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Introduction

Rudolf Rocker was born at Mainz on the Rhine on March 25th 1875. His
parents died during his childhood and he was brought up in a Catholic
orphanage. Influenced by his unecle, Rudolf Naumann, he was drawn
towards the underground socialist movement but was repelled by the
rigidity and authoritarianism of the German Social Democratic Party.

“t was clear to me,” he wrote of this period,

“that socialism was not a simple question of a full belly, but & guestion of
eulture that would have to enlist the sense of personality and the free
initiative of the individual; without freedom it would lead only to a dizmal

state capitalism which would sacrifice all individual thought and feeling to a
fictitious collective interest.”

It was this perception that determined his lifetime adherence to the
anarchist movement. After his apprenticeship to the craft of bockbinding,
he wandered as a journeyman in the old German custom through several
countries, making contact everywhere with the anarchists, settling in Paris
in 1893, but coming to London two years later in order to unite and print

anarchist propaganda intended for smuggling into Germany. In 1898 he was
asked to take over the ed

itorship of the Yiddish paper Der Arbeter Fraint in
London, having learnt the language in order to gtart Dog Fraye Vort in
Liverpool. =

Two years later he began a further viddish monthly Germinal which

sought “to acquaint its readers with all libertarian tendencies in medern

literature and contemporary thought.” How he managed, he reflected later,

“tq write both papers and to set one of them as well is still a mystery to me.”
From that time until 1914 Rocker was busy, not only with the weekly and
monthiy journals, but on the platform, both in the effort to organise the
workers in the tailoring and baking trades, and in lecturing on literary
topies to audiences at the Sugar Loal public house in Hanbury Street.

On the outhreak of the First World War, Rocker and his partner Milly
Witcop, were arrested and, as related in this book, she was imprisoned
without trial while he was interned. For four years he was the spokesman
of his fellow prisoners and the implacable defender of their human rights,
fostering solidarity between them, educating them, making use of the
miserable situation in which they found themselves to open their eyes to the
worlds of literature and of social thought.

Deported to Holland at the end of that war, (for although for the British
government he was an enemy alien, he had also been deprived of '!'lis
citizenship by the German government), he returned to Germany during
the brief revolution of 1919. He drew up the declaration of principles of the
German syndicalist union FAUD. In a period of intense activity, after the
murder of Gustav Landaur and the imprisonment of Erich Mithsam, Rocker
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El;.h Fritz Kater and Augustin Souchy, strove to rescue German socialism
m the authoritarianism of the SPD and the KPD.
i :flth the advent of the Nazi regime in 1933, Rocker left Germany with
ttle mnm_than the manuscript of the book he had been working on for
years, Nationalism and Culture. Tn the United States, where he and his
family settled, some of the Jewish immigrants who had heard Rocker's
lectures in Berlin and London, introduced a small group of people on the
West Coast to his man useript, which finally appeared in 1937. His work had
never attracted commercial publishers in English, but the Spanish
Fevoiutiun of 1936 led the London publisher Secker and Warburg to seek an
introduction to anarcho-syndicalism, and the dutiful Rocker obliged. His
small advance from the publisher was swallowed up by the translator’s fee.
His book made a permanent impression on the young Noam Chomsky, who
as a boy used to take the train to New York to sit around in the office and
bookshop of the Yiddish-language anarchist newspaper Fraye Arbeter
Shiimme where it was serialised, and later found it “on the dusty shelves of
a university library, unknown and unread, a few years later.”

Rocker and his partner Milly Witcop (1877-1953) settled at the Mohegan
Colony (an anarchist settlement forty-five miles from New York), where he
gathered up the threads of his work and produced a stream of anarchist
journalism in the Yiddish press, much of which was instantly translated for
the anarchist journals of Mexico and Argentina. During the second world
war he was designated an ‘enemy alien' by the United States authoritieg
and restrictions were placed on his movements. Even after the war, in his
old age, he and Milly were ‘investigated’ and it was rumoured that they
would be deported. Happily this did not happen, but the threat of it
symhbolises the whole course of Rocker's life. Obliged to leave imperial
Germany in his youth, and deprived of his citizenship under the Bismarkian
anti-secialist laws, deporied {rom Britain after four years behind barbed
wire, placed ‘under protection’ by the Weimar Republic in Germany, fleeing
from Germany one step ahead of the Nazi security police, this mildest of
anarchists was indeed a man without a country.

Some key events of London labour history are recalled in this volume.
One is of the strike that hroke out among the tailoring workers of the West
End in 1912. Theirs was a completely different world from that of the
“mass-produced sub-divisional sweatshop tailoring of the East End Jewish

workers,” but it became clear that strike-breaking work was being done in
their area. So Rocker and his colleagues called a meeting in the Assembly
Hall in the Mile End Road, to demand a strike. Over eight thousand
attended and another three thousand gathered outside, The strike grew
from a sympathy strike with the West End tailors into a demand for the
ending of the whole sweatshop system.

During the tailoring strike the London dockers were also on strike. Joint
meetings had been held and when the dock strike dragged on after the
victory of the tailoring workers, and the dackers' families were suffering
rank want, Jewish families offered to take in the dockers’ children. They
came “in a terribly undernourished state, barefoot, in rags”, and over three
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fed and housed by Jewish families,

ed, ]
pijndiol o e techapel. This was the real triumph of

themselves poor, in Stepney and Whi

¢ his associates. .
Rﬂ:: i;i::t;r years of Yiddish propaganda and education, they had welded

» - - ] - ud
:ondlese and unorganised Jewish immigrants into a pro
:‘;t:‘latufrr;fb' active community, able despite a hostile environment to take

v : : them.
their own place in the society around . ; both at
. ; ; her speaking at meetings »
Rocker died, aged 85, in 1958. I remem ghs:uﬁgl'ﬂ al publication of this

Workers® Circle in Alie Street to celi:!hrate_ 1
]ﬁﬁk in English, and at Toynbee Hall in Whitechapel to commemorate his

eightieth birthday and his centenary, and haing told by people with tears in
their eyes, "Everything I am, I owe to Rocker. ) . iy}
If the fascinating story before you arouses ﬁ:u:ther 1nt§:_-es or curi hm;k
should advise readers that the fﬂurthr _cd;tmnl of j*l.=. hmagsm;e ok
Nationalism and Culture and the 1989 ed.ltlmn of his Anarcho-Syndicalisr
are still available from Freedom Bookshop in ILnndni_n, while his smré Fenm1 : n
Rocker the artist, celebrated his own ninetieth birthday in 1998 with a

arti . ith the publication by Freedom
London exhibition of his paintings, and with Childhood
is delightful memoir The East End Years: A S:repuey S .
Press of his delightfu that of an immigrant, deprived of

But Rudolf Rocker's own story, rar
citizenship in his country of origin, and deported from Britain aﬂ-,er y?al:-sthnf
internment, has its own message for another generation struggling wi e
dilemmas of a multi-cultural Britain.

Colin Ward
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Author’s Acknowledgement

My friend Max Nettlau was always urging me to write this book. When |
returned to Germany in November 1918 after an absence of 26 yearg
Nettlau was living in Vienna. But he often came to Berlin, so that we not
anl:,: corresponded regularly, but also met quite frequently He starteq
urging me already then to write my memories. How could I? We were living
in the midst of a revolution, I was on the go all the time. I never had time
to write. The present kept me too much occupied to be able to set down what
I had experienced in the past. Nettlau realised that. Yet he kept urging me
to write down my memories, at least the rough material for a book that |
would do later on. At the beginning of 1923 he wrote to me:

“Collect your material. Put it in writing. All the important things you
remember in your life, You can write it up later, when you get more time.
You have had such cloze contacts with the leading people in our movement,
Your long activity in the Jewish Labour movement is an important piece of
history, ahout which little has been written. That alone should be enough to
persuade you to start work on the hook at once.”

My friend Nettlau was an historian. As the author of The History of
Anarchism, the Life of Bakunin, and other works he knew the importance
of not letting historical material get lost. He knew how easy it is for people
to pass from the stage without leaving any records of what they had known
ahout the events in which they played their part. I knew he was right. Yet 1
eould not find time to write down even the notes for a later work. I doubt if
I had remained active in Europe whether 1 would have found any
opportunity to write this book. But when Germany opened her doors to
Hitler’s Third Reich a phase of my life came to an end. I started a new exile,
I went out into the future with no idea of what it would be like.

Milly and 1 were fortunate to have been able to escape from Germany. We
spent about six months in Switzerland, France and England; then we went
to the United States of America. We came to New York in September 1933.
I hadn't been in America more than a fortnight when I received a letter
from Nettlau. He urged me again to start work on my memories. He wrote:

“No one knows when you will be able to go back to Germany. From all I
can see it will be a very long time before the present system in Germany is
overthrown. How it will come about it is impossible now to foresee. This is
the time to write your memories. If you don't do it now you may never get
the chance. You are no longer a youngster, my dear Rocker. You are now at
the age best fitted for such a task. Don’t let the opportunity slip. Tt may
never come again.”

I wrote to Nettlau that I would do it. He was delighted. But I couldn't get
down to it. I spent the first six years of my stay in America travelling from
coast to coast, lecturing, from the Atlantic shore to the Pacific, from Mexico
to Canada. It left me no time for writing a book. But I started work on it at
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o many interruptions; 1 kept being called away to do other

joy. Now I
d begun; and I went on, The work gave me great joy. I
e I was sorry each time I had to put it aside to
page. The first seven

last, There wer
things. But I ha t
could no longer leave 1t alone.
do something else. But I kept adding page aﬂ;er_ e
chapters were completed in Towanda, a small town m_Pen_nsylval:;g, N
Milly's sister Fanny and her family lived. It was a quiet little p. I st
gave me more time for writing than I had in the ru.-:h. of New York. gﬂtme
the full swing of writing it when I found I was g_ettmg too old to unde

more long lecture tours. In 1937 1 went to live in Mohegan Colony, a small

international settlement forty miles from New York. There 1 was able to
complete this book.
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Author’'s Foreword

The history i
impﬂﬂant-p:i:’h;“]ﬁ;mh l:abnur movement in Britain is an integral and
Aot g 1 rt;lnan socialist t_rmtmju It should be bhetter knnwa,?
o pens actiu]iﬁgp e know al_:mut it is without doubt the fact that ﬂ;
lang'uage bt o hardal its meetings an_d i_ts publications in Yiddish
_ as ly understood outside its o rircles, e i e
alphabet is Hebrew, and L ety s ity
movement did a gré;.nw::i?nl‘othc? chzractnrs 20 e s s DRt W
: ¢ r dec
;mmlgra;t movement that had dm?ell:ﬂ};eg; ;a%::;iz?liatﬁeﬂﬁrﬁﬁvﬂrm
arger than that of the native libertarian movement .in Britain .
:.;t.'-leltt:n do things be_!,rnnd_, the possibilities of the English uumrudu.:;:e]t i
meetings of the Federation of Jewish Anarchists in the Great Ass i
in Mile End and in the Wonde i i Sl el
o 'onderland in Whitechapel were attended b
?ESBFdE;; of people, five, six, seven thousand. .
ly firs contacts with this movement, which was at
foreign wurlfi to me, were in Paris, where | saw for the ﬂ?:: ti;ﬂ“ﬁglﬁte{y
Ar_brrer ﬁhr:mme, which appeared in New York under David Ede]shrife
editorship, and the Arbeter Fraint, edited in London by Yanovsky. Of cuun :
Y s nioi sble o read thens Yidilish pepera’el that time. Thelr Huhew
characters were as unintelligible to me as Egyptian hieroglyphics. If anyo x
had told me then that 1 would a few years later be the Editor of the Arhesis
Fraint 1 wnu!n_i have laughed at him. I would have said it was impossible g
When I arrived in London on January 1st, 1895, my first thought 'H.ras1'm
find employment, to earn my living, Several months passed before I
suuccedﬁ?d, It was not till then that T could find time to pay my first visit to
the Jewish comrades in the East End ghetto. It was a Friday night. The
Jewish comrades held their weekly meetings at that time in the Sugar Loaf
;:ILIlb[]c Ihuuse in Hanbury Street. T repeated my visits quite [frequently. I
.]mnr{d in the discussions, as I had done in Paris, and soon made a number
of ﬁ:mnds among them, David Isaacovitch, Kaplan, Frumkin, William Wess
Doris Zhook, and Baron. There were many thousands of Jews living in this
great Llnndnn ghetto; they had left their old homes in Russia, Poland and
Rurpzm ia because of the oppression and the pogroms. In London they found
entirely new conditions, to which they had to adapt themselves. They had
tu_Iuﬂ.}'n new trades. Large numbers went into tailoring, and built up the big
tailoring industry in the East End. But they were immigrants; they did not
know the language of the country and its ways; they were poor, and ready
to warIE under any conditions, for as little pay as they got, so as not to
starve. They had no experience of trades unions, and no knowledge of an
organised struggle for economic betterment. They were an easy prey to
exploitation. The result was the sweatshop system.
That gave rise to the libertarian movement among the East End Jewish
workers, and determined its unique character. It had to be more than an

L]

ideological movement. It was born out of desperate needs. The Jewish
comrades had to combine ideological discussions with an effort to organise
the Jewish working masses. They started Jewish trades unions. They built
contacts with the general trades union movement in the country; they
joined in the general economic struggle, and very often they took steps to
initiate the struggle. Besides that they tried to provide for the cultural
needs of the Jewish workers. Most of the immigrants from Eastern Europe
had grown up in the old Jewish religious traditions, and had no idea of the
modern trends of culture in Western Europe. Modern Yiddish literature was
gtill in its beginnings. New horizons had to be opened for the Jewish
working class. The movement took upon itself this educational task. The
work was not easy. But it opened the doors for the movement to enter into
a great many activities. It was the many-sided character of its work, and the
self-sacrificing devotion of its followers that gave the movement its strength
and enabled it to exercise such a powerful moral and cultural influenece on
the Jewish masses over a period of years. The movement was not limited to
London. It had adherents and groups in Leeds, Manchester, Glasgow,
Edinburgh, Liverpool, Birmingham, Hull, Cardiff and Swansea. They took
our publications, the Arbeter Fraint, Germinal, and all the other literature
we issued. More than that. Many of the immigrants went further afield
afterwards, to the United States, Canada, Argentina, South Africa,
Australia. Those who had been in our movement maintained their contact
with London, continued to take our publications, and used them for their
activity in the new places. I have met many old comrades during my later
lecture tours all over the United States and Canada, in every place I visited,
people 1 had known in England. It showed me how fruitful our activity in
London had been in those early years.

There were few movements whose periodical and other literature was 30
widely spread in different countries as ours. It circulated in Paris, Berlin,
Vienna, Lemberg, Bucharest, Sofia, Constantinople, Cairo, Alexandria, and
it circulated illegally, through the Jewish Labour underground, in the
Russian Czarist Empire, in Warsaw, Vilna, Grodno, Bialystock, Odessa. Our
movement in London was a hub, from which spokes went out in all
directions, to a great number of people, in all countries.

Only faint traces have been left in England of that movement which once,
for decades, carried on such a useful and productive work, and achieved s0
much. The libertarian movement among the Jewish workers in Britain died
not because its forces were spent, as with other immigrant movements,
which developed abroad, and vanished, leaving no sign. It fell a victim of the
First World War, when it had reached its peak. The Arbeter Froint was
stopped by the British government in the second year of the war, its printing
press and administrative office were closed and sealed by t!me Po’lme., and
those in charge were imprisoned. An attempt was made to revive it after the
war, but without success. The conditions in the interval had mmrplutely
changed. Many active members of the movement went back to Russia after

the Revolution. Others, like myself, were deported to Germany straight
from the internment camp. The movement had lost mast of its best people.
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There was little fresh immigration after the war, so that no new forces togk
their place.

Every immigrant movement depends on immigration; the Jewigh
movement in Britain more than others, because the great majority of the
immigrants remained only for a while, and then went on to America and
?IS'E‘“‘hEre. so that the movement could only be kept alive by fresh
immigrants. Without immigration it was doomed.
~ But for the two world wars I believe the movement would still exist, for
it had shown no sign of internal decay. It was killed by outside forces and
events.

For two whole decades T gave the best years of my life to this fine and
fruitful movement. I have never regretted it. They were unforgettable years
for me. Some of my non-Jewish friends in London could never understand
how I, who was not a Jew, could exercise so much influence over these
Jewish workers. The explanation is simple. For twenty years I lived with
them, lived as they did, shared their life, their troubles and their anxieties,
their struggles, their dreams and their hopes for a better future. T took part
with them in the fight for their daily bread. And I was able to pass on to
them certain spiritual riches which brought some rays of light into their
hard, drab, harassed lives. I gave them all I had to give, and I gave it to them
gladly, for there is no greater joy than to see the seed one has planted sprout.
They were devoted to me because they saw that I was honestly devoted to
them, that I was working with them, at their side, as one of them.

Social ideas are not something only to dream about for the future. If they
are to mean anything at all they must be translated into our daily life, here
and now; they must shape our relations with our fellow-man. It was this
kind of human relationship that placed its seal on all the strivings and
aspirations of the libertarian movement of the Jewish workers in Britain,
and made it such a fine and blessed thing. The comrades in the inner circle
of the movement were like one big family, all friends and neighbours, bound
together in one close common bond. This comradely relationship between
them radiated further, and linked together the whole movement. It was only
in that way that the movement could have attained that great influence
which it had upon the entire Jewish working class in Britain.

People like to talk about the importance and the significance of certain
persons in a movement, about their special gifts and abilities, and the way
they were able to win the support of their followers. We must not exaggerate
these things. We must never forget that the most important people in any
movement are the ordinary rank and file, the men and women whose names
are rarely mentioned, but without whom, without their tireless day to day
work there would be no movement. I convineed myself of that during the
many years I spent in the Jewish working class movement. I gave it
everything I had, all my ahilities as a speaker and as a writer, but without
the loyal support of the mass of the ordinary workers I could never have
achieved anything. I did all I could; but so did others, That must never be

fargotten,

Tan

__—_*———

That this movement finally fell a victim to Fircumstanoea over whmth }:
could have had no influence is a sadd_emng th nught_; butr whi te::
accomplished, culturally and spirituaII%.r. will always remain ‘un orgo w
Mot only individuals are subject to the risks and c]mnces of life; ’"P"'""f“*:;d
are too. The important thing about a movement 15 not how long it t?;is -
but what it did in the course of its existence, its creative work, the ideas |
gpread, the spirit with which it filled its l‘alluwers.: It iz a great sat.nsrafmon
to me that [ have been privileged at the end of my life to produce this h}s:nr}'
of a wonderful movement, 50 that those who have no knowledge of it ﬁﬂﬂ
learn about it. It may be symbolic that the task has fallen to me, who D’I?]T;;
from a people which for twelve years endu::ed the ]'1311 of the sn-:ca.lled :
Reich. The barbaric representatives of this political cannibalism not only
hurled the greater part of the globe into an abyss n?’ blood am:l :lrastructmn.
but cold-bloodedly sacrificed six million Jews to their mad racialism, and so

 upon themselves a guilt that can never be furgiwn.
tﬂi huﬁ the younger generation will learn something from my book. The

veterans of the movement will re-live the old struggle, will recall their

youth. I send them my greetings across lands and seas. I feel as closely

bound to them now as in the days of our greatii: nsp;'rat:ln:ns&;::‘ﬁﬁ
Nothing is ever lost that is done for the i

dreams of our youth. Nothing A et f o

zocial justice, freedom, human brotherhood,

peoples.

Rudolf Rocker
Crompond, New York




Chapter 1
My First Jewish Encounters

I was walking along the Paris Boulevards with a friend one lovely Spring
evening in 1893 when he asked me if 1 would like to go with him to g
meeting of Jewish anarchists.

‘Jewish anarchists?” 1 said. “Are there such? Are there Catholic
anarchists? Protestant anarchists?”

“These are not Jews by religion,” he explained. “They have as little to do
with religion as we have.”

“Then they are not Jews,” I insisted. “Just as we are not Christians.”

He told me that these were so-called East European Jews, from Russia,
Poland and Romania, belonging to a certain ethnic group, who speak their
own language, which has similarities with German.

1 became interested. I had never heard of such people. I knew there wers
German Jews, who were like other Germans, except for their religion. I had
no Jewish acquaintances myself. That was probably because in my native
town, Mayence, all my friends and acquaintances were workers, and the
Jews in Mayence were businessmen and shopkeepers and professional
people. There was no antisemitic movement in Mayence. Any friction there
was rather between Catholics and Protestants.

But there was antisemitism in the villages, especially in Upper-Hessen,
which was at that time the centre of the antisemitic movement in Germany,
There were large numbers of poor peasants in Upper-Hessen; the cattle
trade in the area was for generations largely in the hands of Jewish families,
The peasants grumbled about the Jewish cattle-dealers. It was thereabouts
that the German antizemitic movement started,

Our whole socialist activity among the village population was to explain

to the peasants the real cause of their poverty. It was not easy to do that,
and it was often dangerous. The infuriated peasants, incited by the
antisemites, often chased us out of the villages with sticks and cudgels. They
were more ready to accept the stories of the antisemitic agitators aboul the
Jews being to blame for their poverty. They wanted the Jews as a scapegoat.
We were accused of being in the pay of the Jews. Socialism was of course
branded as a Jewish movement. There was an anti-semitic song of that
time, which went something like this:

Thase who would all things overthrocw,
into the Jewish trap must fall,

The leaders of the socialists

Are Karl Marx and Lasalle.

