channels.
What if they had moved too far apart to enable them to converge
again into the life and comradeship that had been ours when we
had parted? The thought of such a possibility sickened me with fear.
I busied myself to still my fluttering heart: Mother Earth, arrange-
ments for a short tour, preparations for lectures. I had planned to be
the first at the prison gate when Sasha would step out into freedom,
but a letter from him requested that we meet in Detroit. He could
not bear to see me in the presence of detectives, reporters, and a cu-
rious mob, he wrote. It was a bitter disappointment to have to wait
longer than I had planned, but I knew his objection was justified.

Carl Nold now lived with a woman friend in Detroit. They occu-
pied a small house, surrounded by a garden, away from the noise
and confusion of the city. Sasha could rest quietly there. Carl had
shared Sasha’s lot under the same prison roof and had remained
one of his staunchest friends. It was only fair that he should partic-
ipate in the great moment with me.

Buffalo, Toronto, Montreal, meetings, crowds — I went through
them in a daze, conscious only of one thought — the 18" of May, the
date of Sasha’s release. I reached Detroit on the early morning of
that day, with the vision of Sasha impatiently pacing his cell before
his final liberation. Carl met me at the station. He had arranged a
public reception for Sasha and a meeting, he informed me. I listened
confused, constantly watching the clock striking off the last prison
minutes of my boy. At noon a telegram arrived from friends in
Pittsburgh: “Free and on the way to Detroit.” Carl snatched up the
wire, waved it frantically, and shouted: “He is free! Free!” I could
not share his joy; I was oppressed by doubts. If only the evening
would come and I could see Sasha with my own eyes!

Tense I stood at the railroad station, leaning against a post. Carl
and his friend were near, talking. Their voices sounded afar, their
bodies were blurred and faint. Out of my depths suddenly rose
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the past. It was July 10, 1892, and I saw myself at the Baltimore
and Ohio Station in New York, standing on the steps of a moving
train, clinging to Sasha. The train began moving faster; I jumped off
and ran after it, with outstretched hands, crying frantically: “Sasha!
Sasha!”

Someone was tugging at my sleeve, voices were calling: “Emma!
Emmal! The train is in. Quick — to the gate!” Carl and his girl ran
ahead, and I too wanted to run, but my legs felt numb. I remained
riveted to the ground, clutching at the post, my heart throbbing
violently.

My friends returned, a stranger walking between them, with
swaying step. “Here is Sasha!” Carl cried. That strange-looking
man — was that Sasha, I wondered. His face deathly white, eyes
covered with large, ungainly glasses; his hat too big for him, too
deep over his head — he looked pathetic, forlorn. I felt his gaze
upon me and saw his outstretched hand. I was seized by terror and
pity, an irresistible desire upon me to strain him to my heart. I put
the roses I had brought into his hand, threw my arms around him,
and pressed my lips to his. Words of love and longing burned in
my brain and remained unsaid. I clung to his arm as we walked in
silence.

On reaching the restaurant Carl ordered food and wine. We
drank to Sasha. He sat with his hat on, silent, a haunted look in
his eyes. Once or twice he smiled, a painful, joyless grin. I took off
his hat, He shrank back embarrassed, looked about furtively, and
silently put his hat on again. His head was shaved! Tears welled up
into my eyes; they had added a last insult to the years of cruelty;
they had shaved his head and dressed him in hideous clothes to
make him smart at the gaping of the outside world. I choked back
my tears and forced a merry tone, pressing his pale, transparent
hand.

At last Sasha and I were alone in the one spare room of Carl’s
home. We looked at each other like children left in the dark. We sat
close, our hands clasped, and I talked of unessential things, unable
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to pour out what was overflowing in my heart. Utterly exhausted,
I wearily dragged myself to bed. Sasha, shrinking into himself, lay
down on the couch. The room was dark, only the gleam of Sasha’s
cigarette now and then piercing the blackness. I felt stifled and
chilled at the same time. Then I heard Sasha groping about, come
closer, touch me with trembling hands.

We lay pressed together, yet separated by our thoughts, our
hearts beating in the silence of the night. He tried to say something,
checked himself, breathed heavily, and finally broke out in fierce
sobs that he vainly tried to suppress. I left him alone, hoping that
his tortured spirit might find relief in the storm that was shaking
him to the roots. Gradually he grew calm and said he wanted to go
out for a walk, the walls were crushing him. I heard him close the
door, and I was alone in my grief. I knew with a terrible certainty
that the struggle for Sasha’s liberation had only begun.

I woke up with the feeling that Sasha needed to go away some
where, alone, to a quiet place. But meetings and receptions had
been arranged in Detroit, Chicago, Milwaukee, and New York; the
comrades wanted to meet him, to see him again. The young people
especially were clamouring to behold the man who had been kept
buried alive for fourteen years for his Attentat. I was beset with
anxiety about him, but there would be no escape for him, I felt,
until all the scheduled affairs were over. He would then be able to
go to the little farm and perhaps find his way slowly back to life.

The Detroit papers were full of our visit with Carl, and before we
left the city, they even had me married to Alexander Berkman and
on our honeymoon. In Chicago the reporters were constantly on
our trail, the meetings under heavy police guard. The reception in
Grand Central Palace, New York, because of its size and the intense
enthusiasm of the audience, depressed Sasha even more than the
others. But now the misery was at an end and we went out to the
little Ossining farm. Sasha was pleased with it; he loved its wild-
ness, seclusion, and quiet. And I was filled with new hope for him
and for his release from the grip of the prison shadows.
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given “important matters” as the reason for not calling on me that
evening to explain about the presence of the police. He had gone
straight from the hall to a girl he cared about. He had lied when he
had assured me that he had money to pay his way on the trip with
me. He had borrowed the money, gradually paying it back from the
sales of our literature. He had also taken money from the receipts
to send to his mother. He loved her passionately, and he had al-
ways looked after her. He had not dared to tell me that his mother
depended on him, because he feared I would send him away. Every
time I had expressed surprise that money was apparently missing
from our accounts, he had lied. The excuses he had given for so
often vanishing after my meetings or for staying away during the
day were all false. He had gone with other women, women he had
met at the lectures or somewhere else. In nearly every city he had
gone with women. He did not love them, but they attracted him
physically to the point of obsession. He had always had such ob-
sessions and probably always would have. These women had never
meant anything more than a moment’s distraction. He always for-
got them afterwards; often he did not even know their names. Yes,
he had gone with other women during the four months; yet he
loved only me. He had loved me from the first, and each day his
passion for me had increased. I was the greatest force in his life,
my work his deepest concern. He would prove it if I only would
not send him away, if I would forgive him his lies and his betrayal,
if only I would again have confidence in him. But even if I should
send him away after I had read the letter, he would still feel relieved
that he had confessed to me. He realized now how disintegrating
and crushing is the power of a lie.

I had the feeling of sinking into a swamp. In desperation I
clutched the table in front of me and tried to cry out, but no sound
came from my throat. I sat numb, the terrible letter seeming to
creep over me, word by word, and drawing me into its slime.
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of the internal upon the external, of the psychologic motives and
needs upon existing institutions.

There is a mistaken notion in some quarters, we argued, that
organization does not foster individual freedom; that, on the con-
trary, it means the decay of individuality. In reality, however, the
true function of organization is to aid the development and growth
of personality. Just as the animal cells, by mutual co-operation, ex-
press their latent powers in the formation of the complete organ-
ism, so does the individuality, by co-operative effort with other in-
dividualities, attain its highest form of development. An organiza-
tion, in the true sense, cannot result from the combination of mere
nonentities. It must be composed of self-conscious, intelligent in-
dividualities. Indeed, the total of the possibilities and activities of
an organization is represented in the expression of individual ener-
gies. Anarchism asserts the possibility of an organization without
discipline, fear, or punishment and without the pressure of poverty:
a new social organism, which will make an end to the struggle for
the means of existence — the savage struggle which undermines
the finest qualities in man and ever widens the social abyss. In
short, anarchism strives towards a social organization which will
establish well-being for all.