So I had been denounced as a slave of the Jews before [ knew any Jews. I

wanLIeIEi to meet these East European Jews, who were anarchists, like
mysell.
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] One could talk with these women, and forget that

H r

ot it et e o R

of a cafe, that had been hired for t e evening. s o g
have known them as Jews
people, men an::l women. [ wouldn’t e Pranclinil,
ually in the street. I would have thought they
Erai:it;:: 3r Ep};ﬂiﬂrdﬁ. Many of t?em ::luurli easii?r have passed as Germans or
inavians. A few looked definitely Mongolhan. . i .
] Sc?l;::l ?-:] one who looked like the Jews of the antisemitic mncalutl;‘e:;lwl;zl:
| big hooked noses. I had not yet made my study of the race pran:; thsn. —
i it was clear to me already that the Jews were no more a pure r
up of people. : .

uu;ﬁﬂnimsged in their language. It sounded to me likea 'IS-aaerrljl.:.:[:s d\:rm
which I couldn’t follow, because every now and again the:!r used W e
were completely unintelligible to me. Yet after a_whﬂe. hat-lrr:i.l_ng ca:ed ﬂf:a ;
managed to get the sense of what they were saying. Thtin iﬂm:;;;:d L
I could understand some of the speakers_hetter than others. ;eﬂd S
their language was not uniform, but like nth:_er langua?gesl gy é,
There was one speaker whom I understood easily for a time; the sy
flow of words and phrases that were absolutely strange to me. e nyl'
friend, who was Czech, understood him. The speaker was -.]mmg a
Russian in hiz Yiddish, and Russian and Czech are both Slav hanglizagm

Later, when I knew my Jewish comrades better, I‘Iearnel:d that the group
had been formed by some Russian-Jewish sm_dents in Paris, Ed that 1nhn,;
first years they had used only Russian at their meetings. As rlge Em"ff a
grown, and had won more members among the z!ewish wo hrs, it 5:-:51
compelled to change over to viddish. That was difficult l'u_r t EB ori s
members, who knew Russian better than they knew Yiddish. But their

iddish gradually improved. 5
Yu:dhrecamgre a fre};ue:ﬁ visitor at their meetings. They invited me to lﬂm
to them, in German. I tried to speak a simple language, and they unders 1
me. I got to know them also Ln it:‘l-us:i\- homes. It opened a new world to me, o

i nown nothing before.

w}-lliei;.&hsiilik by the I'm:gt that unlike the Jews in Germany, who '-lfret:e
mostly businessmen and shopkeepers, doctors and lawyers and journalists,
these East European Jews were workers: tailors, shoemakers, carpenters,
printers, watchmakers and suchlike. Even those 1_nrl-m had been at ha
University had learned a trade in Paris, and were earning their lr\'J.t;g in the
workshop. Another thing that struck me was_the large attelndanr_.-e o l'uivkou:;ir;
at these meetings. They took an active part in the discussions, just like

ted. as natural. 1 hadn't seen it in Germany.
men. It was taken for granted, S O

ere they the kind of feminists who aped
motherly’, but they were conscious of

their own equality, and of their human self-respect. It added to their charm.

i d movement in Russia,
Snme of them, who had taken part in the undergroun mer ;
showed a certain puritanism, which reminded me of Stepniak’s women in

his Underground Russia.

they were no blue-stockings, nor w
manliness. They were womanly, and
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My first Jewish friends were the Silbermans. They had a small tailoring
':"":"'k shop. where they two alone did all the work, because they considered
“:, wrong, according to their principles, to use employed Jabour. They were
5lm'p1E'. huni‘ﬁt an‘k—peﬂple_ The}- had “ra'nderﬂd in many Cﬂuﬂtrieﬂ. ThB}r
had come from Jerusalem, and had lived in Egypt and Turkey and Greece,
and fc'{' a time in America, before they had settled in Paris.

Rodinsen and his wife Tanya were an altogether different type. They had
both been students in Russia, and spoke Russian among themselves,
Rodinson had been at school with Chaim Jitlovsky, the famous Yiddish
socialist writer and theoretician. He was active afterwards in the Jewish
nationalist movement. He had had to escape from Russia because of his
revolutionary connections, When he came to Paris he had to learn a trade.
When I knew him he was making raincoats. He had a nice home, where he
had fixed up one of the rooms as a workshop. His wile worked with him. He

was an intellectual, a fine man, absolutely honest, kindly and warmhearted,

He was everyone's friend. The comrades had complete trust in him, and

nothing ever disturbed it.

His home was a meeting place for the Russian emigres. On a Sunday
afternoon you would always find there a dozen or so Russian comrades,
Jews and non-Jews. The walls were hung with pictures of Russian
revolutionaries, a big portrait of Bakunin among them. The comrades sat
round the table talking, and drinking Russian tea. The Samowvar which
stood in the middle of the table was on the baoil all the time,

Many of those I met there had spent some time in Siberia, some for years,
Gordon had been exiled in Irkutsk for five years, He was an intelligent and
likable man. His wife and he were very poor, and had a hard struggle to
make a living in Paris, but he never complained. He had a brother in Paris,
David Gorden, who was a Marxist, a Social Democrat, a good speaker, and
an active socialist propagandist. Gordon and hiz wife were anarchists. But
we were all good friends together. I had many fierce arguments with David,
and often clashed at public meetings, but it never disturbed our personal
relations. There was a great deal of tolerance in that eircle, more tolerance
than I had known in Germany.

Sui&n“thi’-'l" man [ knew among the Jewish revolutionaries in Pariz was

Dy;}mun Rappaport, who became famous as Sh. An-ski; he wrote The

Rﬂdir?:c;ni[?ﬁv{us a life-long ['rien.d nf_Jit,ilmrsky's. I first met him at the

ravaks doti his lank, lean man, with his pinched face, and sad, dreamy eyes

e ngfeﬁs‘; our discussion. He sat listening to us quietly.

Mys.ell;, ;—; - t;?i::; tb‘:dh‘f"ﬂ that Rappaport was a bnﬂkbjnder by trade, like
difficulti : im about our work. I told him I had a lot of
teulties, because my workshop was small and eramped, and I hadn’
good tools. He suggested that I should sh . ped, and I hadn't any
probably be no b ! should share his workshop. He said it would
no better than mine, but it would be helpful to k togeth
We could assist each other, and that would 'p work together.
idea. It would be i ould make things easier. I liked the
something to have a collea

Ra B 2 gue to talk to as we worked.,

mmbﬂ:’;ﬁn}r{t_ was living in a poor attic, his werkshop and living room
- His tools were no better than mine, and neglected, not properly
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I found that he was not a good hook-binder. He told me he had
Russia with a friend who was

but he had no idea at all of

Jooked after. good |
just picked up the craft, while he was living in

a bookbinder. He could do a plain linen binding,
the finer type of work.

I cleaned and repaired his tools, and 1 brought
together for three or four months, till T got a job. [

My friend Rappaport An-ski was a man of great talent, but extremely
humble and modest, He was living in utter privation; you could not help
seeing it in his appearance. He often lived on dry bread an::i tea. He never
spoke to anyone about it. In company he was silent and retiring. But while
we worked together in his room he lost a little of his shyness, and ;pﬂke_ to
me about lots of things, mostly of course about the social problems in which
we were both interested. He told me about the Russian Na{'nd_ny movement
(going to the masses) in which he had taken part, about his life among the
Russian peasants and workers, with whom he had lived, to try to win them
for the cause. i

1 was enthralled by his stories. He told them simply, with a natural gift of
story-telling, and a natural love of the simple folk. )

He longed to go back to Russia; when the Revolution broke out in 1905,
and the Czarist government proclaimed an amnesty, he returned to Russia.
He remained there till the Bolshevik Revolution. Then he left, and went to
warsaw, He died in Warsaw.

I also got to know Yanovsky in Paris. He was then editor of the Yiddish
anarchist paper Arbeter Fraint in London. The comrades in Paris had
brought him over to speak at a Yom Kippur meeting. He was an able
journalist, and his paper had a great influence at that time on the radieal
groups among the Jewish workers.

I made many friends among the Jewish workers in those years. When the
Nazi movement in Germany raised the Jewish question I felt that I must
oppose my knowledge and experience of the Jews against that terrible
barbarity. I lived and worked with Jews for a great many years. I never
found them any different from other people. I never held that the Jews are
the salt of the earth. But certainly they are none of the terrible things of
which the Nazis, in their search for a scapegoat, accused them.
Antisemitism has always been a weapon of the reactionary forces. A country
is judged by its attitude and its behaviour to the Jews.

my own tools. We worked
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Chapter 2
London

It was a bleak, foggy morning when I arrived in London. It was like coming
into a world of ghosts. Even the roar of the traffic was muffled. People
flitted through the murk like shadows. There was a thick, clammy yellow
mist over everything that damped my spirit, and depressed me. I have never
shaken off the impression of my first meeting with King Fog in London.

1 hadn’t notified my friends when 1 would be arriving, so nobody met me
at the station. As I had a good deal of luggage I took a hansom, a two-
wheeler cab much in use at that time in England, and in half an hour it
brought me to Wardour Street, where my friend Gundersen lived.

I had not been expected; but they made me very welcome. After we had
chatted for a bit we went to see Wilhelm Werner, who lived in Cleveland
Street, also in Soho, not far away. We found the whole family at home, OF
course, they hadn't expected me either; their joy at our reunion wae all the
greater. We had such a lot to tell each other since we had last been together
in Berlin.

Werner's family had joined him in London only a few months before, and
he had not vet got used to the new conditions. He was a first-class workman
at his trade, and had from the end of his apprenticeship been a member of
the German Book Printers’ Union: but so far he had not succeeded in
getting employment in London, because the conservative-minded Trade
Union made it almost impozsible for a foreigner to be admitted as a member,
Werner was eventually compelled to take a job in the Provinces, in
Nottingham, till the Trade Union finally aceepted him as a member. After
that he got a good job in London.

Luckily he had a little money to get along with. His wife had with the
help of friends in Berlin sold the small printing plant he had left there; so
he was able to manage for a while.

After lunch we went to look for a small room where I could live. We found
one ‘f'-Jm“St ibr:lrltlﬂdiﬂtelx. in Carburton Street, near the Werners., The same
evemng we visited Grafton Hall, a spacious, comfortable club house of the
GE““‘_*” movement in London. At this first visit I met a number of old
““qr'f“mm““ﬂs- and I made many new contacts among the comrades.

s o e T e T Eondo T s s o d
They had efore, in 1893, on an invitation from the Autonomie group.

Y had wanted to discuss with me what we could d £ i

our literature aver the G ; i 0 %0 PosmLA B Bl
Nkl Doon- ongeasd ‘fn fl: man-Belgian frontier. Some of our comrades who
! : is vrrnrk had been caught and arrested. My
Impression of London at that time had not been a good one. It looked dirty
;:Jﬂ grimy, and th_E whole city had a forlorn and melanchaly look. T missed

e Eﬂ]ﬁ‘t}r of Pﬂnﬂ, the b'l_lst]ing‘ hgu]&\ra_rda and the Dpﬁﬂ'ﬂ.il' cafes. The
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people I saw in the streets seemed to be in a dreadful hurry, grimly intent
on their own affairs. )

I had come grateful for the trust which my comrades had in me, especially
when 1 discovered that they wanted me to take charge of the whole work.
The risk of it appealed to my youthful adventurous spirit.

But after several meetings with the comrades in London [ discovered that
they were by no means agreed about the whole plan. I found there was a
good deal of weariness among most of the group responsible for publishing
Autonomie. They had been issuing the periodical and a lot of pamphlets for
about seven years; they hadn’t received a penny [rom Germany, =o that the
whaole cost, including that of smuggling the literature into Germany fell on
the shoulders of a few people. At the same time it was clear that Autonomie
was no longer able to satisfy the needs of our German movement. It wasn't
worth the effort.

I stayed a whole week that first time in London. The weather turned out
to be wonderfully good. It was a spring-like February I remember an
excursion we made to Greenwich Park. I went from end to end of the huge
city, trying to get to know as much of it as I could in thoee few days. I paid
a number of visits to the Autonomie Club in Windmill Street. It was a very
small place, just two rooms, which served the comrades as a meeting centre.

Nothing came of the idea for which I had been called to London, and I
returned to Paris with a certain sense of relief that I was back there. Scon
after, Autonomie stopped publication.

On my second London visit 1 found the German movement flourishing.
The persecution on the continent made many ecomrades fly to London from
Switzerland, France, Belgium and other countries, with the result that they
strengthened the London movement. The Grafton Hall club had over 500
paying members, and it was also visited by comrades from abroad.

The group that had been publishing Autonomie had, since the paper was
stopped, given up their club in Windmill Street, and were homeless. Social
life at that period depended entirely on the clubs. At the same time the

members of the First Section of the Communist Workers' Educational
Union, which consisted mainly of old followers of Johann Most, Social
Revolutionaries, and a few adherents of the young movement in Germany
were looking for a new club; they found suitable premises and excellent
conditions in Grafton Street. The long conflict which had split the German
movement in London for years had gradually come to an end; the two
hostile sections got together, and the rest of the old Autonomists joined the
Grafton Hall elub.

The Communist Workers' Educational Union was the oldest of all the
organisations of German socialists abroad. Tt was started in the middle of
the 1840s by German refugees belonging to the Secret Society of the
Communist League, and it continued to be the centre of socialist
propaganda among the Germans in England till the First World War put an
end to its existence. It counted among its members the most important
people in the German movement, Joseph Moll, Heinrich Bauer, Karl

Pfaender, Wilhelm Weitling, August Willich, Karl Schapper, all socialist
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Eﬁ‘ﬁf"ﬂ before Karl Marx's appearance; Karl Marx, Friedrich Engels and
ithelm Liebknecht were also members at this time.

When the Communist League split in 1850, the great majority, the
Communist Workers' Educational Union, the Willich-Schapper faction
expelled Marx, Engels and Liebknecht. In later years the Union sided
strongly with the Young Social Democratic movement in Germany, 'til]
Johann Most came to London after the anti-socialist Laws were enforced in
Germany, and was asked by the Union to publish Freiheit.

The paper, which was started in January 1879, was at first a social
democratic organ, and described itself as such. But it soon plunged deeper
into the revolutionary waters, a process considerably hastened by the
intolerance of the old party leaders in Germany. Then when the secret
Congress of the German Social Democrats held in Switzerland in 1880
expelled Most from the party, the Communist Workers' Educational Union

split, The great majority took their stand with Most, and held the Union's
property, including its valuable library. The seceding members started a new
organisation under the old name, but calling itself the Second Section. The
First Section were the majority.

The First Section underwent all the changes that Most himsell went
through on his road to anarchism, and remained devoted to its libertarian
concepts, till the outbreak of the First World War, when most of its members
were arrested, and its activity was stopped.

The new Grafton Hall Club was the finest meeting place the foreipn
revolutionaries in London ever had. There was a large room on the ground
floor, where the comrades who lived in the neighbourhood came every
evening, for company, and for their evening meal. On Saturdays and
Sundays it was packed with comrades from other parts of the huge city, who
could come only on those days. The big, bright, comfortable library was at
the back.

The entire first floor was taken up by a spacious hall, which easily seated
500 people, and was often hired for meetings by groups of French, Italian
and other foreign comrades. The office rooms and committee rooms were on
the second floor,

There wasn’t much contact in those days between the foreign colonies in
London and the native English population. They lived for the most part
their own separate lives, segregated in their own streets, speaking their own
I&ﬂﬂ"iﬂge'.1 following their own occupations, and they had little need of
Ifiﬂtﬂﬂ with the native English population. Many remained foreigners in

ndon all their lives, without ever heing able to speak or read Englizh. I
:;Ef:' French people who had fled to London after the collapse of the Paris
- mune, who hﬂl‘-l_ in all the years they lived in London not learned more

an a dozen English words, and they could not pronounce even these
properly. They lived all the time among French people, worked with French

people, bought only in French shops. It was like that till the First World

ar, which broke down the barriers; the chi
S ; the children wh 3
became completely anglicised. who were born in England
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When I came to London the whole district from Oxford Street to Euston
Road, and from Tottenham Court Road to Cleveland Street was almost
exclugively inhabited by Germans, French, Austrians and Swiss. The
Janguage spoken in the streets was more often German or French than
English.

It was only gradually I came to understand that though the German
movement in London was large and active, even the most aumﬁl
emigrant movement could never reach more than a limited mrr.:le.
Furthermore, such movements were exposed to all kinds of outside
influences, and flowed and ebbed according to conditions outside.

The club life too had certain unpleasant features, which I discovered
later. A place like Grafton Hall was expensive to run, and those who were
responsible for its upkeep could not be selective in their admission of
members. They also hired the hall to all sorts of bodies; it was not always
pleasant. Most of the revenue came from the bar, from selling beer, wine and
other intoxicants.

Most of the people who frequented Grafton Hall were sympathisers with
the movement; they had radical ideas, but were not much interested in the
movement as such; they contributed to the funds, but only when they were
pressed by the comrades. They rarely came to the discussion evenings. We
could count on their attendance only when the discussion concerned one of
the conflicts that so often occurred in the life of the emigre population. One
of the important activities of the club was to raise funds to send regular
contributions to the comrades in the homeland, for their work there.

My most diffienlt problem was to find employment. The bookbinders’
union in London was one of the best organised trade unions, and had
already then secured an eight-hour day for its members. But a foreigner had
little chance of acceptance as a member. There was one pozzibility. The
Zehnedorf firm gave its workers an eight-hour day, but paid beginners only
28 ghillings a week, instead of the union’s mimmum wage of 36 shillings. If
one could get a job with Zehnsdorf one could advance in time to the
minimum wage of 36 shillings a week, and then the union could no longer
refuse membership. My friend Albin Rohmann and a handful of others had
in that way become members of the union. But they were exceptions.

I tried Zehnadorf, but without success. I was told there were no vacancies;
that 1 should try again later. So 1 decided to start work on my own for the
time being. As I still hoped to go back to Germany before long T was not
much worried about the future. Luckily I had brought my teols with me.
There was a German bookseller in the club who had something for me to do
every week. Also two French booksellers promised me work. And 1 could
count on a few private customers.

Soon after I was, on Werner's and Rohmann’s proposal, elected Librarian
of the Workers’ Educational Union. I found its old and valuable collection of
books terribly neglected. My predecessor, a man named Milo, had been
going through the books, making an index of them. The first thing he did

was to put aside about 300 French books, which he said were useless, and
should be got rid of. Luckily they were still there, because in the midst of his
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work he got another job in Paris, and went off, leaving everything in the
library as it was. The first book I picked out of this heap that he had flung
aside as useless was the Histoire de la conspirafion pour l'égalité, dite de
Babeuf, by Buonarroti, which had appeared in Brussels in 132_3' E?d had
soon after the July 1830 revolution been out of print and unobtainable. The
book had & tremendous influence on the movement and had a scarcity value,
I could hardly believe my eyes. There wasn't a single book in the whole heap
that could be described as valueless. On the contrary, there were a number
of rare and valuable books among them, including works by Bazard,
d’Argenson, Leroux and other early socialists, and a collection of
propaganda works by French communists of the 30s and 40s that were
practically unobtainable. . ;

I found my work in the library absorbing and a great joy. I discovered an
almost complete collection of the old German socialist literature, all the first
editions of Wilhelm Weitling, August Becker, Sebastian Seiler, Andreas
Dietsch, Ernst Dronke, Moses Hess and others. Early French and English
socialist literature was equa]]}- well repmsented. There were all the first
editions of Marx and Engels, except The Holy Family. The minutes of the
Union, which were kept till the first half of the 40s, and had not been
continued beyond that date, were valuable material. The library showed
signs of the very definite swing there had been in the Union since the split
following Johann Most's appearance. From this time on the libertarian
movement was appropriately represented among the books in the library
though much was missing, especially French and English books and
periodicals, so that one found little of the rich literature of French
.anarchism. The reason seemed to be that the Communist Workers'
Educational Union had often had to move its premizes, and the books were
packed in cases and left for some time in a cellar belonging to one of the
comrades, or in a furniture depository, and some of the books were lost.
During my period of office as Librarian I succeeded in filling some of the

EE:; though the task was not easy, as there was not much money for buying
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Chapter 3

Louise Michel and
Errico Malatesia

The Grafton Hall Club, as I said before, was also used by cqmmdes_of
French, Italian and other nationalities. I met there for the first time Louise
Michel, one of the heroines of the Parizs Commune. It was at an
international gathering called to commemorate the Commune, where [ was
to translate her speech into German. I saw a good deal of her after that. She
lived in Whitfield Street, a stone’s throw from my new lodgings in Charlotte

Street, with her friend Charlotte Vauwelle. When T first visited her [ found

the two old ladies in a small, dark room, which was their home. Louise was

66 then. Her hair was grey, and she was a little bowed with age. But her

mind was astonishingly fresh, and though she suffered much illness her

vitality never left her till she died.

This extraordinary woman, whose character was so distorted and
misrepresented in the reactionary press that it became unrecognisable, and
was branded everywhere as an incendiary, was really a kindly, warm-
hearted person, with a clear mind and a noble soul, That is the feeling of all
who had the good fortune to know her. Her inborn fearlessness, which made
her shrink from no danger, risking her life and liberty for her beliefs, was
not the result of hardness of character, but came from her intense love of
humanity.

Louise Michel had the character of an apostle, who is so convinced of the
justice of her cause that she cannot make the slightest concession to the
unjust. When she faced the Versailles Court in December 1871 she flung
these words at her judges: “Since it seems that each heart that beats for
freedom has the right only to a bit of lead, I demand my bat. If you let me
live 1 shall never cease to call for vengeance, and to put the cowardly
murderers of my brothers in the pillory.” She kept her word. When she
returned to France after the general amnesty after ten years detention in
the penal colony New Caledonia, she threw herself passionately into the
revolutionary movement. She was an anarchist now. “I came to recognise,”
she said, “that power, of whatever kind, must work out to be a curse. That
is why I avow anarchism.”

When the Hunger Demonstration took place in 1883 at the Invalides
Esplanade in Paris, and baker shops in the streets round about were looted
by the unemployed, Louise was there with Emile Pouget. Though neither
had anything to do with the looting, which was done by people whom the
police had prevented from making their way to the Esplanade, Pouget was
sent to prison for eight years and Louise for six. While Louise was in prison
her old mother, to whom she was devoted died.
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did 1 ﬁ;&d at her and woun
everything possible to
She had hardly -

recove i
authorities, sentisg red when she was again on the war-path. The

i that nothing could stop her, and fearing her pepulars
g;ézi:lhenmigﬂﬁ;md a Elm to E-h}.lt her up in a lunatic asylum.pA S]L]T;ﬁ
£ T 1 3
Toulis: she flod mﬂsz:g'i:nt::e conscience revolted against this plan warneq
rrwg‘i‘ﬂ I got to know Louise she lived in_graat poverty, as she did all hey
tle. Yet she was always ready to share the little she had with others who she
thought were poorer still. She always wore the same black faded dress, ang
the same shapeless hat; but she was so frugal that she was content. Fri:.anda.
sometimes sent her clothes, but she gave them away to others. A French
comrade gave her a coat he had himself made for her, because the coat ghe
wore had rubbed so thin that it gave her no protection against the cold ang
wet of the London winter. She wore it for a few weeks, Then she appeared
again in her old coat. She had been stopped one night in the street on her
way home by a woman in rags, who asked for a few pence. Louise took off
her new coat and gave it to her

That was Louise Michel, who was known in the outlying parts of Paris ag

“la_bonne Louise”, “the good Louise”, for her kindheartedness and
selflessness had become proverbial. Had she lived in an earlier century she
might have been venerated as a saint. There burned in the great soul of this
rare woman the flame of an inextinguishable faith, that could move
mountains. [ would not therefore describe her as an idealist, for the word
has become so banal that it no longer explains what Louise was. She always
did what she felt was right. It was her nature. Though she was a woman not
only of great spirit but also of great intellect, the compass of her life was
always her great and noble heart., She was often misused by flatterers and
people who were unworthy of her, but this was something she could not
avoid; it was part of her character. Her bitterest experiences could not
destroy her absolute faith in people.

It was always a joy to me to hear her speak about her experiences in New
Caledonia, where during the ten years of her banishment she had been a
teacher among the natives. They were devoted to her. They had never before
known such a representative of the white race. When she left to return to
France, after the amnesty to the Communards, hundreds of natives came to
the ship, weeping, as they said farewell to her. Her eyes lighted up when she
spoke about the Kanaks of New Caledonia. She sang their praises, their
simplicity, their natural intelligence, their complete readiness to help
others. She did not overlook the gradual disappearance of these fine native
gualities through the inroads of white civilisation.

Louise had a collection of small chjects that she had brought away from
New Caledonia, ineluding photographs of her school and her pupils. She
never parted from these. She remembered all her friends there, and she
loved to tell stories about each of them. She once showed me a picture of a
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native girl whom she had nursed through a dreadful illness. It was hopeless;
the child died. Before she died Louise found her sobbing bitterly. She tried
to comfort her. The child said that she was crying because she had been
knitting a cover for Louise, and she wouldn't be able to finish it “My sister
is not old enough to finish it.”

Louise Michel wrote a great deal. Besides her memaoirs, of which
unfortunately only the first volume appeared, and a book about the
Commune, she wrote novels and plays. Most of them appeared in serial form
in newspapers and periodicals. Some were afterwards published in book
form, like Les microbes humains, Le monde nouveau, La misére, Nadine,
Legendes canagues, ete. | am sure if she had devoted herself completely to
writing she would have been an important figure in literature. But she was
a fighter by nature, and literature to her was only a means to an end. Art
for art’s sake meant nothing to her. Her novels and her plays — and Nadine
was a considerable success when it was produced on the stage — were
intended to call attention to the great injustices and the social
misunderstandings of the time, and to inspire people to fight, Yet they
contain powerful pictures of life, such as George Sand might have written,
Some of her poems too are beautiful, like La Frégate, where she almost
foretold her own future fate,

The sculptor Derré made a statue of her after her death, which conveys
an idea of the nature of this great and very simple woman. It shows her in
a long flowing dress, with an expression of maternal tenderness on her face,
and a little girl looking up at her lovingly. Her love of animals and birds is
symbolised by a small dog and by some birds on the low base of the statue.
The inscription reads: Louise Michel, 1836-1905. Fut la bonté méme, ne
connut que la misére et Io prison. (She was kindness itself, and knew only
misery and prison.) She never knew the joy of motherhood, but her heart
was full of motherliness for all who were unfortunate and in need.

I saw her last at a commemoration of the Commune in the club of the
dewish anarchists in the East End of London. It was in March 1904. She
took leave of us, and soon after returned to France; she died there in
January 1905,

At Grafton Hall I also met for the first time Errico Malatesta, with whom
I afterwards worked for many vears in the International Bureau of the
Anarchist International; I remained closely connected with him till he died.
I had heard a great deal about him, first in Germany and then in France,
about his amazing spirit and his adventurous life. I don't know why, but T
had always imagined him a man of giant physigue, like Bakunin. I was
therefore astonished to find him a slight, little man, nothing like what 1 had
expectad.

Yet Malatesta’s splendid head, pitch-black hair, expressive face, finely-
chiselled features, and clever, flashing eyes, which radiated so much warmth
of heart and untameable will-power, made an unforgettable impression. He
was a personality.

When 1 got to know Malatesta he was about 42, in the full power of
maturity. Except for Bakunin no man had such an enduring influence as
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Malatesta on the libertarian movement in the Latin countries, especially in
Spain and Ttaly.
He was born in 1853 in Santa Maria di Capus Vetere, near Naples. He was
8 youngster when he joined the Republican movement, which found
expression in the Young Italy of Claribaldi and Mazzinl. The ‘lurl_E. hm:d
struggle for Italian national unity did not produce the "rEp'LIbhE their
movement had sought, but had established a dynasty 'fh_llﬂh I‘BﬂPE'ﬂi the
harvest for which thousands had given their lives. Mazzini s rm_ut.tof The
voice of the people is the voice of God”, did not win the decision for the
“political theology”, which was Bakunin's description of Mazzini's t}_'EPTIE-B.
but for the House of Savoy, which took over the legacy of Mazzini and
Garibaldi. ;

Young Italy was not content with this result; new movements sprang up,
which went far beyond the narrow confines of national unity. In 1870
Malatesta, who was then 17, and studying medicine at Naples University,
was arrested during a students’ demonstration, and expelled from the
University. That set him on the revolutionary road, which he followed for
the rest of his life.

The Paris Commune rising had a powerful influence on the voung
movement. The Federalist efforts of the Commune roused an echo,
especially in Spain and Italy In Spain federalism found an outstanding

representative in Pi y Margall. In Italy, in Carlo Pisacane, the great
antagonist of political centralism who fell in 1859, fighting at Sapri. When
Mazzini dared to vilify the Paris Commune at a time when 36,000 men,
women and children were being slaughtered ecold-bloodedly by their
victorious cpponents, the breach between him and the best part of the
Italian youth became unavoidable. Bakunin who had after his escape from
Siberia settled in Italy, had an incalculable influence on this development.
He succeeded in winning some of the best of the youth away from Mazzini,
for the cause of the social revolution.

Malatesta, whom Bakunin later described as the Benjamin of the
movement, was one of these young people. Bakunin had good reason to be
proud of his Benjamin, for there have not been many who have given up
their lives so completely to the cause, till the day he died.

The Italian government feared Malatesta, for his courageous,
uncompromising, unflinching spirit, his clean and incorruptible character,
and the irresistible influence he exerted upon the masses of the people.
When the Italian government proclaimed an amnesty alter the First World
War, under revolutionary pressure, Malatesta was the only one it excluded
from the amnesty. Of course, that only poured oil on the flames, and in the

end the government, very much against its wish, had to let its relentless
enemy return. It had only shown what preat significance it attached to
Malatesta's person, Not without cause; for though Malatesta was forced to
f:;f:tld long years in exile, he was always in intimate contact with his native
Ft':"r this reason too, the British government kept a watchful eye on him
during all the many years he lived in London. His home in Islington was

22

shadowed by Scotland Yard men, who followed every movement he made. Tt
never stopped Malatesta disappearing from London without trace every
time the waves of wrath and resentmoent rose high in Italy. The old rebel
always found a way to send the watchdogs on a false trail. T could never
understand why the British government spent so much money and time to
spy on Malatesta’s movements and plans. He certainly never disturbed the

and security of the British State. England served him only as a place
of exile, because no other country in Europe would let him stay there. He
knew well enough that no foreigner could have any influence on the shaping
of English affairs. His public activity was confined to propaganda, the
spoken and the written word. But as he found it hard to express his
thoughts in English, he rarely spoke in that language. It was always an
effort for him to accept an invitation from the English comrades to speak to
them. His contributions to English publications like Freedom, Liberty, The
Torch were hardly ever written originally for them. Most of his articles that
appeared in English and his few English pamphlets were translated from
Italian and French papers. We must therefore assume that the strict watch
kept on Mnlatesta in England was inepired and required by the Italian
government.




Chapter 4
The East End

My plan, which brought me from Paris, to settle my position w:th_‘t.he
German Consulate in London and to go back to Germany, came to nothing,
At the Consulate they told me brusquely that I could not have the usual
medical examination; T must go back to Germany for thgl:. I_aaked why Lhey
refused me the ordinary procedure of a medical examination. They said |
ought to know that myself.

ll';ﬂnw it was clear. [ I*];:dn't expected the officials in the London Gumﬂe}m
would know about me, They did. At that time it was no doubt the Practice

of the German government to keep its Consulates posted about people like
me.

I realised that the road back to my native land was closed to me forever,
unless there was a revolution there, and that was too much tu1¢xpe~:t even
of my youthful enthusiasm. Germany seemed to me at that t_1me the one
state in Furope that was most firmly and most solidly ?ﬁtﬂhliﬁhed. There
was nothing to do but make the best of it, and to adjust myself to the
conditions in London. Even so, I had no idea then that London would be my

for 0 many years.

hUE:I was re.maif:]ing in London for the time being I thought I should know

more about this vast eity. I had heard and read much about “Darkest

London®, a lot of it in the writings of John Henry Mackay. 1 wantedl to see

these places of poverty and misery for myself. Otto Schreiber had lived in
London for years and also moved by Mackay, had made a number of
excursions through the slum areas. 1 asked him to show me round.

We choge SBaturday afternoons for our expeditions. England was at that
time the only country in Europe where work stopped on Saturdays around
1pm or 2pm. The whole picture of the town changed. Factories, workshops,
offices, banks were closed. The city which, on all other days was alive with
people and traffic, full of their roar and bustle, was dead on a Saturday
afternoon and Sunday. The businessmen and the clerks stayed at home or
went out on pleasure, Few people lived in the city except caretakers. The
residential parts of London, on the other hand, were more alive than ever,
especially in the neighbourhood of the big market places, where people came
to do their week-end shopping.

We had arranged to meet every Saturday afternoon, if the weather were at
all favourable, and to make our way into the districts where the London poor
lived, Bethnal Green and Hackney, Shoreditch and Whitechapel, Shadwell and
Limehouse, the grim streets of Dockland, and across the river, Deptford,
Rotherhithe, and Lambeth. It was worse than my reading and what 1 had heen
told had led me to expect. I came back from our excursions physically and
spiritually exhausted. It Was gan H]]_',’EE of human auﬂering' an inferno of m.iﬁﬂr_'y‘.
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Like many others I had believed in my youth that as social conditions
became worse, those who suffered so much would come to realise the deeper
causes of their poverty and suffering. 1 have since heen convinced that such
a belief is a dangerous illusion, like many beliefs and slogans we had taken
over from the older generation. My wanderings through the distressed parts
of London shook this early faith of mine, and finally destroyed it. There is a
pitch of material and spiritual degradation from which a man can no longer
rise. Those who have been barn into misery and never knew a better state
are rarely able to resist and revalt.

There were at that time thousands of people in London who had never
slept in a bed, who just crept into some filthy hole where the police would
not disturb them. I saw with my own eyes thousands of human beings who
could hardly be still considered such, people who were no longer capable of
any kind of work. They went about in foul rags, through which their skin
showed, dirty and lousy, never free from hunger, starving, scavenging their
food out of dustbins and the refuse heaps that were left behind after the
markets closed.

There were squalid courts and alleyways, with dreary, tumbledown
hovels, whose stark despair it is impossible to describe. And in these
cesspools of poverty children were born and people lived, struggling all their
lives with poverty and pain, shunned like lepers by all decent members of
society.

Could anything spiritual grow on these dung-heaps? These were the
dregs of a society whose champions still claimed that man was made in
God's image, but who evaded meeting the image face to face in the slums of
London. I have seen pictures of social misery in other countries, but
nowhere was the contrast so vast between assertive wealth and
indescribable poverty as in the great cities of Britain. Riches and poverty
lived almost on top of each other, separated by a street or two. You need only
leave the fine main road and plunge into a side-street to find yourself in the
most horrible slum.

It seemed to me that people took less notice of such thing= in England
than elsewhere. Even the leaders of the trade union movement took them
for granted. | remember a talk I had with Ben Tillet, who was not only one
of the most prominent trade union leaders, but also one of the best known
figures in the Social Democratic Federation, the only purely Marxist body in
Great Britain at the time. Hiz view was that an improvement of social
conditions was possible only where the urge to work and the hope of a better
future had not been completely extinguished. He thought many of those
who lived in the black spots of misery had been so demoralised by want that
they no longer had any desire for anything better. In times of revolution, he
said, it was from these quagmires of degeneration that the hyenas of the
revolution emerged. A socialist government would therefore have to think
of ways and means to get rid of this scum; false pity for them would harm
the sacialist cause.

Certainly the old slogan, “The worse the better”, was hased on an
erroneous assumption. Like that other slogan, “All or nothing”, which made
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the 3\';::;::1;:;?; ?l“{-‘!’ improvement in the lot of the workers, even when
b nced it, on the ground that it would distract the mind of
emancipatin a vlm':d turn it away from the road which leads to social
pevcholome n. It is contrary to all the experience of history and of
i mmd" people who are not prepared to fight for the betterment of their
thi %u n ltm}IE are not likely to fight for social emancipation. Slogans of

18 kind are like a cancer in the revolutionary movement.

My expeditions in darkest London brought me again in touch with the
J‘_’-“-jﬂsh comrades. Since 1 left Paris I had rarely found the opportunity to
visit them, in the East End. I was busy with my own affairs and with my
German comrades. I had met a few of the Jewish comrades in Grafton Hall,
William Wess, his sister Doris, A. Frumkin and L. Baron. Frumkin, who was
then editing the Arbeter Fraint, had asked me in 1896 to contribute an
article to his Commuene Number. It was my first contribution to the Jewish
press.

One day eoming back from an expedition to Poplar, Schreiber and [ met
Baron in Commercial Road. He asked us into his house. Several Jewish
comrades were there, and we spent an interesting evening with them. 1
learned a good deal about the Jewish Labour movement in the East End of
London. And when the comrades asked me to come to their meetings
sometimes, I was glad, and went there quite often, with some of the other
German comrades,

The meetings were held every Friday evening in a public house in
Hanbury Street; they were always attended by about a hundred people. 1
took part, in the discussions, and I was invited to deliver lectures, so that [
soon became a frequent guest of the Jewish workers.

Hanbury Street is a long, narrow, winding street, leading from
Spitalfields to Whitechapel. It locked a drab, miserable place. The
Spitalfields and Whitechapel area had been a notorious criminal quarter.
The influx of Jewish immigrants from Russia and Poland had gradually
displaced the old inhabitants, and this unsavoury part of London had
become the home of the Jewish working class. It was now possible to walk

through these streets at night without being molested. But it was still a
slum district. There was a church at the corner of Commercial Street, at the
Spitalfields end, where at any time of the day you would see a crowd of dirty,
lousy men and women, looking like scarecrows, in filthy rags, with dull
i;:f;lﬁﬂ& faces, seratching themselves. That was why it was called Itchy

At the Whitechapel end of Hanbury Street was the puhlic house, the
Sugar Loaf, where the Jewish comrades held their weekly mectings in a
back room. There was no separate entrance, so we had to go through the
pub, which was not pleasant, because there were always several drunks
there, men and women, who usad foul lanpguage and became abusive when
they saw a foreigner.

But it was hard to find other accommodation; so we made the best of it.
The meetings themselves were good, and T enjoyed them. I was struck by
the difference between the meetings of the Jewish anarchists in Paris and
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in the London ghetl.o. In Paris they were held in a pleasant cafe in the
Boulevard Barbis, where the proprietor went cut of his way to make us
comfortable. ThF people too were different. The Jewish workers in Paris
were mostly skilled artisans. Many had received a higher education in
Russia, and when they came to France they spent years learning their trade.
They were usually well-dressed, and had adopted the jaunty Parisian
manner. The Londoners looked sad and worn; they were sweatshop
workers, badly paid, and half-starved. They sat crowded together on hard
benches, and the badly lighted room made them seem paler than they really
wera,

Buit they followed the speaker with rapt attention, and as the discussion
afterwards showed, with understanding. There were a good many women at
the meetings, who showed the same intelligent interest in the proceedings
as the men. It was an intellectual elite, who met every week in this common
public ‘house room, and in time brought into existence a movement that
contributed an interesting chapter to the history of libertarian socialism.
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Chapter &

The International Socialist
Congress in London

In July 1896 the International Socialist Labour Congress met in London. It
was the fourth congress of the kind since the two Paris Cungrm}’ﬁh“”'-ﬂf
1889. As at both the previous Congresses (Brussels 1891 and Zurich 1893),
the question of admitting the anarchists and other trends played an
important part in the discussions and gave rise to fierce ?.rEllmeEts. T}m
young people of today may find it strange that the anarchists at t| f:aut t;hme
placed so much weight on being represented at these Congresses, for they
could never have hoped to have any appreciable influence in the decisions.
The fact is that from the time of the First In ternational till 1888, no general
socialist Congresses had been held. The so-called World Cengress in Ghent
in 1877 was no more than the echo of a period thﬂtt had passed and had no
practical significance for the future, It was only with ‘the two congresses in
Paris that a new chapter was opened. A new Internah:_mall was born, wi-nrmh
had little in common however with the original aspirations of the First
ional.
ht;;zast;?mnd International was an association of political Lal:u_:-ur p_arties.,
whose practical activity was mostly mnﬁneq to co-operation in the
bourgeois parlisments, and of trades unions which were largely under the
influence of those parties. Had the Congresses of the Second International
not concealed their true nature and acknowledged themselves for what they
were, international conferences of Parliamentary socialism and of social
democratic parties, the anarchists would have been the last to want to ]:ua
represented. But as long as they called themselves Imema}‘.in_nal Socialist
Labour Congresses it would be wrong to deny them admission. For the
anarchists too were after all socialists, for they opposed economic monopoly,
and worked for a co-operative form of human labour, aiming to satisfy the
needs of all and not the profits of the few. Nor could it be disputed that the
great majority of the anarchists in the different countries belonged to the
working class.

True, the Zurich Congress had decided that only trades unions and thase
socialist movements that recognised the necessity of political action should
be admitted to all future international congresses. But the anarchists were
never oppenents of political action as such. They only rojected a speeific
form of it, parliamentary activity. The anarchists had never repudiated the
defence of political rights and liberties; they had often joined in the struggle
for them against reaction.

The fact that the Zurich Resolution admitted the trades unions as such
complicated the matter still more. The English trades unions had no
connections at that time with any political party. Their members voted for
whichever party they wished. The British Labour Party came into existence
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only three years after the London Congress. The great m“-lf“';,t-"’ me
Spanish trades unions were anarchist. The Spanish Socialist Ita]f
ombraced only a small minority of the Spanish labour movement. In Italy,
Portugal, Holland and other countries there were definite movements in the
trades unions which rejected parliamentary activity in principle. There was
at that time, largely under anarchist influence, a growing powerful anti-
parliamentary tendency in the French trades unions, which a few years
later led to the formation of the Confederation Generale du Travail; it was
soon the strongest organisation of the French working class, and because it
was working for a socialist transformation of society, it rejected all co-
operation with the socialist parties. Some of the most influential
representatives of the French trade union movement were avowed
anarchists.

At the same time there was a split in the socialist parliamentary parties
in the different countries, the beginnings on the one, hand of the revisionist
movement started by Eduard Bernstein and, on the other, a definite swing
away from belief in the value of parliamentary action. In Holland the great
mas= of the socialists had formed a new organisation with a clear anti-
parliamentary line. The Socialist Labour Party of Holland launched in 1894
and generously assisted by funds from the German social democrats,
represented then only a small minority of the Dutch labour movement. In
France the socialist movement was split in half a dozen different parties,
and the Allmanists had completely abandoned parliamentary activity, and
concentrated on propaganda in the trades unions, In Italy, especially in
Romagna and the south there were powerful revolutionary tendencies
which were often wvery troublesome to the parliamentary leaders. In
Belgium, Switzerland and Denmark too there were similar smaller socialist
trends.

The 18291 International Congress in Brussels had already given me
occasion for losing some of my youthful illusions. But what I now saw in
London outdid it all in petty spite and brutal trampling down on all freedom
of opinion. The Germans surpassed themselves in London with their
unashamed intolerance, their refusal to see any point of view but their own.