There were many interesting and vital personalities in the group
of delegates, among them Dr. Friedberg, once member of the Social
Democratic Party and Alderman of Berlin, who had become a bril-
liant exponent of the general strike and anti-militarism. Notwith-
standing an indictment for high treason hanging over him, he took
a most active part in the proceedings of the congress, oblivious
of the danger awaiting him on his return home. There were also
Luigi Fabbri, one of the ablest contributors to the educational Ital-
ian magazine Universita Populare; Rudolph Rocker, who was doing
splendid work among the Jewish population of London as lecturer
and editor of the Yiddish Arbeiter Freind; Christian Cornelissen,
one of the keenest intellects in our movement in Holland; Rudolph
Grossmann, publisher of an anarchist paper in Austria; Alexan-
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der Schapiro, active among revolutionary trade unions in England,
Thomas H. Keell, one of our most devoted workers on the London
Freedom; and other capable and energetic comrades.

The French, Swiss, Belgian, Austrian, Bohemian, Russian, Ser-
bian, Bulgarian, and Dutch delegates were all men of spirit and abil-
ity, but the most outstanding personality among them was Enrico
Malatesta. Of fine and sensitive nature, Malatesta had already in
his youth embraced revolutionary ideals. Later he met Bakunin, in
whose circle he was the youngest, affectionately called “Benjamin.”
He wrote a number of popular pamphlets that found wide distribu-
tion, particularly in Italy and Spain, and he was editor of various an-
archist publications. But his literary activities did not prevent him
from participating also in the actual daily struggles of the work-
ers. He had played an important role, together with the celebrated
Carlo Cafiero and the famous Russian revolutionist Sergius “Step-
niak” (Kravtchinsky), in the uprising in Benevento, Italy, in 1877.
His interest in popular rebellion runs like a red thread throughout
his life. Whether he happened to be in Switzerland, France, Eng-
land, or the Argentine, an uprising in his native country always
brought him to the aid of the people. In 1897 he had again taken
an active part in the rebellion in southern Italy. His entire life was
one of storm and stress, his energies and exceptional abilities de-
voted to the service of the anarchist cause. But whatever his work
in the movement, he always insisted on remaining materially in-
dependent of it, earning his living by manual labour, which was a
principle of his life. The considerable inheritance from his father,
consisting of land and houses in Italy, he had deeded without any
remuneration to the workers who occupied them, himself contin-
uing to exist most frugally on the earnings of his own hands. His
name was one of the best-known and best-beloved in Latin coun-
tries.

I had met this grand old anarchist fighter in London in 1895, for
a few brief moments. On my second visit, in 1899, I discovered that
Enrico Malatesta had gone to the States to lecture and edit the Ital-

486

five days on the charge of disorderly conduct, while Becky was
fined ten dollars for “vagrancy.”

Not wanting to involve me, Becky had refused to say where her
home was. As a matter of fact, she had been living with us for
more than two years. She had been arrested at one of our meet-
ings, which caused her expulsion from high school. Her home con-
ditions were desperately poor and cramped and I had invited her
to our flat. Her fine was paid by our dear friend Bolton Hall.

The papers the next day were filled with lurid stories of a “riot
prevented by the prompt action of the police,” and as usual I was
pestered by reporters for days. I did not mind the annoyance, too
happy in the thought that Sasha had been given a short sentence.
What were five days to a man who had served fourteen years? I
went to Blackwell’s Island to see him. Memories of my own so-
journ on the island and of my two visits to the Western Peniten-
tiary came to my mind. How different the situation had been then
— how hopeless and bleak Sasha’s chances to come out alive! Now
we both joked over the five days. “I can do them on one toe,” Sasha
laughed. I left him with the old certainty that whatever our dis-
agreements, our friendship was of an eternal quality. I still felt the
hurt caused by his attitude towards Ben, yet I knew that nothing
could ever come between us.

Everything was ready for my departure. Ben was to precede me
to do advance work. A few days before leaving he sent me a letter
thirty pages long, a rambling, incoherent account of things he had
done since we first met. He had been reading The Power of a Lie,
by the Norwegian author Boyer, he wrote; it had struck deep into
him, and he felt impelled to confess to me the falsehoods he had
told and the mean things he had done while on tour with me. It
was giving him no rest. He could keep silent no longer.

He had lied when he had told me that it was not he who had dis-
closed the plan of my speaking at the social in Chicago last March.
He had not informed the police, but he had confided it to a reporter,
who had promised to keep it to himself. He had lied when he had
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to say at such a gathering. The suggestion was as fantastic as most
of Ben’s ideas, but rather than have him make a rambling talk, I
prepared a short paper on the meaning of Labour Day.

Cooper Union was crowded. The “anarchist police squad” was
present in force, as were also Sasha, Becky, Hippolyte, and I. All
went well, Ben holding the audience better than I had expected
while he was reading his paper. At the end he announced that what
he had just read had been prepared by that “much maligned woman
the anarchist Emma Goldman” The house applauded thunderously,
but the committee in charge of the meeting became panicky. The
chairman offered a profuse apology for the “unfortunate occur-
rence” and sailed into a violent attack on Ben. The latter had al-
ready left the platform and could therefore not reply. Sasha rose to
protest. Before he had a chance to be properly heard by the crowd,
the police pulled him out of the hall and placed him under arrest.
Becky, who had followed Sasha, was also arrested and both were
rushed to the station-house. They were confronted by a burly desk
sergeant, who received them with the remark: “You should have
been brought here on a stretcher” When Hippolyte called at the
police station to find out about our friends, he was refused infor-
mation. “We have that son of a b— anarchist Berkman at last,” he
was told; “we’ll fix him this time.”

The New York police department had tried repeatedly to get
Sasha into their clutches. The previous year, after the Union Square
bomb explosion, they had almost succeeded in involving him. I was
naturally worried and at once got in touch with Meyer London, the
socialist attorney, and other friends, to help us rescue Sasha.

For hours London and Hippolyte waited at the police station to
see Sasha and Becky before they would be taken to the night court.
Finally they were informed that the case would not come up un-
til morning. No sooner had they left than the two prisoners were
hustled into court, tried, and convicted without a chance to say a
word in their defence. Sasha was sentenced to the workhouse for
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ian anarchist paper La Questione Sociale. While there, he was shot
by a deluded Italian patriot, but Enrico, true anarchist that he was,
refused to prosecute his assailant. In Amsterdam I had the first real
chance to come into daily contact with him. Max and I quickly fell
under the spell of Malatesta. We loved his capacity to throw off the
weight of the world and give himself to play in his leisure. Every
moment spent with him was a joy, whether he exulted over the
sight of the sea or frolicked in a public garden.

The most important constructive result of our congress was the
formation of an International Bureau. Its secretariate consisted of
Malatesta, Rocker, and Schapiro. The purpose of the bureau, the
headquarters of which were in London, was to bring into closer
contact the anarchist groups and organizations of the various coun-
tries, to make a thorough and painstaking study of the labour strug-
gle in every land, and to supply data and material concerning it to
the anarchist press. The bureau was also to begin immediate prepa-
rations for another congress, to be held in the near future in Lon-
don.

Upon the closing of our sessions we attended the anti-militarist
congress, arranged by the Dutch pacifist anarchists, among whom
Domela Nieuwenhuis was the most prominent. Domela’s origin
had certainly not forecast his becoming an enemy of authority. His
ancestors were nearly all ministers of the Church. He himself had
been a preacher of the Lutheran faith, but his progressive spirit
lifted him out of the narrow path of theology. Domela joined the
Social Democratic Party, became its foremost representative in Hol-
land, and was elected the first Socialist member of Parliament. But
he did not remain there very long. Like Johann Most and the great
French anarchist Pierre Proudhon, Nieuwenhuis soon realized that
nothing vital could come for liberty from parliamentary activities.
He resigned his post, declaring himself an anarchist.