The 750 delegates included a considerable number of anarchists and
representatives of other libertarian movements in Great Britain, France,
Italy, Spain, Holland, Switzerland, Denmark and Germany, whose position
the Congress had to consider before it could proceed to business. Malatesta,
for instance, was entrusted with mandates from a number of trades unions
in Spain, Italy and France, including one from the Catalonian railway
workers, who had a larger membership than the entire Socialist Party of
Spain. Of the thirteen delegates from Holland only two or three belonged to
the Social Democratic Labour Party; the rest represented the Socialist Bond
and the trades unions in the National Labour Secretariat. The twenty
Italian delegates were equally divided, ten representatives of the Socialist
Party of Italy, and ten anarchists, including Malatesta and Pietro Gori who
also represented trades unions, There were over a hundred delegates from
France, most of them representatives of trades unions and of different

29




trends of the socialist movement, who almost inwlnriahly w::':h 132:;1:":1::3
Congress® majority. The French delegation in particular af}lts R ol el
a real headache. They couldn’t understand how any socians :

to fi  the line . ;al democrats. :
ollow the line set by the German social oo/ Ry RO -

Britain h e largest represe _
mystory ha:-d::; fﬁ:ﬁ:ﬂnf:nautg had Pbecn filled. For mez'.p:]‘:iuthe S?:maj
Democratic Federation (SDF) which at that time had ha;'lelzih ' Indzl?al:d:ri
in the whole country had over a hundred delegates, whi }?ad iI:I m]; ndatn
Labour Party (ILP) with a membership of over 40,000 ?Is:l o t-Eﬂ
than the SDF. In the other countries there were no large socialis Far $rnes
then excopt in Ausri Blgum a0 S0t s fow delogais rom

s still in i innings. It was represen
Ehiﬂﬂﬂéﬁ?&ﬁxﬂﬁm Yet thzse delegates turned the scales at every

vote,

The Congress began ¢
followed by a mass meeting
park there was a cloudburs
twelve speakers’ platforms,
persisted, till even those few melted away. Only
gathered under Reformers’ Tree, went on with th

We were soaked to the skin. ) .
The Congress proper was opened the next day in Queen's Hall. Over the

itarv a huge Nower-garlanded oil portrait of Karl Marx. It
E::fg? ;ﬁr:ﬁﬁftfhrg narrE\wminded attitude of those who had arranged
the Congress. For one might have expected at least one more portrait, that
of Robert Owen. who was the great pioneer of British socialism; he had
influenced the whole movement in Britain, while Marx, though l'u.- had lived
in England for many years, never had any influence on the EI‘IE.:IEh ].H.b::lur
movement, and after the Hague Congress of 1872, which had split the First
International, he was at daggers drawn with all the prominent leaders of
the British trades union movement. n
The first important question before the Congress was that of admitting
the anarchists and representatives of other anti-parliamentary groups. The
resolution adapted by the Zurich Congress on this question was worded so
vaguely that everybody could interpret it differently True, the anarchists
had been excluded from the Zurich Congress on the grounds of this
resolution, but feeling among the French, Belgians, Dutch and others rose
s0 high against it that a rider had to be added to the resolution. Its text,
introduced by Bebel, Kautsky, Adler and others, and adopted by the
majority of the Zurich Congress, said that it was not intended to mean “that
everyone who comes to the Congress is bound in consequence to engage in
political action under all circumstances and in every detail in accordance
with our defimition. It asks only for the recognition of the right of the
workers to use all the political powers of their countries, according to their
own judgment, for promoting the interests of the working classes, and to
constitute themselves as an independent labour party.”

on Sunday, July 26th, with a peace demonstration,
in Hyde Park. As the first marchers entered the
t, and most of them fled for shelter. There were

but very few people round them. The downpour
the anarchists, who had
gir meeting, till the end,
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te clear that the rider had been added at the time only to secure

It was, qui thout which the congresses

future participation of the trades unions, wi 1€ ¢ :

ctgfdd nevaf have claimed to be lahour congresses. All the socialist Pﬂr::ie‘ﬂh
without exception, included socialists who did not belong to the working
class. But only workers could belong to the trades unions. No anarchist, as
Gustav Landauer said at the London Congress, defending h?ﬁ right to his
mandate, had ever thought of denying to other socialists the right to engage
in parliamentary activity. What they asked was the right to hold a different
opinion about the value of parliamentary action. )

The Germans iried to steamroller the Congress on this gquestion S0
ruthlessly that it infuriated a great many delegates. The English trade
unionist leader Ted Legatt, who belonged to the anarchist wing, thundered

inst it. “Proletarians of all countries unite!” he cried, in his powerful
voice that the chairman's bell could not drown.

The conduct of the majority on the second day was even worse.
Examination of the mandates had shown that three members of the French
Parliament, Jaures, Viviani and Millerand, had no mandates and took the
attitude that their mandates in the French Parliament were sufficient. The
French majority, which was entirely anti-parliamentary, had agreed to
admit these three, thereby showing a tolerance that was totally absent from
the Congress majority. Some of the leading British delegates, including
Bernard Shaw of the Fabians, protested that being a Member of Parliament
did not itself confer the right to attend the Congress as a delegate. The
Congress majority ignored them.

Germany had sent 46 social democrats and five anarchists. Switzerland
with 12 delegates had two anarchists among them. Denmark with seven
delegates had one anarchist. The Dutch delegation consisted of two social
democrats and 13 anarchists. Bohemia sent one social democrat and one
anarchist. The Italian delegation was also equally divided, tem social
democrats and ten anarchists.

The Chairman on the second day was Paul Singer, a member of the
German Parliament (Reichstag). He tried to stop the discussion, and said he
would take the vote on the question.

Pandemonium broke loose. The Chairman’s gong, which sounded, like a
big church bell, was drowned in it. The Germans, the Austrians and their
supparters in other delegations backed Paul Singer's ruling. But Keir
Hardie, of the ILE who was deputy chairman of the session, got up and
making himself heard above the uproar, told Singer that people didn’t
conduct meetings like that in England. Before the vote was taken both sides
must be given a hearing. So Malatesta and Landauer were allowed to speak.

The reports about the Congress in the London press were very sarcastic
about Singer's behaviour in the chair. Of course, Malatesta and Landauer
and other speakers made no impression at all on the Congress majority.
Damela Nieuwenhuis, who had at that time not yet joined the anarchists,
said: “We do not contest the right of any movement to hold congresses and
to decide who is to attend to fit in with their programme. But then it must
be made absolutely clear what sort of a congress it is. Thiz congress has
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s - vitations said nothing
been called ns a goneral socialist congress. The nvi d |
about anarchists E:nd social democrats. They spoke only of socialists and

trades unions. No one can deny that people like Kpupat}tﬂ o ﬂc?:]il:tﬁ::i:n If:‘
the whole anarchist-communist movement ALeTc: g v s:um resented.”
they are excluded, the purpose of the Congress has been misrep ;

On the third duy, Millerand, in the name of the French minority, sald that

as the French majority had spoken for admitting the anarchists the
inori i -k with the majority. He asked that the
minority refused to continue 10 WOL T nch delegations, each with its
Congress should recognise two separate Frenc ga '
ﬂw;'l;v:r?;vas an outburst of protest. The Epglish delegates lost their temper.
oderates of Belgian socialism, opposed the idea of
Vandervelde, one of the m ;

itti : h delegation. If that were agreed to, he said, the same
s o A i h and the Italians. Karl Marx's son-
right would have to be given to the Dutch and the AT
in-law denounced Vandervelde as a traitor to the cause. )

Bernard Shaw rose on Millerand's proposal, to move next business. The
Chairman informed him that the French Marxists would then lr:ave the
Congress. Shaw's answer was that if that were =o he really insisted on

i 1MaSES,

mu];:;fg;i::: :::i tried to speak on the motion were ghouted down. It went
on for hours, and most of the third day was simply wasted. At l“f- r._he
Chairman succeeded in putting Millerand's propnas_tl to the vole. Britain,
France, Holland, Belgium and Italy voted against it. The ﬂ&rm:fms were
supported by Austria, Switzerland, and fourteen ntherr delegations like
Portugal, Poland, Romania, Bulgaria, etc., most of which hadl o_-n!g,r two
delegates each. But it gave them a majority. So France was split into two
delegations.

Tﬁz fourth day saw the expulsion of the anarchists. I -:rfterf asked myself
during this London Congress what would happen if people so m_tnlerant and
despotic as these German social democrats ever came to power in a country.
I began to fear thal socialism without liberty must lead to an even worse
tyranny than the conditions against which we were fighting. What has since
happened in Russia has proved my fears to have been more than justified.
The anarchists held an international protest demonstration in the Holborn
Town Hall. A great many messages of support were received and were read
from the platform, including messages from William Morris, Walter Crane
and Robert Blatchford of the Clarion. They roundly condemned the
intolerance which had manifested itzelf at the Congress. William Morris

said that il he were well enough he would have come to express his
condemnation from the platform.

Keir Hardie and Tom Mann came and spoke. Keir Hardie said he was
ne anarchist, but no one could prophesy whether the socialism of the
future would shape itself in the image of the social demoerats or of the
anarchists. The crime of the anarchists in the eyes of the Congress’
majority appeared to be that they were a minority. If they agreed with that
attitude then the socialist movement as a whole had no right to exist,
because it represented a minority. The other speakers at the meeting
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included Kropotkin, Elisée Reclus, Malatesta, Louise Michel, Kenworthy

d Landauer.

Empuring the term of the London Congress the anamhfst‘dcffgﬂ“—'ﬂ and
others met in the Italian Club in Soho. I first met Kropotkin there. I also
met Gustav Landauer there. This tall, lank, narrow-chested man made the
impression outwardly of a poor, helpless, ineffectual creature. But he was a
spiritual giant. He had fine features and thoughtful eyes which seemed to
look beyond all arcund him. One felt when he spoke that every word came
from his soul, bore the stamp of absolute integrity. I hadn’t much
opportunity to get to know him during the London Congress, but I had
another occasion later, when he lived for a time in London; [ learned to
know him well.

Landauer was a mild-natured man, with a deep sense of justice. It did not
prevent him being sometimes harsh in his judgments and even unjust. But
he was always ready to admit that he had made a mistake. He demanded the
highest standards from himself; he was always searching for the truth, and
therefore kept far away from all dogmas. As he expected the same from
others he often found himself in conflict with his closest comrades. Though
he was all his life actively engaged in social movements he was never a man
in a movement. His influence extended therefore only to a small elite who
eould understand his thoughts and were devoted to him. His close friend
Fritz Mauthner, the philosopher, said of him after his tragic death: “Gustav
Landauer failed because he was no politician, and was yet driven by his
passionate compassion for the peaple to be active politically, too proud to
join a party, not narrow enough to form a party round his own name.
Thrown upon himself, a leader without an army. An eternal anarchist, who
rejected all rule, and therefore above all party rule. That was one thing he
was sure about.”

When the Kaizser fled after the First World War, and the Weimar Repuhlic
was established, Landauver saw an opportunity of carrying out hiz humane
socialist ideas. He was brutally murdered by German officers and soldiers.
Ernst Toller, who witnessed it, being himself in the same prison, described
it. “They dragged him into the prison courtvard. An officer struck him in
the face. The men shouted ‘Dirty Bolshie! Let's finish him off!” A rain of
blows from rifle-butts descended on him. They trampled on him till he was
dead.”

When Landauer came to London that first time he was in conflict with
many of the comrades in Germany. He was at the time editor of the Socialist
in Berlin. On taking over the paper he had ranged it on the side of the
anarchistz, and had made it a highly intellectual paper. The result was that
it lost its old propaganda value. It was a magazine for discussing theoretical
gqueetions. It made big demands on the minds of its readers. Most of the
comrades were dissatisfied with it. They wanted a propaganda sheet, which
the ordinary working man could understand, and which would bring
adherents to the movement.

If the movement could have run both Landauer's paper and a propaganda
sheet there might have been no trouble. But there were not enough funds
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for that. So there was constant friction. Landauer whe frim:.dsalmruiﬁ-t?
bind the paper, refused to make concessions 10 l?etzll: Ll':me fl?ut 4
Landaver put his faith in the intellectuals. He dlﬂ‘fﬂmh‘ in those days
faith was misplaced. Many who had worked m::d 1;1“ ]]11 R ala A Lt
afterwards deserted him, and took very, B"“‘“geu £ inectiom with theiE
name in German literature. But they had no further €0

previous beliefs.
Landauer's opponents were mostly good, honest gomrades, who were ag

convinced they were right as Landauer was abiout Himas, H"e ?Oust h:;e
felt it himself, for in the end he agreed to if'“hhsh Hlii';, 'dnp l:wﬂg?i il
sheet. Der Arme Konrad (Poor Conrad), edited by Albert Weidner. Weidner
did his best with it. but it was too small to have a great influence, and it did
not satisfy Landauer's opponents. They started a new, larger paper, and

Landauer's Socialist slowly died. Its death was a severe blow to the

intellectual German movement. The new paper was poorly edited and badly

i '+ was little consolation to plead that it was pmduo.ed ﬂ-nt:irely
E;.luttredrilﬁ:ydu:;rking men. For Landauer it was a tragedy. It dep_nvad ]:u:rn of
a wvaluable activity, for which he was Buprfamely fitted, eul‘nd in which he
rendered splendid service. It made him feel isolated and solitary.

It was during the London Congress that I first met Max Hettiau,_tha
historian of libertarian socialism. He was still little known at that time.
Only a few of the older comrades like Kropotkin, Elisée Reclus, Malatesta,
James Guillaume and Victor Dave knew his early studies. Even the German
comrades hardly knew him then. His first historieal writi_ngs app_aared
anonymously, and as he was no public speaker and took no active part in the
movement few were aware of his existence.

Nettlau used to come to London for a few months every year regularly at

that time, to work at the British Museum Library. He had little contact with
the German comrades in London. The reason for this was that there had
been continual quarrelling in the earlier movement, and it had left an
unpleasant memory with Nettlau; he couldn't rid himself of it afterwards.
He maintained active relations with Malatesta and the Freedom Group, the
only association of which he was a member, except for William Morris’s
Socialist League, which he had joined at Victor Dave’s urging. He remained
with the Freedom group till Tom Keel's death.

I met Nettlau in the Italian Club in Dean Street, which the comrades
frequented during the London Congress. He was then about 30. He was tall
and well-built, with fair hair and beard, blue eyes and fine features, the real
type of the Nordic; the later representatives of the Third Reich would have
envied him.

Nettlau was born on April 30th, 1865, in Neuwaldegg, near Vienna. His
fﬂthe; belonged to an old Prussian family in Potsdam, who settled in
A‘." stria, but never abandoned his German citizenship; so that Nettlau
himself was a German all his life. He received an excellent education. At 23
he got his Doctorate of Philosophy for a thesis on the grammar of the Celtic
languages. He onee showed it to me and remarked that he had always been
attracted to unpopular causes; for few people bothered at that time about
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the Celtic languages. Later he chose for his subjact_ Bakunin, the ms:::‘.’:" of
whose powerful activity had paled in most countries or had been
caricatured by the Marxist historians.

mge came into the Austrian radical movement as a young ﬂtudeqt, and
soon found himself in the ranks of libertarian socialism, to which c]::
afterwards gave invaluable service. He contributed a number ﬂt: ]'uiit-ﬂn
essays to Johann Most’s Freiheit. His first essays on Bakunin's life also
appeared as a series of articles in Freiheit in 1891, as well as his first study
on The History of Anarchism.

When I first met Nettlau in London in 1896 I could not have foreseen ho_w
much 1 would come to owe him. He was already engaged at that Li_me in
collecting his materials for his monumental biography of Bakunin, which he

pever considered finished. There was hardly a person who had been

connected with Bakunin whom Nettlau did not talk to or correspond with.
He made long journeys, collected enormous quantities of letters and
unpublished documents and manuseripts, before he started to write the
actual biography. He discovered many first-hand sources which are
invaluable to any future historian. Everything that has since been written
about Bakunin and his circle and the First International is derived from
Nettlau's material, and would probably have disappeared but for Nettlau.

It was a tragedy that he never had the satisfaction of seeing his great
work printed, Only fifty copies were multigraphed by Nettlau himself
between 1896-1900 and distributed among a few friends, and in the big
libraries in London, Paris, Berlin, Vienna, Madrid. It is in German, in three
volumes, and runs to 1,281 pages. Between 1903-1905 Nettlau wrote four
maore volumes,

Elisée Reclus persuaded Nettlau to write his Bibliographie de l'Anarchie,
which appeared in 1897 in Brussels. Tt contains in about 300 pages a list of
everything printed till then on this subject, books, pamphlets, newspapers,
arranged according to languages and countries. No-one but Nettlau could
have done such a work. Elisée Reclus said in his foreword that he had never
realised before “how rich we are.” This was the first work which had
Nettlau's name on it; it was his introduction to those outside his own small
cirele of friends.

It is impossible to speak here of all his other immense contributions to
our literature. Except Proudhon there is no-one in the whole libertarian
movement who has left so much monumental work behind him. Nor is it
propaganda work. It is valuable historical work. Nettlau was an absolutely
honest historian.

In spite of hizs great knowledge and his immense industry and the
historical value of his work Nettlau never earned a living by his writing.
Until the First War he was in the fortunate position of being financially
independent, and so able to devote his whole time to his studies. He had a
small legacy from his father which he found enough for his needs. Much of
hiz time was spent in travelling and visiting the great libraries of Europe.
The war changed all this. Robbed of his income he lived in a tiny room in
Vienna, with no comforts or conveniences, in real poverty, often in bitter
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want. But he went on working hard, and most of his important works were
Written in that period.

N_eulnu and I became friends. I was intensely interested in his work, and
T tried to help him by collecting for him over a period of years all _ﬂ'le
anarchist publications in Yiddish that appeared in England and America,
Periodicals, pamphlets and books. )

We kept up a regular correspondence over the years. Unhappily most of
his letters fell into the hands of the Hitler barbarians and are probably lost.

Nettlau had an individual place in the libertarian movement. He was in
the anarchist movement, but he belonged to no particular sc:‘hm]i. Neither
Tucker's individualist anarchism nor Kropotkin's communist anarchism
could quite satisfy him. He believed that the propused economic system
must first be tested and tried out by the practical realities of life because, he
said, things that appear logical in theory are often guite the opposite when
they encounter difficulties in real life that no one could have foreseen.

Economic forms must serve a purpose, must not be made a purpose in

themselves, Their value could be judged only by the way in which they

proved useful or harmful to the development of a free human society. Free
experiment was to him the only criterion of a really free society; only
experience could show what was right in the theory and what was wrong.

Wettlau was therefore the first to stand up for the rights of minorities in

socialism. Without that, he said, the new society would be only a tyranny.

He saw that the endless differences that existed in the socialist movement

of his time made it impuossible that the social revolution could develop in

only one special direction, and that to impose one particular trend by brute
foree must lead to the suppression of all the other trends, as the Russian
Revolution has demonstrated so terribly.

Nettlau's ideas had their roots in the liberal thought of the 19th century,
which does not mean that he was behind his times, or had no understanding
for later developments. He had a wide vision, and he realised that not all
development is progress. He felt that the great technical achievements of
our day were not keeping in step with our ethical development, and that
there was a decline of social conscience. He was afraid that the increasing
mechanisation in economic life and the centralisation of the modern state

also mechanised our thoughts and feelings and weakened our moral sense,
He considered this the gravest danger of our time, which he said could only
lead to terrible social disasters.

Nettlau was the sworn enemy of dogmas and slogans, which hamper
thought and fetter reason, He hated the despotism of ideas as much as he
hated political and economie despotism. He called himself a heretie, and
that was indeed what he was. He never hid his opinions, and he often told
some uncomfortable truths to his own comrades, only they never paid
enough attention to them. He knew that, and it made him sad. He once
wrote to me: “To think for vourself is the hardest task of all. Yet one single
new idea is worth more than a whole stock of mouldy musty theories,”

Ameong those I met in London in the early days was Hermann Jung, who
had been the Secretary of the First International. He had a small
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watchmaker's shop off the Gray's Inn Road. He was a Swiss, born in the
Bernese Jurag, but he had lived for many years in England, and spoke
English as well as he spoke German and French. He told me a lot about the
differences and clashes which had led to the split in the First International.
According to him they had existed from the start, from its formation. He did
not see how it could have been otherwise. The great service of the
International Working Men's Assnciation, which became known as the First
International, he said, was that by the principles laid down in the Inaugural
Address, and by the federalist nature of its statutes it had allowed complete
liberty of movement to each national association, requiring only that its
members in all countries should work for the common aim of the
Association, the economie, political and social emaneipation of the working
class. As long as each of the different trends could work for this aim in its
own way there was no danger of a split.

The trouble started when the attempt was made at the London
Conference in 1871 to impose the political methods of one special school of
thought on all the national associations. Even the Juras Federation, which
Marx and Engels and their followers always blamed for the split had,
according to Jung, never contemplated anything like it. Jung said he had
never shared the socialist conceptions of the Jurassiennes, and he still
believed that socialist ideas and endeavours had been most clearly
formulated by Marx. Yet he had to admit that the Internationalists of the
Juras were absolutely right in their defence of the principles of the
International, and Marx and Engels were wrong, because they had
arbitrarily tried to alter the old principles which, according to the statutes
eould be done only by a congress.

Jung put the blame for what happened in London on Engels who, on
leaving Manchester in 1871 to settle in London, had become 2 member
of the General Council. His domineering attitude got everybody’s back
up. Jung who had no good word to say for Germans generally, considered
Engels a thorough German, even though he had lived in England for
almost 50 years. He was never able to understand anyone else’s point of
view. As it happens, Max Beer expressed the same feeling about Engels
in his book Fifty Years of International Socialism. According to Jung the
members of the General Council had always got on well together, till
Engels appeared. Marx had always consulted his close colleagues, and
had considered their opinions. As soon as Engels opened his mouth there
was trouble. With him it was bend or hreak. He knew no middle way. He
refused to yield on any question, as people must do in a hody like the
International, which was composed of divergent trends, if it is to exist at
all. Engels behaved in the General Council like a bull in a china shop,
Jung said. When Engels was appointed corresponding secretary for Italy
and Spain the clashes became inevitable. There was no longer any
chance of co-operating in the General Council. Marx fell increasingly
under the influence of Engels, and so became estranged from most of his
old friends. Jung thought that Marx could not oppose Engels because
Marx's family depended for years on the financial help they received
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f‘:m Engels. But this was a subject Jung was most reluctant to talk
about.

Jung said the clashes in the General Couneil continued until he, Georg

Eccarius and most of the English members of the Council became
comvineed that the International must collapse, unless the General Council
was transferred to Belgium or Switzerland. Marx and Engels opposed any
such idea: it ended with the split in the International. ‘What is important
about Jung's story is that he remained a life-long Marxist, s atoad at 4ll
the congresses of the International for the theoretical principles laid down

by Marx.
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Chapter 6

Milly:
How We Went to New York
and Came Back

[ continued my visits to the Jewish comrades in Whitechapel. I was working
at the time in Lambeth, and I found the journey easier from the East End.
So [ rented a room in Shoreditch, in the house of a Jewish comrade, Aaron
Atkin. He kept a small shop. Some comrades in the Jewish movemnent used
to meet in his shap parlour. I spent many pleasant hours with them, talking
and discussing.

It was in that circle [ really got to know Milly Witcop, who afterwards
became my life's partner. She was one of the most devoted members of the
Arbeter Fraint group. 1 had met her before in the West End, among the
CGerman comrades. She used to go there to sell papers and pamphlets, and
to collect funds for the activities of her movement. She was 18 or 19, a slim
young girl, simple and unaffected, with thick black hair and deep, large
eyes, earnest and eager and zealous for our cause. Everybody held her in
high regard. But it was only when I came to live in the ghetto that I got to
know her rare and beautiful character. We became close friends.