Since then he had devoted all his time and large private fortune
to our movement, especially to the propaganda of anti-militarism.
Domela was of striking and winning appearance — tall and straight,
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with expressive features, large blue eyes, flowing white hair and
beard. He radiated kindness and sympathy and was the embodi-
ment of the ideal he fought for. One of his characteristic traits was
a broad tolerance. He was for years a vegetarian and teetotaller,
yet meat and wine never left his table. “Why should my family or
guests be deprived of anything that I do not care for?” he once said
as he poured out the wine for us at dinner.

Before we left for France, I had occasion to address a gather-
ing of Dutch transport workers. Once more I saw the difference
between the independence of the Dutch workers, in spite of their
monarchy, and democratic United States, where most of the peo-
ple know precious little of independence. Several detectives had
sneaked into the meeting. They were discovered by the committee,
however, and were unceremoniously put out. I could not help com-
paring this show of spirit to the lack of it in American trade unions,
so infested with the Pinkerton detective pest.

At last we were back in Paris, her lure again upon me, her reck-
less youth in my veins. I grew younger and more eager for all that
my beloved city on the Seine could give. There was much more to
learn and to absorb than in previous years.

There was also my own Stella, whom I had not seen for many
months. She and dear old Victor Dave awaited us at the station
and carried us off to a café. Stella was already quite Parisienne,
proud of her French and her familiarity with restaurants where
the cuisine was good and prices reasonable. Victor, his hair whiter,
still preserved his youthful gait and his former capacity for fun. We
joked and laughed more during our first dinner in Paris than I had
laughed in months. The particular cause for our merriment was
Stella’s unsuspecting boss, no less a personage than the American
Consul, whose secretary she was. Emma Goldman’s devoted niece,
and still the Consulate had not been blown up!

While we were yet in Holland, news had come that Peter
Kropotkin had at last been readmitted to France. Peter loved the
country and its people. To him France signified the cradle of lib-
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would be turned into a joy and give me a much needed rest, free
from strife. Ben was wild with the idea of Australia; he could talk
of nothing else and was eager to start at once. But there were many
arrangements to make before I could go on a two years’ tour. We
decided to leave in October for California, lecturing on the way.
By February we would cover the ground, raise enough money to
secure the New York end for a time, then sail to the new land, where
there were new friends to win, fresh minds and hearts to awaken.

My one anxiety was Mother Earth. Would Sasha consent to con-
tinue in charge? On my return from the last tour I had found him
better adjusted to life, much surer of himself and more devoted
to our magazine than he had been. He had, besides, created many
activities of his own while I was away. He had organized the Anar-
chist Federation, with groups all over the country, and had gained
many admirers and friends. When I submitted my Australian plan
to Sasha, he expressed surprise that I should have made such a
sudden decision, but he assured me that I could be at ease about
our work in New York. He would look after everything, and with
Max and Hippolyte to help him the magazine and the office would
be secure. I was sad that Sasha should show no regret whatever
about my going away for so long, but I was too absorbed in my
new venture to allow his lack of interest to affect me.

We shipped fifteen hundred pounds of literature to Victoria, Aus-
tralia. We got in touch with our friends all along the route to Cali-
fornia, and within a few weeks our arrangements were made. Ben
was all eagerness to discover new ground. “All the world shall
know what my Mommy can do,” he proclaimed.

On Labour Day a meeting of the unemployed was to take place in
Cooper Union. Ben was helping to arrange it and he was also asked
to speak. I wanted him to make a good impression and urged him
to prepare his notes. He tried industriously, but nothing came of
his efforts. It was not of any particular importance what he might
say, he told me; he wanted the audience to hear Emma Goldman,
and as I had not been invited, I must write out what I would want
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Cause, as the Christians do from the standpoint of the Church. That
has been your attitude towards me since your release. The years of
struggle and travail I suffered for my growth mean nothing to you,
because you are bound in the confines of your creed. With all your
talk of the movement, you thrust back the outstretched hand of
a man who comes to learn about your ideals. You and the other
intellectuals prate about human nature, yet when someone out of
the ordinary appears, you don’t even try to understand him. But
all that can have no bearing on my feeling for Ben. I love him, and
I will fight for him to the death!”

I left the farm with Ben. I was sick from the scene with Sasha,
the harsh words I had hurled in his face; and I was tortured by my
own doubts. I had to admit to myself that much that Sasha had
said about Ben was true. I could see his defects much better than
anyone else and I knew how lacking he was. But I could not help
loving him.

It had been my plan to devote the winter to New York. I was
tired out from trains, strange places, and other people’s “atmo-
sphere” Here I had my home, limited and crowded though it was.
Mother Earth also needed my presence. I was certain that if I lec-
tured through the winter, I should attract large Yiddish and English
audiences. I had talked it over with Ben and he had decided to move
to New York and devote himself to my task.

But now Ben hated the city and hated 210 East Thirteenth Street.
He could never do any good there, he felt. With me on the road he
would be able to put his energies into the work and he would grow,
develop, and become a force. I, too, wanted to get away from the
disharmony and the censure of the people nearest to me. I was anx-
ious to give Ben a better chance, to help him to an understanding
of himself; to bring out what was finest in him.

The previous year I had received an invitation from Australia. J.
W. Fleming, our most active comrade there, had even raised enough
money for my fare. At that time I could not decide to go away so far
and make the long journey alone. With Ben at my side the voyage
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erty, the French Revolution the symbol of all that the world had
of social idealism. To be sure, France was very short of the glory
my great teacher had invested her with; his own eighteen months’
incarceration in a French prison and subsequent expulsion had
demonstrated it. Yet by some peculiar partiality Peter hailed France
as the banner-bearer of freedom and the most cultured country in
the world. We knew that nothing he had personally suffered had
changed his feeling about the French people, and we rejoiced that
he was now able to satisfy his longing to return.

Peter was already in Paris when we arrived, living but a few
doors from my hotel, on Boulevard Saint-Michel. I found him in
higher spirits than I had ever seen him before; he looked more vig-
orous and vivacious. Pretending not to know the reason, I inquired
what had brought about the happy change. “Paris, Paris, my dear!”
he cried. “Is there any other city in the world that gets into one’s
blood like Paris?” We discussed the movement in France and the
work of the local groups. His favourite child was Temps Nouveaux,
the paper he had helped to establish, yet his sense of the rights of
other groups, even if they disagreed with him, was too great and
his love of justice too strong to discourage the opposing elements.
There was something large and beautiful about him. No one could
be in his presence very long without feeling inspired by him.

Though he was busy with many things, especially the revision
of his manuscript of The Great French Revolution, Peter would not
let me go until I had told him everything about our congress. He
was particularly pleased with our stand on organization and our
insistence on the right of individual as well as collective revolt.

With the help of Monatte I was able to make a study of syndi-
calism in action at the Confédération du Travail. The leaders were
nearly all anarchists, men of a much sturdier and more interest-
ing type than one usually meets in Paris. Not only were Pouget,
Pataud, Delasalle, Grueffulhieus, and Monatte brilliant exponents
of new labour theories; they also had practical knowledge and ex-
perience in the daily struggle of the workers. Together with their
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colleagues they had converted the Bourse du Travail into a beehive
of activity. Every union had its office there; many published their
papers in the common printing shop, La Voix du Peuple, the weekly
organ of the C. G. T., being perhaps the most instructive and ably
edited labour paper in the world. There were night classes where
the workers were taught every aspect of the intricate industrial
system. Lectures were given on scientific and economic subjects,
and a well-equipped dispensary and créche were maintained by the
workers themselves. The institution represented a practical effort
to teach the masses how to make the coming revolution and how
to help the new social life to birth.

Observation and study at the very source of syndicalism con-
vinced me that it represented the economic arena where Labour
could match its strength against the organized forces of its capital-
ist foe.