I had met a girl at home in Germany, who followed me to Paris. We had a
child, my son Rudoll. We lived together in Paris, and afterwards in London,
but without ever discovering any spiritual bond between us. We parted. She
insisted on keeping the child. Later, when she married another man, the
child was in his way, and Milly and I took him. He was six at the time Milly
and I had meanwhile found our way to each other. She was a good mother
to my son. Milly and I have been together for a very long time now. Our
union has withstood all the blows and buffettings of fate. We have been
happy together. We have never regretted our choice. Our companionship has
brought out eertain qualities in me that could never have developed under
less favourable conditions, A man who has stood as [ have from his earliest
youth in the crush and throng of a movement must have a place where he
can {ind inner peace, and another human being who is not only his wife, but
his friend and comrade, to whom he can open his heart and trust her with
everything.

Not even the freest and most emancipated ideas about the relationship of
the sexes can alter this fact. I know there is no golden rule in these matters,
that human beings are very different in their nature, and that one can’t lay
down any general principle that will apply to everybody: I realise that T have
been a very lucky man in this regard. We have gathered no wordly treasures
on our life's road. We have been richly acquainted with hardships and
dangers. But we have carried the burden together; we have lived and
worked and fought as good comrades; we never had reason to reproach each
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other. for our cause was the same for both of us. But in return we have had
much joy, such as is given only to people for whom the at.ru_grgle for a great
cause has become a vital need. We did not have to go searching for the blue
bird. He was always with us, )

Milly was born in Zlatapol, a small town in the Ukraine. She had a hard
childhood. Her parents were very poor. Her father was a tailor, who made
and repaired clothes for the estate owners round about. However hard he
worked there was always want in the house. o

Her mother was a deeply religious Jewess, a fine woman, who in spite of
her own poverty was always helping others poorer than her&el[' She did the
same afterwards in London. She devoted herself to the relief of the poorest
of her Jewish fellow-beings. Her reward was that ghe was venerated in her
own circle as almost a saint. She was always looking for something to do for
others. And she was so modest and unassuming about it that everybody had
to respect her, :

Milly had been very religious as a child. The family was proud of her piety.
She came to London in 1894 hardly more than a child. She went to work in
the tailoring sweatshops of the East End, and for years grudged herself a
bite of bread to save up the fare to bring her parents and sisters to London
and provide a home for them.

But meanwhile she had undergone a change. At home, in the small town
in the Ukraine, her world had been one of simple folk, who held strictly to
the traditions of their Jewish faith and practice. In London she found people
for whom religion had become a dead ritual. The conditions under which
she lived and worked forced her to draw conclusions which she could net
reconcile with her old beliefs. Her young spirit was tormented by doubts.
Milly was one of those natures who cannot accept anything by halves. She
always looked for a whole. It must have been agony to her to be a divided
being.

Shi came upon a strike meeting of Jewish bakery workers in the East
End. The speeches made a tremendous impression on her. She felt that she
must join the fight against injustice. She had started on the road that led
her to the meetings of the Jewish anarchists at the Sugar Loaf public house.

The rest followed. Milly read our literature, attended our meetings
;EE'E]M]I. She had lost her old religion, but she had replaced it with a new
aitl.

When her parents at last arrived in London with the other children they
no longer found the daughter they had known before. She was a grown,
mature person, standing on her own feel. She was still devoted to them,
helpful, affectionate.

But one could hardly expect these old people, completely untouched by
modern ideas, to understand the inner transformation in their daughter.
They showed the same love to her as always, but they felt they had lost her
The father could not help reproaching her sometimes. The mother never

did. She kept her grief hidden in her heart. To her, utterly absorbed in her
religion, the ealamity that had struck her was God-ordained, something
against which man must not complain, but must accept and make the best
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of it. The three other daughters, Polly, Fanny and Rose later went the same
road as Milly. It was a heavy blow for their parents.

When I first got to know her Milly was living with her parents and her
three sisters. There is no doubt that she felt and was moved by the grief of
her parents, but what could she do? Should she hide her real beliefs, and
play a game of pretence? That her nature would not allow. She had to be
completely, wholly herself She could give her parents everything in her
power, but she could no longer think as they thought.

In December 1897 1 had a letter from an old friend in New York,
proposing that I should come to America. He said I was sure to find a good
job there. He offered to send me the tickets for the passage as soon as I
would be ready to come.

But I felt I belonged to Europe. To go to the New World seemed to me an
act of desertion. Therefore I wrote to my friend that I couldn’t think of it.

Yet four months later the idea came back to me. There was a strike where
I worked, against a reduction of wages. We lost the strike. I lost my job: and
it didn't look as if I could {ind another for a long time. So I thought of
America as a way out of my difficulty. I wrote to my friend and he sent me
the ticket.

Of course I spoke about it to Milly We were not living together yet. We
had no relationship as man and wife. But we had now been close and
intimate friends for over a year. She agreed at once to go to America with
me.

We had arranged to go in the middle of April; but war broke out between
the United States and Spain, and the American povernment requisitioned
all the big passenger ships for war service. The shipping companies could
offer us accommodation only on a small boat leaving Southampton on May
15th. We had registered for the passenger list as married, which meant we
would have a small cabin to ourselves. T mention this private matter only
because it became the subject of a big state action against us, which
occupied the attention of the American Press for weeks.

The "Chester” was an old tub, that had been hastily got ready for the
purpose. Our eabin, which was between-decks, was tiny and gloomy, without
any comfort at all. Yet we did not mind, for we were two young people about
to step over the threshold into our new life together. The voyage took two
whole weeks, but the weather was favourable, and we had few other
passengers on board, which was just what we wanted. We were due to arrive
in New York on the morning of May 29th. But we were delayed outside New
York harbour by a sudden thick fog. The engines had to be stopped, and we
lay there all that morning. The fog signals were kept going all the time. The
fog began to lift about noon. Scon we saw the blue sky again and the sun
shining on the sea. New York lay before us, and in the distance the Statue
of Liberty, holding the torch.

We stood on deck the whole time, feeling almost sorry that the voyage was
over, for it had sealed our union. It was not till late in the afternoon that we
reached the landing pier. After the first formalities were over we were
driven like a herd of cattle on to a small boat that took us to an island. That
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ﬁi ':;3 'F:Hh‘ _whem the immigrants were put through their examination,

P uilding wheve the immigrants had to wait till they were given
PeETmMIEsION to gu ashore had been burned down a short while before, A
temporary building had been hastily erected.

Sometimes immigrants had to wait several days before a decision wag
]’t‘ﬂl:hed about them, and as there was no sleeping accommodation there the
:mnnf_;ranta were put at night on an old ship, where the men had g
dnrmftnr}' between-decks, and the women slept on the upper deck. Next
morning we were all brought back to the island, where we had our meals, in
a vast hall. It was empty and ugly, making us feel very unhappy and
dejected. We didn't expect comfort, but this place was filthy and verminoys,

When we first entered it the hall was packed with immigrants, who had
arrived on two other boats the day before. We were divided by the alphahet
into small groups, to the accompaniment of a continuous shouting and
bellowing in every language under the sun, so that it sounded like 4
madhouse. Sometimes the officials poked their sticks into those of us whg

did not understand, to show us where they wanted us to go. We noticed that
it was those who looked shabby or less intelligent who were mostly
subjected to this treatment. When it came to our turn we were taken, a
group of us, into a smaller room, where a great many officials sat at their
desks, which were heaped with papers. The official who dealt with us asked
me several questions. | answered briefly. Then he asked for our marriage

apers.

. Pwee hadn't any. He noted this down, and told us to go. The next day we
were taken to another room, where four high officials and an elderly lady
sat round a table. We were offered two chairs. One of the officials addressed
me in German: “You say you have forgotten your marriage certificate.
People don't forget such things when they come on a journey like this.™

“I didn’t say that,” I answered. “l said we have no marriage certificate.
Our bond is one of free agreement between my wife and myself. It i= g
purely private matter that concerns only ourselves, and it needs no
confirmation from the law.”

The old lady looked straight at Milly, and said to her: “But you ean’t as a
woman agree with that. Don't you see the danger you are in? Your husband
can leave you whenever he pleases, and you have no legal hold on him."”

“Do you suggest,” Milly answered, “that 1 would consider it dignified as
a woman and a human being to want to keep a husband who doesn’t want
me, only by using the powers of the law? How can the law keep a man's
love?"

“This is the first time I have heard a woman speak like that,” the old lady
said reproachfully. “If everyone ignored the law in respect of marriage, we
should have free love.”

"Love is always free,” Milly answered. “When love ceases to be free il is
prostitution.”

The old lady bit her lip, and said no more. Then the official who had
addressed me before asked if I would swear that I was not legally married
to another woman. He said I need not answer the question, if I didn't wish
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to. I said I could answer it, and would. I was not married to any other
woman. He handed me a Bible, and asked me to swear on it. ] said my word
would have to do, because neither of us belonged to any church.

Next morning a number of people came to question us. We assumed they
were police agents. They were very polite to us, and the officials too treated
us very courteously. Some were most friendly. One of the officials, who was
born in France, to whom 1 had mentioned that 1 had lived in Paris for a few
years, remarked that people looked at these things differently in France;
America was a puritan country, and he was afraid that unless we agreed to
get married we would both be sent back. He told us he had held his post on
the island for ten years, and had never come across a case like ours before.

My friend who had sent me the ticket for the journey came to see me. He
knew what had happened. Those people who had questioned us were
newspaper reporters. The papers were full of us. He brought a batch of
papers with him for me to see. Most of the reports in the big dailies were
sensational and unfriendly. The reporter of the Yiddish social democratic
paper Arbeter Zeitung brought us a copy of his paper, which headed its
report: “Love without marriage, rather than marriage without love.”

Then an old gentleman came to see us. We were taken to a very
comfortable room, and offered coffee and cakes. The old gentleman assured
us that he had no doubt about the purity of our intentions, but society could
not exist if everybody thought and behaved as we did. “You are young
people,” he said, “trying to break through a brick wall with your heads. One
day you will discover that it is impossible.® :

He told us there would be a proposal made to us, which would solve our
difficulty, and he advised us to accept it. We found afterwards that the old
gentleman was TV. Powderly, who had been President of the Knights of
Labour, once a great trade union organisation; he was the Commissioner-
General of Immigration.

Two days later the proposal was made to us. It was that we would be
admitted if we first got legally married. We might have agreed, for there
seemed no other way. But we could not see why we were being ordered to do
something for which there was no law in the United States to justify such
intervention in our private life. The only people who were excluded by the
immigration laws were criminals, the feeble-minded and those with
incurable diseases. We were none of theze. The law against the admission of
foreign anarchists, which has not been properly tested juridically even now,
came into force five years later. Therefore our case was unique. We said we
would prefer the journey back to Europe, as we considered the decision
taken with regard to us contrary to the law, and we did not believe that we
had done anything wrong, for which we ought to reproach ourselves. Honest
people had sometimes to sacrifice material advantages for the sake of their
self-respect.

The day before we left T had another unpleasant experience. My friend
had promized to come again, to say goodbye to us. We were sitting in our
usual places when an official came to say that there was a letter for us. It
was from my friend, who had written that he found it impossible to get away
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give me the letter. They took
fore asked my name. |

in time. But 1 did not know that. They did not 4
me Lo a room, wl sial I had never seen 4] £ ; :
m, whee.an offietal 2 d instead of giving it to me slit it

told him. He then produced a letter, an ;
open, and started to read it. That made me furious. After all, we were not

eriminals in prison, but passengers who had paid our fares.

S0l sn.utclt]led the lel:l:]:r awnai'ffmm him, and put it in my pocket. That
made him mad. He stormed and raged at me, and said I must give him back
my letter. I refused, Our voices rose higher and higher, till two officials came
running in from the next room to see what the row was about. When |
explained, one of them, who behaved very decﬂrlltl,}'. assured me that this was
the procedure with all letters for immigrants; it was a precaution they had
to take to prevent immigrants who came without money, as requ.lred by the
immigration regulations, getting it sent to them by friends outside.

“Then I should have been told that,” I answered. “I would have opened
my letter, and T would have let you see that there was no money there, But
I will nat have you open my letters.” Next morning we were taken back on
board the Chester, where everyone, of course, knew our story. But we were
treated there with the utmost consideration. It was a beautiful, bright
summer’s day when we started our journey back to England. We stood on
deck, and watched the green banks of the Hudson glide past. When we saw
the Statue of Liberty again she looked to me as though she wore the dress
of a nun.

There were few passengers on board, and as the weather continued good
all the way the voyage on this old tub turned out to be more of a pleasure
trip for us than a punishment. The first morning out from New York we
were approached on deck by one of the ship’s officers, with a steward
carrying a great bowl of fruit, which he handed us very politely. He
introduced himself as the first engineer. He said he had come to express his
personal sympathy at the way we had been treated in New York. He said he
shared our views, and respected us because we had stood up for them. He
asked if we knew Benjamin Tucker, | said we did not know him personally,
but we knew of him, and we knew his views, and we knew his paper Liberty.
He said he was a follower of Tucker’s, and a regular reader of Liberty. He

came to see us every day, each time bringing gifts of fruit, chocolate and

cigarettes. We spent many hours together, talking.
Then the purser asked to see us. He wanted to know why we had been

sent back. We told him. “Yes,” he said, “that is what the newspapers
reported. But that isn't what the immigration authorities told the
company.” We asked him what the company had been told. He said it was
Fhat we h?dn’t the minimum amount of money required for entry under the
immigration laws. I took out my wallet and showed him my meney. “Thank
you," he said, “that is all I wanted to know.”

Now why did the immigration authorities tell the shipping company this
untruth? I can only suggest it was because the real reason gave them no
legal ground for sending us back.

Duf little adventure caused mare stir than we had thought. Friends in
America sent us batches of newspapers and periodicals from all parts of the
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States, with reports and articles about us. C.E. Walker had a long article in
the Chicago Lucifer telling our story, and condemning the behaviour of the
immigration authorities. It completely supported our attitude, But there
were points of detail that were misreported; they had been copied from the
reports in the daily press, 1 wrote to Walker, explaining the facts, and
dealing with the whole general question of the way the immigrants were
treated. My letter appeared in Lucifer as an article running to two whole
pages, and with a note on the front page directing special attention to it.
When we reached Southampton, and were landed without any questions
being asked, without any examination, we felt doubly welcome after our

experiences in New York.
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Chapter 7

How I Became a Yiddish Editor

We did not stay long in London. I was not hopeful about finding work there,
I made up my mind to try my luck in Brussels. But as the summer was a bad
time there we postponed our departure till the autumn. Meanwhile we
decided to try the provinces. We went to Liverpool. Walking along the street
there, near the station, we were stopped by a young man, who turned out to
be one of the Jewish workers who had attended our meetings in London. He
told us that Moritz Jeger, whom we both knew from London, had a small
printing shop quite near. The young man offered to take us there. ,

Jeger and his wife were glad to see us. When they heard we intended
staying in Liverpool for a few months they suggested that we should take a
room in their house. The rent was very little: two shillings a week, But the
room was quite bare; not a stick of furniture in it. Jeger had two long, wide
benches, which we could use as beds. The big case in which we had brought
our belongings became our table. We added a couple of broken chairs. That
was all our furniture.

We learned from Jeger that there were a number of Jewish comrades in
Liverpool. But no activity. This was strange for Jewish anarchists, who were
usually very active. It was due to internal disagreements for which, 1
Jearned later even from my own experience, Jeger was chiefly responsible. 1
had known Jeger in London only slightly, just from seeing him at meetings.
I got to know him much better in the three months we lived under his roof,
He was a man alflicted by a morbid ambition, far beyond his ability. His
egoism was guch that it was impossible for him to have any comradely
relationship with the other comrades, they had gradually withdrawn from
all activity, and had left him isolated.

The cause of the trouble was a small sheet, The Rebel, which Jeger had
started about six months before we arrived, with another man we also knew
from London, Albert Levey, who was cut from the same cloth as Jeger. There
had been only two issues of the paper, because Jeger and Levey had soon
found themselves at loggerheads. Each wanted all the laurels for himself,
Their conflict monopolised the whole business of the group, with the result
that the comrades gradually stopped coming to the meetings.

When we arrived Albert Levey had left Liverpool for Hull. Jeger was
feeling his isolation. Few of the comrades came to see him, and he had no
one to whom to show off. He was having a hard struggle to make a living.
He was a poor devil, with an exaggerated sense of his own importance,
""""!"'-"—'5"- unfortunate character made it impossible for him to have real

friends. Like all unrecognizsed “geniuses”, he never, of course, thought the
fault might be his own. He blamed everyvbody else.
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Our arrival gave him another chance to get in touch with the cumrﬂqﬂﬂ-
He sent a message to some of them who lived near, and that same evening
we met Schaffler, Goodstone, Radutzky and Schatz, four good men, wha had
been in the movement for years. Then we had a meeting with all the
comrades of the old group. There were about a dozen of them, including
gilverstone and his wife, two very old comrades, who had been among the
pioneers of the Jewish labour movement. They had heen very active
previously in Leeds. These plain, straightforward, active and thinking
working class men and women were all excellent people. One could begin to
do something with them. They were mostly middle-aged, older than I was.
But except Jeger there was no one there who could speak for the cause on a
public platform, And as the Arbeter Fraint had stopped publication they had
no way of activity open to them, Some had for that reason joined the English
group, which was really active at that time in Liverpool. The English group
had three good, popular speakers, Kavanagh, O'Shea and Despres, who
spoke every Sunday morning at the Monument, in the heart of Liverpoal.
Our English papers and pamphlets sold well there.

We decided that evening to revive the old group. We rented a small hall in
Brownlow Hill for our meetings, which were quite well attended. I spoke
there most Sunday evenings. It looked as if things were moving. Then
suddenly, a few weeks later, Jeger got up at one of our meetings and,
without having consulted any of us, not even me who lived under his own
roof, propozed starting a small publication in Liverpool. He said a paper was
essential in Liverpool, and as the London comrades were not able to do
anything like that now, Liverpool must take the initiative. He offered to
zuhseribe thirty shillings a week for the paper. He was sure it would also sell
putside Liverpool, all over the country.

The comrades received his proposal very coolly, thinking that he was
suggesting a revival of his own Rebel. But his next words made us all sit up.
“Rocker will of course be the editor,” he said.

It hit me like a bolt from the blue. 1 objected that I could neither write
nor read Yiddish. T had learned the Hebrew alphabet while T was in London.
I could decipher the heavy-type headings in the Yiddish papers, but that was
all.

Jeger said I could write everything for the paper in German; he would
translate it into Yiddish. But, I pointed out, I was not intending to remain
in Liverpool. Jeger's answer was that if 1 left Liverpool, Frumkin would
take over. He said he had corresponded with Frumkin, who was then in
Paris, and Frumkin had agreed that if the paper was put on its feet he would
come to Liverpool to earry on.

Frumkin afterwards assured me that there was not a word of truth in the
story. Jeger had never been in touch with him about it. He had invented it
all. But we didn't know that at the time. So Jeger won us over for his plan.
Silverstone was the only one who remained doubtful about it. He thought
we should at least consult the comrades in London and Leeds. It was no use
starting a paper, and having to stop after the first two or three issues.
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ades crowded round me, and finally

I shared his view; but the other comr
persuaded me to take on the editorial duties for the first three muPr:hﬂ' If
the paper was still going by then Frumkin would come from Paris to
continue, The comrades had a whip round for the paper that: YL and
we collected about £5. They promised to make the same contributions every
week, till the paper paid its way. . )

If I could hl:wi:hnpd any id::f then of what I was letting myself in for |
should never have agreed. I didn't know my Jeger yet. He was what we cal]
an intellectual. In Galicia, where he was born, he had gone to a gmd school,
and he knew German and Polish fluently. He had even published in
Lemberg in 1896 a few numbers of a Polish sheet called Trybun Ludowy. 1t
was said that he had assisted Frumkin in ndltlpg ti‘_ﬁf .:ds.rbeser me,:' Of
course [ couldn’t judge his literary and journalistic abilities. I knew neither
Polish nor Yiddish. [ had no reason to think that he couldn’t translate what
1 would write into Yiddish. )

That episode in Liverpool shaped the rest of my life, By such pure chance
I found my way into the Jewish labour movement. If that young man who
saw us near the railway station in Liverpool had not recognised us we
should probably not have looked up the Jewish comrades, and all the rest
would not have followed. I never thought when we went to Liverpool that it
was to be the beginning of my career as a Yiddish editor.

Our first issue, four pages, appeared on July 29th, 1898. We called it Dos
Freie Vort (The Free Word). Silverstone, a good, dependable man, was a
reliable business manager. But I soon found Jeger impossible. He took
liberties with my articles. Not only were his translations poor; he kept
adding a lot of inflated phraseoclogy of his own, so that 1 didn’t recognise
what I had written when it was read out to me. He alse put stupid reports
in the paper, which made us look silly. For instance, he printed a story about
a boatload of shipwrecked sailors who were devoured by sharks. “This is
what we get as a result of capitalism,” was the strange comment he printed
at the end of this report. I couldn't understand what the sharks had to do
with capitalism. As 1 couldn’t read the Yiddish proofs, I was at his mercy.

So every time the paper appeared I had to have a row with Jeger. In the
end it was decided that nothing must be put in print that I hadn’t been told
about before. It didn’t help me very much, because I still depended on
Jeger’s translations, and he made an unholy mess of everything I wrote. I
felt like chucking the whole thing, but that would have been desertion. The
comrades were so selflessly devoted, so dedicated to the cause that I couldn’t
leave them in the lurch. The only thing to do was to learn Yiddish. I made
fairly rapid progress, particularly as Yiddish was much closer at that time
to German than it is now

Dos Freie Vort was still a poor paper. It hadn't room enough for me to deal
adequately with theoretical questions; and so far as propaganda was
concerned I knew neither my readers nor their language well enough. So I
was surprised at the warm reception the paper got from comrades all over
the country. Congratulations, subscriptions and donations arrived from
Leeds, Manchester, Glasgow, from London itself; and after the first few
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issues the paper paid its way Of course, our only expenditure was for
printing and despatch. Everything else was voluntary. After four or five
‘esues had appeared I received a letter from Eyges, the Secretary of the
Arbeter Fraint group in London, telling me that the London comrades had
decided to revive the Arbeter Fraint, if 1 would agree to be the editor. He
thought London was a more suitable place for a paper, and an eight-page
publication would serve our purpose better than a small provincial sheet.
He was right, of course, Eyges added that David Isakovitz would take over
the administration, and Frumkin in Paris had agreed to be a regular
contributor. Everything depended on my decision.

I put the whole thing to the Liverpool comrades. They said they would of
course have preferred me to remain with them, but they recognised that it
was more important for the movement to have a paper like the Arbeter
Fraint, which before it was suspended had existed for twelve whole years.
Also Jeger was giving us all a lot of trouble. The decision was to keep our
paper going till the London comrades would have completed all their
arrangements for the reappearance of the Arbeter Fraint. I commu nicated
this decision to Eyges, and the London group expressed its complete
satisfaction with this decision.

The eighth and final issue of our paper appeared on September 17th,
1808. Immediately after Milly and I returned to London. Four weeks later
the first number of the renewed Arbefer Fraint came out, beginning its
thirteenth year.
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Chapter 8

Aaron Lieberman

1 ht to something at this point about the beginnings and 1Ehe
ba?lig'mund sl:t?-tha Jewishgsucialist. labour movement wur!ung in Yiddish
among the East European Jewish immigrants, into which I_ha,d now
entered. It was started in London about the middle 70s. Its 11|1'nm\!~th:‘?-1:&
initiator was Aaron Lisberman, who is rightly called the "l’q.thar " of JE:WI.Fh
socialism. He was one of the most remarkable men in the socialist
movement of that period. It is only recently that some light ha? been thrown
on his life and tragic death, notably in a valuable studyt L;ebermr.:n ard
Russian Sociclismn by Boris Sapir, which appeared in 1938 in the
International Review of Sociel History, published by the International
Institute for Social History in Amsterdam. The author drew mainly for his
material on previously unpublished letters in the archives of the Russian
revolutionary Valerian Smirnov, which are now in the possezsion of the
Institute in Amsterdam. Smirnov was a close associate of Peter Lavrow.
Lieherman was born in 1849, of a Jewish bourgeois family in the Grodno
district in Russia. He was given a strictly religious Jewish education and
upbringing. He became a student at the Technological School in Bt
Petersburg, but could not complete his course. In Petersburg he got to know
a group of young Russian socialists. He read the socialist literature which
was circulated by the underground movement, and broke away from his
religious traditions. He was greatly influenced by the ideas of Peter Lavrow,
in his periodical Vperiod (Forward), started in Zurich in 1872. He became
one of ite contributors. In the early 70s he went to Vilna, where
Sundelewitch introduced him into a secret group, which seems to have
consisted entirely of Jewish intellectuals, Vilna, “Jerusalem in Lithuania”,
had a famous Rabhinical Seminary, where socialist ideas were bacoming
widespread among the students. It was the same sort of thing that was
guing on at that time in the Russian priesthood seminaries, which produced
a great many socialists. This subterranean activity could not be concealed
for long from the teachers and directors of the Rabbinical Seminary. They
naturally tried to cover it up, so that it should not come to the attention of
the government, which might have endangered the existence of the
seminary. But there was a traitor among the students, a man named
Steinberg, who informed the police. The government closed the Rabbinical
Seminaries in Vilna and in Jitomir. It did not stop the revolutionary
movement among the students. They went to the Russian high schools or
they went to study at the universities abroad, and were caught up more
than ever in the revolutionary activity.
But the Jewish students who were won in this way for zocialism carried
on their activity in the general Russian movement. While they were in the
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Jewish Seminaries they had spread their ideas in their own Jewish EII‘C]EH»
Now they worked with their Russian comrades. Many of them went “to the
people”, like the others; they lived with the Russian poor, shared their life,
with the idea of influencing them. It didn't oceur to them that f.h!?:y could
also work among the Jewish masses of Poland and Lithuania, to win tth“m
for the new ideas, and to help them to improve their social and spiritual
condition.

One could find several explanations for this strange fact, The
intellectually progressive Jewish youth in Russia considered religion and
religious ritual the great obstacle to the development of free thought, and
when they had emancipated themselves from the Jewish traditional ways of
life they felt as though they had escaped from a prison. They were out of the
ghetto. They saw the great world open before them. They had no wish to
keep up their contact with the Jewish masses, who were completely under
the influence of Jewish tradition. Even their language, Yiddish, was still
undeveloped; the Jewish intellectuals despised it a= a “jargon”, and used
Hebrew, which the Jewish masses did not understand.

The young Jewish socialists of that period consequently had mo
connections with the Jewish masses. They were content to gain new
adherents among the Jewizh intellectuals, but they devoted themselves to
Russian propaganda. Vladimir Jochelson, a ¢lose comrade of Lieberman’s in
vilna, deseribed this state of affairs later in his memoirs published in the
Russian periodical Byloe,

“It may be asked why we wanted to work among the Russian people, and not
among the Jewizh population. The explanation iz that we had broken away
and become estranged from the culture of the Russian Jews of that period; we
had a negative attitude to the bourgeois and orthodox sections, whom we had
left when we became acquainted with the new teachings. As for the Jewish
working masses, we believed that the liberation of the Russian nation would
also liberate all the other nationalities in Russia, I must admit that the
treatment of the Jewish world in Russian literature had impressed us with the
idea that the Jews were not a nation, but a parasite class. This was the view
put forward even by progressive Russian writers.”

The group which Lieberman joined in Vilna had been started in 1872, by
a Jewish student named Finkelstein, Sundelewitch, whom I knew
afterwards in London, was the leading figure in that group. It maintained
contacts with a revolutionary circle in Petersburg, including Anna Epstein,
Rosa Idelson, who became Smirnov's wife, and Dr Leo Ginsberg, a follower
of Lavrov. Anna Epstein, who came from Vilna herself, and was studying at
Petersburg, kept the group supplied with illegal literature, for study by its
members. The group as such, Sundelewitch told me, belonged to no definite
socialist trend, but studied everything it could get in the way of socialist
literature. Russian youth was at that time very much under Bakunin's
influence. Lavrov's followers were also very much to the fore with their
ideas, which were not much different from Bakunin's. Lavrov also wanted
political decentralisation and the exclusion of the state from the life of
society. They differed only in their methods.
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Jochelson writes about Licberman at that period: "He had obtained 4
European education. He had a command of several E_U"DPE’;'-“ languages,
and he was an orator. He was thoroughly conversant with the Tueldmuvd& und
he had a great love of the Hebrew literature. He was a talent iddish
publicist, He was a free-thinker, but he was no less occupied in our circle
with questions of nationalist conscience with regard to the .!EWL]:h YE:EDFEIE.
He worked in our group to get socialist literature published in the Yiddish
language.”

‘l%tmaﬂ?ebermm was not a Jewish nationalist. He was far from huldin.g
nationalist ideas, That is clear from his writings. In the first issue of hig
periodical Haemeth (The Truth), he wrote: “It is_ not natmnial love t!}at
moves us to publish this periodical. We do not consider our nation superior
to any other, A nation should not be superior to another, any more than one
man should be superior to another. Only love for man!u_und in general and
the oppression of the people moves us to tell the truth in the language the

nderstands.”

peﬁl;:mfan was the first man who recognised the importance of socialist
propaganda among the East European Jews. To underb:;tand u_rhut that
meant we must have an idea of the social life of the Jews in Russia at that
time. There is an excellent deseription of it, called “The Dev_eiupmem of
Socialist Thought in the Hebrew Press of Eastern Eumpze", which appeared
in the Year Book for Social Science and Social Politics (fahrbuch fuer
Sozialwissenschaft und Sozialpolitik) published by Dr Ludwig Richer in
1881 in Zurich. )

It begins: “Russian Jewry is in no way to be mmparedl with that of
Western Europe. The one is thoroughly demoralised, sunk in usury. The
other is a factor with which the future revolution must reckon.”

I interrupt the quotation to point out that this Whﬂ]ﬂﬁﬂ'ﬂltﬂnde‘mnﬂ,tign
of West European Jewry must, like all sweeping generalisations a‘bm{t. any
collective body be taken with a grain of salt. Though most Jews native in the
countries of Western Europe belonged to the middle class, and some were
engaged in high finance, a very considerable number took a prominent part
in general cultural life as artists, writers, doctors and scientists, and must
not be lumped together with the socially harmful elements who exist in all
nations, Nevertheless, this contrast drawn by a socialist East European Jew
between the East European and the Western Jews deserves to be noted.

The article proceeds: “Cramped in a comparatively narrow strip of the
vast Russian Empire, three million Jews live almost entirely in the towns,
where they form the majority of the population, They are workers and

artisans. They are land workers and factory workers, carriers and cart
drivers; they are the urban proletariat. Only 2 minority are merchants and
bankers and factory owners, The reactionary educational policy of the
Russian autocracy, and the lack of schools has led to this proletariat being
brought up in ignorance of the Russian language. There was need of an
independent agitation among them, but there were no agitators, because all
who are of Jewish origin preferred to work in the Russian field. That was
the time when everybody thought the work must be concentrated on the
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Russian agitation. When this centralisation was abandoned, and Bﬂf—'f_"
nationality began to organise its own work, the Hebrew Press came to life.

Lieberman was not only the first man who recognised the need of a
socinlist activity among the East European Jews. He also knew that each
national group has certain gualities and historic traditions, of which the
socialist movement must take account, il it is to find any contact with the
people. Liberman believed he had found these points of contact in ancient
Jewish history. Thus he wrote in Vperiod:

“The community has always been the basis of our whole existence. The
revolution itselfl created our tradition. The community was the hasia of our
legislation, which in unmistakable words forbade the sale of the land, and in
the sense of equality and brotherhood required a redistribution of the soil
every seven years. Our most ancient social system is anarchy; our true
federation over the entire earth — the International The great prophets of
gur time, Marx, Lazzalle and the others, based themselves on the spirit of our
people, and thus attained inner ripeness.”

It was because Lieberman believed that he had found in the ancient
traditions the true socialist core of Judaism that he hated the rich upper
class of hiz people with all the passion of the prophets of old. Thus he wrote
in his Call to the Jewish Youth:

“We have had to pay for your sins! The race hatred, the religious hatred, with
all their terrors, have fallen mostly upon us. You kindled the fire that devours
us. Wi have you to thank for it that the name Israel has become a curse. The
entire Jewish peaple, suffering and astray, must suffer more than all other
peoples because of your greed. It is your fault that we have been exposed to
calumny. International speculators, who have dragged our name through the
mud, you do not belong-to us!™

Besides the Jewish bourgeoisie Lieberman attacked the Rabbinate, whom
he blamed for the spiritual stagnation of the Jewish masses in Russia. He
accused the representatives of Jewish theology of having forgotten the
living word of the ancient prophets, and said that instead of working with
the people, they were working against it, to make its spirit amenable to its
social enslavement. The prophets of the Bible had stood with the people
againzi their oppressors. But the present-day representatives of the Jewish
religion defended the rich and tried to make the poor accept their
exploitation. We shall understand Lieberman's indignation better if we
remember that the Rabbis in Vilna at that time publicly preached in the
synagopues against the socialists, to try to gain the friendship of the
Russian government,

Lieberman appears to have been contemplating his call to the Jewish
youth while he was still in Vilna. But in June 1875 the secret group to which
he belonged was discovered by the Russian police, and dissolved.
Sundelewitch, Jochelson, Wainer and Lieberman managed to get away
abroad in time. Sundelewitch went to Koenigsberg; Licherman and Wainer
fled to London. The publishers of Vperiod transferred the paper from Zurich
to London, and Lieberman learned typesetting on this Russian paper; he
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Was probably thinking of returning to Russia, where this accomplishmeny
Would have been valuable for his work in the underground movement,

14}#-‘-"4":.1.* belonged at that time to a secret group, from w]‘tl.ﬂ!‘l the Zemlia |
Wolia organisation developed soon after. The agreement \:lﬂﬂ'l thE_Emup
seems to have provided for Lieberman to be typesetter, al:tlst and lite
contributor to the paper. In addition, he was appointed editor of a Hebrey
socialist paper which was to have appeared in London, under the namg
Hapatish (The Hammer). Licberman had already drawn up the Programme
of this paper, but its publication was postponed for lack of funds,

During his first stay in London, Lieberman maintained close relationg
with the German comrades of the Communist Anarchist Group and with,
the International Revolutionary League formed by the Polish socialigt
Valerian Wroblewski,

But his work was mainly among the Jewish workers in the East End. Og
May 13th, 1876, he founded in Whitechapel, with his friends Wainer ang
Lazar Goldenberg, the Association of Jewish Socialists, whose statutes were
printed in No. 37 of Vperiod. It was the first association of Jewish socialists,
Lavrov and Smirnov were present at the inaugural meeting, and Smirngy
seems to have taken an active interest in the group; he helped Licherman
considerably with both advice and assistance.

The Association of Jewish Socialists was an elite of thinking people, whg
were acquainted with socialist thought, and wanted to improve the lot of the
Jewish workers in London, At its second meeting the guestion already
under discussion was how to get the Jewish workers interested in the
formation of trades unions. It was decided to hold public meetings to show
the victims of the sweatshop system how they could improve their lot by
fighting for it through the organisation of their own forees. But the result
of this propaganda was not very suceessful. Taking into consideration the
background and composition of the great majority of those early Jewish
immigrants from Russia one could hardly have expected more. But it was
the first attempt to create a trades union organisation among the Jewish
workers in Britain.

Soon after the establishment of the Association, Lieberman went to
Berlin, where there was an active group of Russian-Jewish students, in close
contact with another such proup in Keenigsberg, and also with the German
socialist movement, He thought of interesting them in his projected Hebrew
socialist paper He returned to London in a few weeks. He had just
published in London his Call to the Jewish Youth, which caused a stir, for it
was the first socialist manifesto directed to the East European Jews,

Lieberman's manifesto was on the lines of the similar manifestoes
circulated by the Russian revolutionaries to the student youth of the time,
It was in Hebrew, and was signed by “The Volunteers of the People of the
House of Israel”,

. “Private property leads to class war,” it said, “and places personal
interest above the interests of society. The governments established on the
principle of nationality incite one nation against another, causing war

Religion has elevated folly and deceit above sound human reason. Those
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who think they can achieve anything in this way range themselves between
the friends of the people and their enemies. Your future does not lie in the
old commandments of the past, which have lnng lost their moral value.
Emancipate yourselves from the power-lust that lies at the bottom of your
privileges. Stop praying to gold and might! Away with the cult of the past!
Ally yourselves with the people and its true friends' All nations are
preparing for battle. The proletariat is uniting to shake off the yoke of
capital and tyranny. Oppressed humanity is organising positions to regain
its rights and liberties. The social revolution has raised its banner, and calls
you to community of labour, community of labour production and of social
wealth, the free fraternity of the workers of all lands, the removal of all rule
by force and of everything that is opposed to the demands of justice. It is
time for the working masses of the Jewish people to join this great work.
Human brotherhood knows no division according to nations and races; it
knows only useful workers and harmful exploiters. Against these the
working people must fight. You have to thank for your education this
despised people, that has had to pay with its suffering and its blood for your
privileges, Go to the people, and suffer with it, inspire the one, and
strengthen the other in the great fight against the lords of the world,
agninst the oppressors and the exploiters of creative labour!™

This call found its way to the Jewish ghetto towns of Russia and Poland,
and became the starting point for the life-work of many young idealists
there.

In England, the Anglo-Jewish community, headed by the Chief Rabbi, Dr
Adler, opened a campaign against the Association of Jewish Socialists, like
that which the Rabbis in Vilna had conducted previously. The Jewish
Chronicle started an agitation against the foreign nihilists who, it said, had
come to London to incite the Jewish immigrants to disorder. Sermons were
preached against them in the East End synagogues. Many members of the
Association of Jewish Socialists were dismissed from their employment.
Some yielded to this economic pressure and withdrew from the Association.
But most of the members stood firm, and were only fortified in their
convictions by this persecution, as often happens in such cases.

In December 1896 Licberman left London, and went first to Berlin and
then to Keenigsberg. During this time he succeeded in raising some money
for his projected Hebrew paper, which he called Haemeth (The Truth). The
first number appeared in May 1877, in Vienna. There were altogether only
three issues. The contents were rich and varied, a social novel, poems, hook
reviews, political essays, and articles on “The Jewish Question”, “The Social
Status of the Jews in Hungary”, “The Jews in London”, “The Life of Johann
Jacobi”, etc.

The paper circulated mostly in Russia. There was such a demand for it
that it had to print a second edition of the first issue. Its existence scemed

assured. Then Lieherman was suddenly arrested in Vienna, in February
1878. He had been living there on a false American passport made out in the
name of Arthur Freeman. On November 11th, 1878, after he had been in
prison for ten months, he was sentenced to one month’s imprisonment on a
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d while the Prussiap
charge of inciting the Slav peoples in A“’m"'ufaﬁe Anti-Socialist Law
government had demanded his extradition to ook w:rnment did not send
had come into force there. The Austrian Bi‘:ar:iav He was arrested ip
Lieberman to Prussia dire;;..t It ﬁfrr;;nhlm to )
Munich and was transported to 7 ; nt up to which

Most u?ih; membep:; of tTndTMJm- ETH]E,:: wegr:ﬂaﬁ , including
E::nnan had be;?fl::l; the famous Nihilist Trial of 1879. Lieberman

S, p"ft om o i-g‘ht months, So he spent nearly two }’Eﬂ:‘lﬁ_m Prl_aun in

was sent to prison for e cluding the time he was in custody awaiting trial.
A"é;n“.‘md ﬂman}isl.?g he was de from Germany. He went back to
His reluass 30 d eonsiderably there since he had left

ings had change .
E:ﬂinnd.ql‘;l; [::gl:iiit::ilt?lﬁ’f Jm:ish Socialists no longer existed. But most of

jsation, the Third Section of the
its former members T::e]I;;g::iu? r;l n&;iz:f&{}mmd et chrand geintion:
*omumn workers I-.aduIaﬁ, London. Lieberman's two closest friends,
Md,:kem,.m Pum]shmﬂd tood at his side when he was publishing Hoemeth in
< un& g:ﬂd]:a?mit:ﬂ, had éﬂne back to Russia, where they were soon
m:ﬁﬁd sent to Siberia. But he also found new friends in_l‘ulrgign: an}:nng
them Morris Wintchevsky, whom he had got to know in nigsberg.
Wintchevsky had left Germany because of the Arnt.l-ScmaI:st La':r, i
His imprisonment had very much a_ﬁ'ected :Lxebarman. It ha Etlu 1;1 off
from developments in the movement in Russia, wher_-e !.he MNarodni arty
had split. Lieberman belonged to the old school of socialists wt;u put all thg;r
trust in propaganda. The new movement in the Party had decided to engage
in political terror. A series of bold actions won over to it many darfng spirits
who thought this method would bring the CZﬂleEt regime r:rﬂsi‘nng down,
Lieberman did not know where he belonged. His letters to Smirnov show
how perplexed he was. He wanted to go hack w_Eussm to offer the new
movement his services. But he was full of ideclogical doubts. It made him
m Iy
%i:.-lnri.cll:; irr:i.s second stay in London Lieberman renewedl his contacts with
the German movement. He lectured frequently to the First Section of the
Communist Workers’ Educational Union. He got to know Johann Mm.s-t., \:hrhu
had since 1879 been publishing his Freiheif in London. _Mmt. invited
Lieberman to write for Freiheit. He contributed several articles and also
wrote several reports for it about the revolutionary movement in Russia,
which he translated from the Russian. He was torn with longing to go back
to Russia. In the end he made up his mind; he offered his services to the new
party in Russia. But the party turned him down. Leo Hartmann, a
prominent terrorist, had been asked for his opinion of Lieberman. His
report was that Lieberman would not do for the new terrorist activity. Life
meant nothing more to Lieberman. He could not bear to stay in London. His
inner unrest drove him away. He was full of dissatisfaction with himself and
with everything round him. Towards the end of 1880 he emigrated to
America, Soon after, in November 1880, he took his life. He was 31.
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Chapter 9

After Lieberman

The attempt made by Liebermann and his friends to start a new movement
among the Jewish workers in London did not succeed. They were pioneers,
working on a hard soil. Yet from that time the East End of London was
never without a small group of convinced socialists, who continued
Lieberman's work. Morris Wintchevsky had come to London in 1879,
ghortly before Lieberman left London for America. His name was Benedikt.
But in Jewish life and literature he is known as Wintchevsky, the pen name
he adopted for his writings. He was born in 1856 in Yanova, a small place in
the Kovno district, in Lithuania. At the age of 13 he was sent to Vilna to
study at the Rabbinical Seminary. He was 17 when he got hold of a copy of
Lieberman's Cell to the Jewish Youth, and became a socialist. He left Russia
at 18. He went to Koenigsberg, where he was active in a group of Russian
Jewish students engaged in socialist activity. When Lieberman was arrested
in Vienna and his Heemeth stopped, Winichevsky started a Hebrew
monthly, Asefath Chachomim. When Bismarck enforced the Anti-Socialist
Law in Germany in 1878 Wintchevsky was arrested, like many others. The
German police seem to have intended to include him in the famous Nihilist
Trial of 1879, with Lieberman and the others. But they could not make out
a ease on which to prosecute, and released him. But they ordered him to
leave Prussia. He went to London.

Wintchevsky was a man with a philosopher's mind, and the ability to
develop his ideas for his readers logically and luecidly. That was his strength,
He had another appeal to the Yiddish reader. He did not, like others at the
time, overload his writing with high falutin German words and phrases. His
written Yiddish was like the simple spoken tongue. He used the popular folk
language. The subjects he chose for his writing made it necessary. For
instance, his Fragmentary Thoughts of a Mad Philosopher, which appeared
regularly in the Arbeter Fraint, were written in the form of talks between a
grandfather and his grandson; they had therefore to be conversational and
easy. “The Mad Philosopher™, the name by which Wintchevsky was known,
rendered a great service in this way not only to socialism but to the
development of the Yiddish language and literature,

In 1884 Wintchevsky started in London Der Poilisher Yidl, the first
socialist paper in Yiddish. It was to have been a weekly, but couldn't get
enough circulation, so it appeared irregularly. Only 17 issues were published
in a period of about nine months.