To these experiences were added others, no less enlightening,
with the group of modern artists who by pen and brush were voic-
ing the social protest, with Steinlen and Grandjuan doing the most
forceful work. I did not find Steinlen, but Grandjuan proved to be a
simple, kindly soul, a born rebel, the artist and idealist in the truest
sense. He was at work on a set of drawings depicting phases of
proletarian life. His idea was to portray Labour, pathetic in dumb
helplessness, slowly awakening to the consciousness of germinat-
ing strength. He expressed his belief that the mission of art is to
inspire the vision of a new dawn. “In this respect all our artists are
revolutionaries,” Grandjuan assured me. “Steinlen and the others
are doing for art what Zola, Mirbeau, Richepin, and Rictus have
done for letters. They are bringing art in rapport with the currents
of life, the great human struggle for the right to know and live life”

I spoke to Grandjuan about Mother Earth and what it had been
trying to do in America. He at once offered to make a cover-design
for it, and before I left Paris, he sent it to me. It was significant in
conception and expressive in its design.
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hundred and fifty dollars for it, Grace informed me, and I could
write with full freedom. I accepted, glad of the opportunity to reach
a large audience and at the same time also to earn some money.
After the article appeared, exactly as I had written it, I was given
the right to publish it in brochure form. “What I Believe” became
the bestseller of years. Now we could pay the printer for the current
issue and have enough money left for Ben’s trip to New York.

I waited for his arrival like a schoolgirl in love for the first time.
He came with his old eagerness, ready to throw himself into the
work of our magazine. He was his own self when we were alone,
but he became a changed creature in the presence of my friends.
With them he would grow nervous, inarticulate, and dull, or he
would ask silly questions that made them suspicious of him. I was
sick with disappointment. I knew that it was only panic that made
Ben so awkward and I believed that he would feel more at home
on the farm. There life was simpler — Ben would find himself; and
Sasha, who was with Becky and other friends on the farm, would
be patient and help him along.

My hopes proved vain. Not that Sasha or the other friends
were unkind to Ben, but the atmosphere was strained, and no one
seemed to find the right word. The situation acted on Ben as on a
child expected to be on its good behaviour. He began to show off
and brag, boast of his exploits, and talk nonsense, which made mat-
ters worse. I felt ashamed of Ben, bitterly resentful of my friends,
and angry with myself for having brought him into their midst.

My deepest grief was Sasha. He said nothing to Ben, but he said
plenty of cutting things to me. He scoffed at the idea that I could
love such a man. It was nothing but a temporary infatuation, he
felt sure. Ben lacked social feeling, he had no rebel spirit, and he
did not belong in our movement, he insisted. Moreover, he was
too ignorant to have passed through college or to have earned a
degree. He would write to the university to find out. This, coming
from Sasha; completely unnerved me. “You are a zealot,” I cried;
“you judge human quality by your criterion of one’s value to the
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of myself. I would have him in my life and in my work, whatever
the cost.

That the cost would not be small I already knew by the opposi-
tion to him which was growing in our ranks. Some of my comrades
sensed Ben’s possibilities and his value to the movement. Others,
however, were antagonistic to him. Of course, Ben did not feel at
ease under those circumstances. He could not understand why peo-
ple standing for freedom should object to anyone’s behaving nat-
urally. He was particularly nervous about my New York friends.
How would they act towards him and our love? Sasha — what
would he say? My account of Sasha’s act, his imprisonment and
suffering, had stirred Ben profoundly. “I can see Berkman is your
greatest obsession,” he had once said to me; “no one will ever have
a chance alongside of him.” “Not an obsession, but a fact,”  had told
him; “Sasha has been in my life so long that I feel we have grown
together like the Siamese twins. But you need fear no rivalry from
him. Sasha loves me with his head, not with his heart.”

He was not convinced and I could see he was worried. I myself
was apprehensive because of the difference in their personalities.
Yet I hoped that Sasha, who had touched the depths of life, would
understand Ben better than the rest. As for Max, [ knew that, what-
ever his reaction to Ben, he was too considerate to cast any shadow
on my love.

More and more the upkeep of Mother Earth was draining my
energies. The support from our comrades and from my American
friends, considerable as it was, proved insufficient. My tours had
become the main source of revenue for the magazine, for the pub-
lication of our l