A year later another, more successful attempt was made with the
publication of the Arbeter Fraint, which etarted as a small eight-page
monthly. Most of the young people who were connected with the new paper
were immigrants who had arrived in England in the 80s, like Philip Krantz,
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B. Ruderman, William Wess, S. Freeman, L. Rutenberg, and a little later J,
Friedental, H Kaplansky, A, Kisluk and others. Most of them were
anarchists, or very close to the anarchist movement. Philip Krantz was the
only social democrat in that group, but he was also the_un]}f one in the
group. except Wintchevsky, who could take charge of the editorial side of the
paper. None of the others had that ability. : ,

So on Wintchevsky's proposal they appointed Krantz editor, though his
knowledge of Yiddish at the time was poor. Krantz's real name was Jacoh
Rombro. He was born in 1858 in a small town in Pﬂdull?r in Russia. He left
Russia in 1831, and went to Paris to study. He started ]:“R literary career by
contributing to Russian papers. He began writing Yiddish nnlly after he hs_ud
come to London, under Wintchevsky's influence. The first I:Lhmg he wrote in
Yiddish was an article on the pogroms in Russia, which appeared ip
Wintchevsky's Poilisher Yidl o

The Arbeter Fraint began as a non-party paper, gIVIng space to all t'[‘.E'n.dE

of thought in the socialist movement. The differences between tl:ue socialist
parties were not so acute yet among the Ruhssmn-.!emsh immigrants: so
long as they could express their own ideas in the new paper they were
willing to work together. It was not really difficult, because the :]emh
amarchists at that time and for some time after accepted the idea of
economic materialism; differences arose only in drawing practical
conclusions from the Marxist conception of history. The questions of
parliamentary activity and centralism, over which the socialist camp in
most countries was split ever since the days of the First International
concerned the immigrant Jewish socialists from Eastern Eump_e only in
theory. The great majority of this immigrant -a!EWE]'I: 'wnrlfj_::g class
population in the East End of London did not acquire British citizenship.
Naturalisation was comparatively easy in America. In England it was
difficult and expensive. So most of the East European Jewish immigrants
remained foreigners in England, living their own separate life, speaking
their own language, and thrown upon themselves in every regard.

This was the situation in which the Arbeter Fraint came into existence.
The motto chosen for the paper and printed at the top of the front page was
the wise saying of the great Jewish sage Hillel: “If I am not for myself, who
will be? And if not now, when?"

The idea of the founders of the Arbeter Fraint was to spread socialism
among the Jewish workers. But the paper was hardly fitted for that purpose
in its early days. Its language for the ordinary reader was stilted and
doctrinaire. What the Jewish workers needed at that time was the
development of a trade union movement. Yet this was ignored; was treated
as something unimportant, even actually harmful to socialism. The reaszon
is that Philip Krantz and some of his close collaborators were completely

influenced by Lassalle’'s ideas, and helieved that the so-called iron law of
wages was an economic and social fact, which made it impossible that the
workers’ standard of living in a capitalist society could ever improve, as any
rise in wages would inevitably lead to an increase in prices, so that
everything after a brief Muectuation would go back to the same level,
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But this of course is not true. Marx himself disproved it, and he supported
the work of the trades unions. The standard of living of the working class
does not remain always at the same level. We need only think of the way the
workers lived fifty years ago, and how they live today. But the helated
Lassallians in Whitechapel at that time were convinced that the iron law
theory was true. There was an article by Isaac Stone in the first issue of the
Arbeter Fraint, called “Trades Union Movement and Socialism™, which said:
“The trades unions can be of little use now to the workers. Their effect is
gven actually harmful, because they divert the workers from the right path,
which is socialism.” In the second issue Krantz said much the same thing in
his editorial. He argued that in a capitalist society the worker can’t earn
maore “than he must needs have to buy abzolute necessities, no more and no
less than is required to keep him from starving.™

Obviously such articles could not inspire the Jewish workers to organise
trades unions. The socialists of that period were all convineed that the social
revolution was near, and were unwilling to get involved with things not
directly related to the ultimate aim, socialism. Yet the practical need=s of
everyday life forced them slowly but surely to change their attitude. The
Arbeter Fraint staff was not big. There was the editor, Philip Krantz, and
there were Morris Wintchevsky and Isaac Stone, who wrote regularly for it.
And there were the reports thal came in from the provinces and from
America. The fifth issue contained an article by J Jaffe, “What is
Anarchism?" Jaffe, who was living in Paris at that time continued to
contribute to the Arbeter Fraint, and in 1887, when he settled in London, he
was asked Lo join the Editorial Board. For the first two years of its existence
he was the only one who put forward anarchist ideas in the Arbeter Fraint.
Later other writers came in who represented anarchist views. In London
they were notably Simon Freeman and Harry Kaplansky, both young
working men, who played an active part in the early period of the Jewish
labour movement in England; and 5. Yanovsky and Michael Cohn
contributed frequently from America. The judicial murder in Chicago in
1887 contributed considerably to the expression of anarchist sentiments in
the paper. The speeches of the accused in eourt, and their farewell letters,
which were published in the paper, helped to awaken interest in anarchism
among Jewish workers,

In February 1885 the radical movement among the East End Jewish
workers started a club in Berner Street which, beginning with Number
12 of the paper became the proprietors of the Arbeter Fraint. This club
was for years the centre of propaganda and social life among the Jewish
comrades. It was also used by non-Jewish comrades, Russians, Poles,
Germans and others, and it maintained connections with the different
revolutionary clubs in the West End. The members of the Mile End
branch of the English Socialist League used the club for their meetings.
Its closest contact was with the German comrades, The young Jewish
movement had few good speakers. Neither Krantz nor Wintchevsky could
speak: Freeman, Kaplansky and Wess took an active part in discussions,
but they were not yet able to make public speeches or to deliver lectures.
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So in the first years there were more German comrades among the .

speakers than Jows.

thMOﬁl members of the publishing group were not particularly pleased with
e Arbeter Fraint in its first years, They wanted a fighting organ, that
would speak up about the daily needs of the workers. No paper so small ag
the Arbeter Fraint, appearing once a month, could possibly do that. So the
comrades began in the summer of 1886 to discuss the possibility of
Publishing the Arbeter Fraint as a weekly. That was not easy. But ﬂ“{”—' was
s0 much enthusiasm and readiness to contribute materially that with the
first issue of its second year the Arbeter Fraint became a weekly. The whole
tone of the paper changed. The contents and the language Were more
popular, nearer to what the workers understood and wanted; the circulation

went up. The paper had found itself. N
The tireless propaganda by word of mouth and in writing gradually _h&d
an effect on the Jewish working class masses, and there were the first signs
of a real independent Jewish labour movement. Small trades unions sprang
into existence among the cigarette makers, cabinet mu?ters and stick
makers, as well as in the tailoring and shoe-making industries. Not only in
London, but also in the provinces, especially in Leeds, where the Jewish

socialists formed a Workers' Educational Union, and laid the foundations of

one of the first and strongest trades unions in the clothing industry,
Socialist societies were organised in Glasgow and Liverpool, and later in
Manchester and Hull. The same thing happened in Paris, where an active
among the East European Jewish workers soon after the
Arbeter Fraint had started publication. In December 1887 the Arbefer Fraint
won a new regular contributor, S. Feigenbaum, who was then living in
Antwerp. Born in Warsaw in 1860, in a Chaszsidic family, he had very early
thrown off his religious beliefs, and proclaimed himself a free-thinker. He
emigrated to Belgium in 1884. His first contributions to the Arbeter Fraind
were histories of the socialist movement in different countries. His chief
field of work was in popularly written criticisms of the Jewish religion, an
examination of the origin of the religious customs and rites, on which he
based socialist arguments. His articles may nowadays be found not very
profound; they should not be judged by our later knowledge and
understanding, but aceording to the conditions of the time when he wrote
them. For the Arbeter Fraint of that period he was just the man. We must
not fall into the error of minimising today what Feigenbaum did. It is a fact
that hiz pamphlet Where Does Man Come From? was the most widely-
spread piece of propaganda writing of that period.

On Krantz's invitation Feigenbaum came in 1888 to live in London. He
was not only a valuable writer for the Arbeter Fraint, but also a great gain
to the movement as a clever and popular speaker. He carried the new ideas
to wider circles of Jewish workers. At first Feigenbaum stood fairly close to
the libertarian movement: later he went over completely to the social
democrats.

It =0 happened that Feigenbaum joined the movement in London just
when certain events had in a way prepared the ground for his anti-religious

group was formed
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campaign. The representatives of the Anglo-Jewish community considered
the Arbeter Fraint and the young Jewish socialist movement a danger to the
Jewish name. They tried hard to get the paper stopped. They thought
money could do it. The Arbeter Fraint was printed at that time by a Jewish
printer who seemed to be very much inclined to its ideas. The back page of
each issue carried a call in heavy t-}"pl'::: "Wurkerﬂ.’ do your dut_?. Sp.l‘l!ad the
Arbeter Fraint.” The compositor was bribed, with the result that when No.
26 appeared it carried the legend in this way: “Destroy the Arbeter Fraint”.
The bribe was enough for the man to take himself off to America. The next
move was to bribe the printer himself He refused to continue printing the
paper. The Arbeter Froint had to stop suddenly on May 6th, 1887, giving it
no time to-advise its readers. Not till July 29th was the group able to get out
a leaflet explaining what had happened.

The Arbeter Frain{ resumed publication on Aupust Sth. No Jewish
printer could be found in London with enough courage to resist the leaders
of the community. But the news of what had happened, how the free
expression of opinion had been suppressed, started a spontaneous
movement, especially in America, to raise money to buy a printing press.
The result was that the Arbeter Fraint became independent of outside

rinters.
P In January 1889 the Arbeter Fraint doubled its size to eight pages. Philip
Krantz resigned that year as editor, and went to America. The new editor
was Konstantin Gallop, a Russian social revolutionary, who had worked on

“the paper with Krantz, His [irst articles had to be translated into Yiddish

from Russian. In time he learned to express himself in Yiddish. He obtained
several new contributors, M. Baranov, a social democrat, and Michael Cohn,
PA. Frank (Dr Merison) and from America S. Yanovsky, anarchists. The two
anarchist Yiddish poets David Edelshtat and Joseph Bovshover also sent
contributions from America. The social democrats had lost Krantz. But the
anarchists too lost Jaffe, who went to America in 1889, The anarchists were
still however the largest and most active element in the movement of that
period. In 1888 they formed the Knights of Labour group, whose chief task
was publishing anarchist pamphlets, It also made an attempt to change the
tide which had been taking comrades away from England to America. The
next comrade who went to America, Rutenberg, took with him an offer to
Yanovsky to come to London to take over the Arbeter Fraint.

Yanovsky's arrival in London in March 1890 opened a new epoch in the
Jewish labour movement in Britain. It expressed itself of course also in the
Arbeter Fraint . Yanovsky was then at the height of his powers; he was a
man of great ability, a first-rate journalist and a very fine speaker, who could
hold his own with any opponent.

He was born in 1864. He received the usual Jewish education; he also
attended a Russian school. He was 20 when he went to America; he became
active there in the anarchist movement, and belonged to the New York
group which in 1889 started the Wahrhet, which was the first anarchist
paper in Yiddish. After twenty issues had appeared, it was replaced by the
Freie Arbeter Shiimme, which is still published regularly in New York.
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Yanovsky brought a definite party line into the London muvfﬂm:::;JT:a Nnon.
party clement lost their hold. The u.mve:pnnt‘had hﬁhe . el ;JE; :ind
wanted a clear programme. Yanovsky arrived just W ade the diffarer Pe
for him. He hastened the natural development. I:t mf 1801 there w Cen
between the groups more acute. g}r]:he early part O as g
definite split in the Berner Street Club. . : .

The n?:}archists, who were by far the str-:rngesr, Eectl:g;'l;:i remained jj,
possession of both the club and the J:erbe:a; sFo ”:‘::“:r TtE: :?giuin.re:r;zi:?& I?r:
the non-party people withdrew, including s
to the ‘imc}r li;"""n::ri::fnt1 like Wintchevsky, Fe]g‘EﬂhE_ltlﬂ'l. Bahran;v i.m%;}ﬂuﬂp.
who tried to start a paper of their own. They issued the Freie Velt as 5

. i is In 1892 Wintchevsky made anothe,
monthly; it only survived ten issues. - S ;
attempt with the Veker, a weekly. It survived only for eh “'E“B 1s8ugs,
Eighteen months later Wintchevsky emigrated to Ame".l‘-":d“f ﬂ[‘: arangy
and Feigenbaum had preceded him. Only Gallop remained in London; he

ied i ear later.

dle’?‘.’f:: jrnb]:f:rn;rgim had lost maost of its contributors. For months on eng
Yanovsky filled the paper himself, using several pen names. Thre movement
stood by him. In some ways the movement and t:hn Arbeter F‘n_tmr. gained by
no longer having to keep a united front on questions about which there warg
disagreements. For instance, the so-called iron law of wages, Efﬂd the
attitude to trades unionism. Philip Krantz and his E'n]]awe::s h'ad believed ip
the iron law of wages, and did little to encourage trade unionism. Yﬂ-nﬂva.ky
on the other hand flung himself into the battle fm: the trades unions and the
fight against the sweating system. As an anarchist he held that the trades
unions were an essential form of organisation for the defence of the working
class. At that time Lewis Lyons was active in the Jewish trades union
movement. He called himself a social democrat. He was really ap
opportunist. He maintained relations with the socialisl movement, and he
often wrote for the Arbeter Fraint. But at the same time he tried to organise
a combination of the small master tailors, who were employers, and of the
workers' trade union. He said it was the only way to bring an economie
improvement for the workers in the trade.

Yanovsky fought Lyons in the paper and at public meetings. He
denounced his plan, which he said was trying to establish an unnatural
alliance, from which only the employers could gain. He set out the principles
of trade union organisation and struggle. In his controversies with
opponents Yanovsky was hard and harsh. The result was that Lyons became
an irreconcilable foe of the Arbeter Fraint and of Yanovsky. The conflict was
more embittered because some of the people who had left the Berner Street
Elub ranged themselves in their opposition to Yanovsky on the side of

yons,
) Yanovsky went on grimly. He came to every public meeting that was held
in connection with this question, no matter which side called the meeting,
and he insisted on pu tting his points. Most of the trades unions backed him.
Lyons had support for some time in the tailoring trades unions. But
Yanovsky fought him there too, and finally forced him to withdraw from the
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Jewish labour movemnent.

Yanoveky nearly paid for it with his life. One night, on his way home from
a mget_mg he was attacked in a gmall strect, and banged on the head with a
heavy iron. He was found bleeding and unconscious in the street, and taken
:-} Ll?;sdon Hospital. The doctors said the thick cloth cap he wore had saved

ia life.

Yanoveky had a hard time in London. But his will was iron, and he held
on. He was almost ‘alone in the Arbeter Fraint. He did not claim to be a
theoretical thinker himself. In general he represented the ideas which
Kropotkin h_ad formulated. But he had a keen sense of logic, he could grasp
the connections between things, and present them clearly to hiz readers.
His language was natural and alive, and he made his readers think. He was
a born journalist. He was the ablest propagandist in speech and print among
all the socialists in the Jewish East End at that time,

But he could not make the Arbeter Fraint self-supporting. Early in 1892
it stopped publication for three whole months, When it reappeared it had
these words printed under the name: Anarchist-Communist Organ. The
paper had an anarchist character from the time Yanovsky had become
editor, but now it had proclaimed itself the organ of the movement, Tt
remained that till the end. Though Yanovsky had a bitter struggle all the
time he was in England, for the Arbeter Fraint had no material gifts to offer,
it was not for that reason he left London with his family in January 18&4'
and returned to New York. His attitude to the so-called Propaganda oi"
Action had caused a conflict in the movement, which made him withdraw
from the editorship.

Yanovsky regarded the acts of terror which were being committed in
France and other countries as a danger to the movement, and he did not
hesitate to say so very forcibly in the paper and at public meetings. Some
young hotheads atiacked him for it. That was why he left London, In
America he remained in the movement till he died on February 1st, 1939, at
the age of 75. He restarted the Freie Arbeter Shtimme in 1200, and was its
editor for the rest of his life. No one among all the comrades in America
S,_:;:.ievnd 5o much as a writer and a speaker for the movement as Yanovsky

10k,

In England there was no one to take his place. Kaplan, who became editor
of the Arbeter Fraint, was an excellent popular speaker, but without the
literary qualifications the paper required. It stopped publication after six
issues. It reappeared eighteen months later with William Wess as editor.
Wess was one of the pioneers of the Jewish labour movement in Britain; he
had belonged to the original group which first started the Arbeter Fraint. He
died in London in 1946, over B0 years of age.

Wess, who was a native of the Baltic city Libau, came to London as a very
young man. He soon found his way into the small group which was
beginning to create the Jewish labéur movement in the East End. He
learned English, and got a good knowledge of English conditions. He was
active in the English anarchist Freedom movement. It was certainly not
personal ambition that moved Wess to become editor of the Arbeter Fraint.
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For he was the most modest of men. But as there was no one else, and the
movement needed the paper, he yielded to the comrades who persuaded him
to take it on. He was not of course Yanovsky; but he put a lot of hard work
into his job. and he was conscientious. The result was a readable paper,
which was able to fulfil its purpose. Wess's job was harder than Yanoveky's
for another reason. The paper couldn't afford to pay a compositor, so Wess
not only had to write the paper himself; he had to set it as well, The Berner
Street Club had been closed. The Arbeter Fraint premises were now in the
attic of a tumbledown house in Romford Street, that could he reached only
by climbing a ladder But the rent wasn't much. And that was a
consideration.

Wesz became editor in 1895. He held the post for about a year. In April
1896 a quiet young man, Abraham Frumkin, arrived in London from
Constantinople, and went to see Wess.

Frumkin was born in 1872 in Jerusalem, where his father was a leading
member of the community, a Hebrew writer of note, and the publisher of 5
Hebrew weekly Havetzeleth. He himsell engaged early in Hebrew
journalism, contributing to hiz father's paper, and to Haomelitz and
Haizefirah , He spent a year in Jaffa in 1891 as a teacher of Arabic at the
Belkind School. Then he went to Constantinople to study law, having been
promised a stipend. When nothing came of this he emigrated in 1893 to
America. In New York he became acquainted with anarchist ideas. Eager to
win converts for his new cause he returned the following year to
Constantinople, and scon made two valuable converts, his friend Moses
Shapiro and Shapiro’'s wife Nastia. The hospitable Shapiro home in
Constantinople was a meeting place for all the actively thinking young
people there, in all the different movements.

Shapiro, who belonged to a wealthy family in Poltava, had been caught up
as a student in the revolutionary movement, and had to escape from Russia,
When he came to Constantinople he was active at first in the Chibat-Zion
movement. It did not hold him long. Frumkin infected him with his own
libertarian enthusiasm, and in 1895 Shapiro joined the anarchist
movement. He set out on a study mission to Europe, ending up in London,
He read all he could get of anarchist literature, Kropotkin, Reclus, Grave
and others. He sent batches of it back to the group in Constantinople to
study. In London he met Wess and other Jewish and Russian comrades, and
he sent the Arbeter Fraint regularly to the group in Constantinople. One

result was that Frumkin began to send contributions to the Arbeter Fraint
from Constantinople, articles, stories and reports. Then Frumkin decided to
go to London himself Shapiro and Frumkin afterwards opened a small
Yiddish printing press in London, to publish books and pamphlets. They
translated and published in Yiddish Stepniak's Underground Russia, and
other works. So Frumkin did not arrive in London unknown. He had been
a rcnntt_-ibut-:rr to the Arbeter Fraint for some time, Wess and the rest received
him with open arms. And soon Wess, who considered his editorship purely

temporary, till someone more capable was found, offered the job to
Frumkin.
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Frumkin was a very good editor. He wrote well. He was an educated man,
widely read, with a knowledge of several European languages and
literatures. He made excellent translations, including a number of works of
anarchist literature.

But except for Shapiro he had hardly any contributors, till he managed to
get some of the comrades in America to write for the paper. He also had
money difficulties. He had come to London during an economic crisis. There
was much unemployment in the East End, and the group found it hard to
keep the paper poing. It lived from hand to mouth; every time an issue
appeared the publishers were not sure if there would be another. Frumkin
described these experiences later in his book The Spring Period in Jewish
Socialism. He had intended writing a second volume, but he was not ahle to
get down to it by the time he died in 1940

Twice during Frumkin's editorship the Arbeter Fraint suspended
publication, once for a few weeks, but the second time, early in 1897, for a
very long period. Frumkin who was no speaker, and could sen:a the
movement only with his pen, felt his enforced inactivity badly; so when
Shapiro decided about that time to return to Constantinople with his Family,
and offered him his emall printing press, he tried issuing a small paper on
his own account. It was just a propaganda sheet, which he called the
Propogandis!. Frumkin wrote and printed the paper himself, and with the
assistance of a few comrades also distributed it. The paper lasted aonlv
eleven issues. In 1898 Frumkin left London. He was in Paris for about a
year; then he went to America.

That was the end of the Arbeter Fraint for the time being. Wess could not
see¢ his way to resume the editorship. So after twelve years of active
existence the Arbeter Fraint disappeared. Then T came alomg. On October

10th, 1898, the first issue of the new Arbeter Fraint appeared under my
editorship.




Chapter 10
A Difficult Start

its printing press and administrative office at
th."lt h,me in Chance Street, a narrow bmﬂll hleak street iﬂrtﬂetlt"llﬂﬂllt Grgend'
i i ing- district, poverty-stricken an

which w ¢al London working-class : ; i

de;ﬁm;;r?s Int ]-.w;:; something over a dozen a::fcwe members. 1 owe 11;_ to them
to record Et:heir names: 1. Kaplan, D. Isakovitz, T. Eyges, I. Sabelinzky, R.
Schatz, S. Ploshansky, J. Blatt, 8. Freeeman, H. Greenberg, J. "'];n,p[egf-: M.
Kerkelevitch, B. Rubinstein and A. Banoff. Milly had been a member of the
group for a ff;w years. [ had known most of these comrades before. T was ng

The Arbeter Fraint group had

st r among them. o
ra?fgurs& t'hE circle of Jewish anarchists in the East End was larger than

i t of the comrades didn’t belong to any particular group.
;I‘E:Tg‘r“?;l:: r?:atrﬁrm:]] active in the trades unions; they came regularly to al]
our meetings, they spread our paper and our pamphlel:ii. and supported our
movement in every way they could. The Arbeter Fraint group was only a
sort of inner circle of the movement, mspu:sil?:ﬁ E‘:r the publication of the

various obligations connected with it. : .
mﬁren?;sih:mup meethf; I attended dealt mainly m:lth‘ the ﬂna]:[mg_]
possibilities of getting the paper out regularly. They l.'la_dn t look bright.
Collection-sheets had been going round, and had brought in about £12, 'E[‘he
group had raised in addition about £20 at its annual ?’um Kippur g,nthcrmg
and there were a few pounds sent by the comrades in Leeds. This was the
entire sum with which the Arbeter Fraint had to be brought back to life. But
the comrades felt confident that it could be done. They counted on some
assistance from America, especially as the group there had no Yiddish
publication at the time, except the monthly Freie Gfﬂeqfsh?ﬂ, )

Their confidence was not misplaced. Most of the Jewish ‘Im‘ﬂ‘llg‘l‘ﬂntﬁ from
Eastern Europe who came to Great Britain continued their journey sooner
or later to America or to other countries overseas. They took Wilﬂlhthl‘-'_m to
the United States, Canada, Argentina or South Africa the socialist ideas
they had first picked up in London, They formed groups in theu_‘ new hmn_es_
and maintained contact with their original group in Britain, which
remained the motherland of the movement. They imported the Arbeter
Fraint and other literature, and when they could, sent us financial
contributions. London was a clearing house for the Jewish revolutionary
labour movement, The threads went out from London to all countries where
there were large numbers of Jewish immigrants, and later even to their
original homes in Russia and Poland, when the first anarchist underground
Eroups began to form in Bialystock, Grodno, Vilna, Warsaw, Lodz and other
places.

The reappearance of the Arbeter Fraint was hailed with joy by the
comrades both in Britain and abroad, especially in America. Messages
poured in from all sides, which encouraged us in our task. But it did not
make things easier for me. I had all the material and other difficulties which
had defeated my predecessors and, in addition, T had to devote myself to
learning the Yiddish language, in which the paper I edited was written, I
had plunged into a new life, with new people, and a new tongue, all quite
foreign at first to me. I knew the inner circle of comrades, but not the mass
of my readers. I think I could have adapted myself more quickly to living
and working among any other European People and language. There is a
certain common cultural heritage among the peoples of Western and
Central Europe. Their history is closely linked. This new world in which I
found myself was differently moulded. There were of course the same
human qualities, but these people had grown up in entirely different
conditions. Their spiritual development was not the same. What we call the
Christian civilisation, no matter how we judge it, had created the European
man, who started out with a common belief held together for centuries by
the bonds of the Church. The Jew was outside this development. In order ta
find himself in this hostile world he had to create a world of his own, which
was different from the Christian world. In the western countries where the
Jews achieved emancipation they gradually bridged the gulf that had
separated them for centuries from their Christian fellow-citizens, and were
able to take their part in the general cultural life. But in the ghetto-towns
of Eastern Europe, under the Russian despotism, the gulf remained for
another century, so that the East European Jew was in many ways a
different creature from the Jew in the West.

It is not a matter of national peculiarities. Zionism was at that time a
negligible factor among the Jewish workers in London.

My job was not only to edit and write for the Arbeter Fraint. [ had also to
do a lot of public speaking. I spoke at our own weekly meetings and at a
great many propaganda meetings of the trades unions. T was particularly
engaged in the work of instructing the comrades in our own inner circle in
the deeper meaning of our libertarian ideas. The active comrades in the
Jewish movement were all at that time still strongly under the influence of
the Marxist docttine of economie determinism. I tried to show them how
economic materialism could not be reconciled with the conception of
anarchism. I didn’t find it easy. Yet thoze talks over gur various differences
of opinicn have remained among my most delightful memories of that early
period of my work in the Jewish labour movement, What amazed me most
was the thirst for knowledge amaong those ordinary working people who had
received so little general education, yet had so much natural intellipence
that they could easily grasp things about which they had been completely
uninformed before. It made me happy to see with what zeal they pursued
knowledge. 1 learned a great deal myself by accompanying them in their
pursuit. I was inspired by them to discover new ideas, to think ahout things
which in a different environment less foreign to me I would have taken for
granted; I had to probe more deeply, to think for myself,
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-Df course, 1T put forward my critical Dhser\"i.ltiﬂnﬂ on the suhbject of
historical e = The rtunity arose at our weekly
materialiam in public. oppo S i bt et

meetings at the Sugar Loaf, which were regularly attended at th h ¥
& number of Jewish social democrats, who joined in the duc;l;ssmns. ¥ ose

iscussions, the arguments which were opposed to mine, anc my‘:!li es to
them, prompted me to formulate rrni.rt ideas ::EEETNBE 1storical
materialism in writing. This was my first literary work.

It appeared durin;gthe firat year of my Ed.itﬂ'l‘:-i]‘l-]]l in a series of 25 essays

in the Arbeter Fraint . For most of my readers it was cm:nplet.ely unknown
territory. So 1 had to be careful not to write above their heads, to try to
explain the problems to them in a way they c:m_dd understand. For the
important point about the Arbeter Fraint was 1I:hat it had to be a propagandy
sheet: it was no use filling it with stuff that its readers could not follow, |
intended going through those articles afterwards, to put them into shape, to
add to them, tighten them up, make them more complete, and publish them
as a book. I never managed it. When I look back now on that work I am well
aware of its shortcomings. But it should bejudgeq not by the standards of
today, but by the conditions and the needs of that time. T had no pmdrf-m;sg.;.r
in that field in Yiddish. As far as [ know it was the f:irat attempt in. l-1hat.
language to subject the Marxist conception of hl_stnry to a critical
examination. I don’t think anything more was done in thalt field t{l] Dr
Chaim Jitlovsky took up the same question some years later in America.

It is a puzzle to me how the Arbeter Fraint ma.r}nged; to appear m_gu]arl}-
every week for a whole year during that early period of my editorship. The
small sum with which we had started was soon used up, and we found
ourselves in a financial erisis. We never knew how we would get out the next
issue. We always worried how to find the money to pay the printer. The
editor didn't matter so much. 1 had been promised £1 a week for my work
as editor. The promise was rarely kept. I was paid when there was enough
money. If there wasn’t I had to go without. The amounts owing to me were
entered in a book. When the total owing to me became too large to consider
even paying so much, they put a pen through it, nl_'ld the debt was w:;_:red'nut.
We started afresh. It was a splendid way of keeping books, but it didn’t do
me any good. We lived from hand to mouth, and it was only by Milly working
and by my odd jobs of bockbinding that we kept going.

The comrades did what they could. They didn’t live any better than we
did. They gave maore than they could afford to the paper and the movement.
I was always full of admiration for their devotion to the eause. The German

comrades in the West End gave more, both for their movement here and for
sending home to Germany to help the movement there. But they were w:_:ll-
paid craftsmen who could afford mueh more than the poor Jewish
proletariat in the East End. Every penny these sweatshop workers gave us
was something taken away from their own mouths. They denied themselves
essentials; and they gave it willingly, gladly, ungrudgingly. If thay didn’t give

more it was only because they hadn’t any more to give. They would have’

pawned their last few small possessions for us. People who have ‘not
themselves lived through that dreadful period of poverty ean have no idea
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today what it meant, under what incredibly difficult conditions the Arbeter
Fraint appeared week after week, There was a change, later, but only with
the improvement of labour conditions, as a result of the unceasing struggle
which was waged by the trades unions. After that the movement made swift
progress. The existence of the Arbeter Fraint became assured, and we even
established a fair sized publishing coneern, which issued hopks and
;ﬂﬂ[ﬂrlem- that went to help to cover the cast of producing the Arbefer
ral .

We had a number of comrades both in London and the provinees who
were good propaganda speakers, Wess, Sachs, Freeman, Friedental Baron,
Schatz, Eyges, Feinsohn, Elstein, Salomons, and others. most of them were
also active in the trades unions, where they rendered m:;siderah]c service to
our cause. But the best speaker among the Jewish anarchists at that time
was Kaplan. After Yanovsky went back to America Kaplan was the finest
speaker the Jewish movement had in England.

Kaplan came from Sager in Lithuania, where he was for a time Maggid

(Preacher in the Synagogue). He told me he had begun to read f) thinking
books in Sager; they had awakened doubts in hiﬁgu X his

3 mind about his religion,
He came to _Engiand in the 1850s. He was employed for a time as a preacher
by the Jewish community in Leeds. There was a small group of Jewish

socialists and anarchists in Leeds at that time, and Kaplan got in touch with
them. He read the Arheter Fraint and the Freie Arbeter Shtimme and the
pamphlets that were published in Londen and in New York. He learned
English, and read secularist English literature. It made him decide to give

up his post with the Jewish community. He went to work as a machinist in
the tailoring industry, and he threw himself into the Jewish labour
movement.

When 1 got to know Kaplan he was living in London. He loved speaking
in public. He was a good speaker. He knew how to hold his audience. He
didn’t always follow the beaten path in his speeches, He liked to think for
himself, and he very often worked out a new and independent line of
thought in his speech. He was a redoubtsable debater. He was practically the
only speaker in the Jewish movement of that time who could work out his
speeches logically, point by point. The people who had influenced Kaplan
most in his development were Herbert Spencer, Bradlough, Ingersoll and
Foote. Their ideas led him to a kind of political atheism, and later to
anarchism.

When [ first met Kaplan he was still very much under the influence of the
Marxist idea of historical materialism. It took me a long time to shift him
from that idea. His favourite suhject was religion with a social content. He
was, as I said, a logical thinker, and he might have done something if he had
heen given a systematic eduecation.

His only interest was thought. For literature and art and aestheties
generally he had no understanding at all. He was quite impossible az a
writer. The point is that he wanted to write, he tried to put his ideas on
paper. But he had no literary zense of words. The same man who could
develop his ideas logically as a speaker failed utterly when he tried to write
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them down on paper. It was strange, for in his speeches he showed that he
had Powers of observation, he had flashes of wit, he had a sense of humour,
he had moral courage. When it came to writing it down all his giftg
deserted him.
_Kﬂplan was good company. People liked him. Children loved him. We lived
with him in the same house for a time, so that I could see it for myself
Te were three young boys in the house.
Two were his wife's children by her first marriage. The third, Fred, was
is own boy. Fred was about six or seven then, a clever and promising lad,
When the First World War broke out in 1914 Fred was 18. He volunteered
at once for the army. His parents tried to dissuade him, but he insisted that
he must go. As soon as he was trained he went to Belgium; six weeks latar
he was killed in action. It was a terrible blow to Kaplan. The mother went
mad. She died in the lunatic asylum two years later.

Eaplan's last years were spent in poverty and illness. He was a
desperately lonely man, When Milly and I came to London in 1933 he was
in hospital. He had just had his leg amputated. We were to visit him on
Thursday. He died the night before. It fell to me to speak at his cremation
in Golders Green.
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Chapter 11
Germinal

The Arbeter Fn;mt had been appearing for a whole year under these
difficult and trying conditions when a new unexpected blow struck us. Te
help to cover our cozts we had heen printing advertisements, which brought
us about fifty pounds over the year. T didn’t like the ides of advertisements
but the Arbeter Fraint had been doing it before | became editor, and ﬁﬁj:
pounds a year was a considerable aum of money for us. The aﬂveg:(,ig,emer[ts
came from booksellers, photographers, shipping agents and such like. They
settled with us at the end of the year:

we were looking forward to petti
the money, because we had a lot of bills to pay. Then we found thE:: t'!r:s
comrade who collected the mon

ey had already spent it for his own :
He made up for it afterwards by giving us many vears of devntedTDch.mFIi
had been tempted, because of some very serious trouble he had got into. 1
wouldn't have mentioned it, but for the fact that it compelled us to stop
publication once again.

I went to Liverpool, Manchester and Leeds, to lecture and to collect some
money from the comrades, to enable us to restart the paper. I couldn't get
enough. The comrades in America couldn’t help us either, because they were

issuing the Freie Arbeter Shtimme again and the monthly Freie Gesellshaft
as well,

It was November 1899. Emma Goldman had arrived in London for a
series of talks in the West End. It was during the Boer War, which sent a
wave of jingo feeling through the country. Even Lloyd George had to escape
in Birmingham from a hostile mob disguised in the uniform of a policeman.
The English comrades were naturally reluctant to expose Emma to the fury
of a mob. She refused to be frightened off. She was announced to speak at
the South Place Institute, near Liverpool Street Station. Her subject was
patriotism. The hall was packed, and hundreds hadn’t been able to get in.
Tom Mann was in the chair. It was an openly hostile crowd. More than half
the audience had come to make trouble. As soon as Emma rose to speak they
heckled her. There was a scuffle. An attempt was made to rush the platform.
Emma stood her ground. Her calm voice and Tom Mann's unflustered
behaviour in the chair saved the situation. Emma got her hearing. She
spoke to the end. | am sure the fact that it was a woman speaking was a
great help with an English audience. But she also spoke well. She held their
attention. The applause when she finished showed that clearly.

It was then I made my first personal acquaintance with Emma Goldman.
She had heard of me and of my work ameong the Jewish workers in England.
She wondered how a non-Jew had managed to fit in to life in a Jewish
environment. When I told her about our difficulties she offered us a number
of lectures, whose proceeds would go to help the Arbeter Froint. We

71




arranged three meetings for her in the East End. They brought in a fo,,
Pounds, not much. The East End was not a place then for financiap),
successful meetings. The people who came were poorly paid sweatshq,
workers, whoge every penny counted. We were glad we could pay the hire ¢
the hall and the cost of the printing, and have a couple of pounds left.

We did restart the Arbeter Fraint. It was a daring thing to do under th,
conditions; this time the experiment did not succeed. We got out another e,
1ssues, and then we had to stop. i

We had had to shift our Ifremisr:s to an old shed in Stepney Greey
adjoining some stables, from which we got a lot of bad smells and swarms of
flies and bluebottles. Yet a miracle happened to me there, the birth of the
periodical Germinal. )

Our old typesetter had left us. He had rightly come to the conclusion thag
there wasn’t much chance for him with us. We hﬂd found m“ﬁﬂ_d a you
man recently arrived from Russia, named Narodiczky. He was an intelligent
young man, who had received a good education, and had been studying ¢,

be a Rabbi. He learned typesetting in London. He had a go-:_:ud kﬂ(‘IWIEIdEE of
Hebrew literature, and had been an active Zionist in Russia. That did not
make him an orthodox Jew. On the contrary, the opposition of the Rabhis ¢,
Herz] had led him away from the traditional religion. He got to know oy
group, and had come to accept our libertarian idens, \f-r:t,hnut however
abandoning his Zionism. He believed that a Jewish Palest}ne would offer 5
better field for new social experiments than the old countries of Europe. He
had a special admiration for me, a Goy who had devoted himself to working
BWSE.

Em‘:’?—-ﬁ:ﬁ: :-I.ras clear that we muet stop publication Narodiczky came to me
with a proposal that I should start a periodical of my own. I said T had no
money, and that if the Arbeter Fraint, which had a group of supporters and
a tradition of years behind it could not exist, what chance was there for a
new periodical? His answer was that the Arbeter Fraint group was always in
trouhle beeause it had a lot of old debts, and could never get clear of them,
Of course, he was right. o

Narodiczky said he would set the type for a new p-Ermdmal_that I would
edit, which would be free from the debts of the Arbeter Fraint group; he
would be satisfied with any payment we could make. He said he had already

discussed the idea with some of the younger comrades, and they had .

undertaken to get the money to print the first issue, and to back me in every
way.

It was an attractive propozal. I asked the Arbeter Fraint group what they
thought of it. Most of the comrades had no great hopes of it, but they all
agreed the atlempt was worth making. They placed their printing press at
my disposal, and promised all their support. So the last issue of the Arbeter
Fraint appeared on January 2th, 1900, with a farewell message from the
group, and an announcement of the new periodical, which I had decided to
call Germinal.

As I was not responsible to any group I thought I would give the new
publication an entirely new character, to acquaint its readers with all
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libertarian tendencies in modern literature and contemporary thought. To
have more space in one issue I decided to make it a 16 page fortnightly, not
an eight-page weekly, and to have no advertisements. The first issue
appeared on March 16th, 1900,

My views were closest to Kropotkin's, but I realised even then that all the
ideas of mutualism, collectivism or communism were subordinate to the
great idea of educating people to be free and to think and work freely. All
the economic propositions for the future, which had still to be tested by
practical experience, were designed to secure to man the result of his labour
and to aim at a social transformation of life that would make it possible for
the individual to develop his natural capacities unrestrained by hard and
fast rules and dogmas. My innermost conviction was that anarchism was
not ta be conceived as a definite closed system, nor as a future millennium,
but only as a particular trend in the historic development towards freedom
in all fields of human thought and action, and that no strict and unalterable
lines could therefore be laid down for it.

Freedom is never attained; it must always be striven for. Conszequently its
claims have no limit, and can neither be enclosed in a Programme nor
prescribed as a definite rule for the future. Each generation must face its
own problems, which cannot be forestalled or provided for in advance. The
worst tyranny is that of ideas which have been handed down to us, allowing

no development in ourselves, and trying to steamroller everything to one
flat universal level.

That was the spirit in which I conducted my new periodical. When T look
back, though there is much T would disapprove of now in detail, [ find it was
on the whole not at all a bad piece of work. The publication of the new
periodical was bound up with difficulties and hardships which cannot be
easily described. We started with empty hands. From the material point of
view it was perhaps the hardest time in the whole of my life. We were often
without the barest necessities. Yet I think of those days with nostalgia. My
old heart warms at the memory of those fine young people who worked at
my side, and gave so much devotion and love and self-sacrifice to the cause.
They were wonderful young people.

Germinal attracted a good circle of readers, not only in England and the
British Isles, but in most of the big cities of America, and in Paris, Berlin,
Bucharest, Sofia, Cairo, Alexandria, Johannesburg, Cape Town, Buenos
Aires. When I came to Berlin after the end of the First World War the
famous actor Granach told me that Germina! had set him on the first steps
towards his career on the German stage. Granach was a young Fast
European Jewish immigrant working at that time in a bakery. Germinal
roused his interest in literature. He was a born actor. He recited at meetings
of the small group of Jewish anarchists in Berlin to which he helonged.
Someone heard him there and made him go to a school for dramatic art; he
became one of the great actors in Germany. He never denied his origin or
his early associations.

We published twelve issues of Germinal; then Narodiczky told me he
couldn’t go on with it. He had opened a small printing shop, and had his
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hands full trying to build up his business. I had feared something like thgy
H{nuld happen, and it never occurred to me to blame Narodiczky for what he
did. But it was a blow to me.

Meanwhile the Arbeter Fraint group had managed to pay off moet of jig
old debts, and was thinking of restarting the Arbeter Fraint ~_Thﬂt meant |
would no longer be able to use its printing press for Germinal, for there
wasn't enough type for two publications. That seemed to seal the fate gf
Germinal; even the re-issue of the Arbeter Fraint could not console me for
its loss.

Then a young comrade, Ernst, came to me with a proposal to get some
type of our own, to continue Germinal. Ernst was one of the best-paiq
workmen in our group. He worked in an English urgan-makmg factory, was
never out of work, and earned good wages. He offered to contribute towards
the cost of the type; he found a place where we could get the type, and he
arranged that 1 should pay for it in monthly installments. I had !En_rnelﬁ a
little typesetting from Narodiczky, and though I was not very quick at it 1
felt capable of undertaking the work. Milly hm:l a.i.*u:! learna_i typesetting,
and she managed by herself to set two whole articles in Bach_msue.

When I look back at those issues today I find they were quite well set. OF
course Milly and I were not professional compositors; we took much longer
over our work. But the result was not bad. So now 1 not only wrote the
paper myself, but with Milly’s help also set it. We were living at that time in
one large room on the fourth floor of a tenement block in Stepney Greep
called Dunstan Houses: it was our combined living room and bedroom. Now
it also had to serve as our workshop for setting the type. It was not easy to
carry the cases of type up and down four flights of stairs, but T was young
and strong, and there were always comrades ready to help_uﬂ. As the Arbeter
Fraint was now reappearing we decided to publish (Germinal as a monthly,
How | managed to write both papers and to set one of them as well is still 4
puzzle to me. But a young man devoted to his cause can do a lot.
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Chapter 12

Peter Kropotkin

My work in the Jewish labour movement brought me in fregquent contact
with Peter Kropotkin, who was always in close touch with the comrades in
the East End. I had seen him several times at meetings, and had heard him
speak, but 1 did not know him personally till I met him one day in 1896 at
the Italian Club. After our talk he invited me to visit him at hic home in
Bromley. His wife opened the door when I came. Kropotkin was waiting in
their simple living room, where their daughter Sasha was getting tea ready.
After tea Kropotkin took me to his study, The walls were lined with books
up to the ceiling. The desk was heaped with papers and periodicals. He
showed me a book which had just arrived, a gift from a friend in Edinburgh.
It was Paul Marat’s The Chains of Slavery, published in England in 1774.
“A fine mind, this much-abused Marat,” said Eropotkin. “Of all the men of
the Great Revolution he was the most significant thinker. He saw things
better than Robespierre and all his followers put together.”

Then our talk turned to Germany, He was intensely interested in the
conditions there, for he was already at that time afraid of the coming war.
He was convineed that the Kaiser's government was working in a direction
which made war inevitable. He believed that the other powers would have
no choice but to meet Germany’s challenge. If war came it would bring, he
said, a terrible reaction after it, and the loss of much freedom, even if
Germany were defeated. Only an inner change in the political and social life
in Germany itsell could save Europe and the world from this disaster.

But Germany was at that time a consolidated state, with no serious
opposition to the Kaiser's government inside the country. The middle class
was solidly imperialist. The social democratic movement which had almost
the entire German working class in it was a huge idol with clay feet, that
would crash immediately anything happened. Kropotkin knew the
conditions in Germany. He had no illusions about the influence of the small
anarchist movement there,

I remained closely connected with Kropotkin from the day I first entered
his house in 1896 till he returned to Russia after the Revolution in 1917.
The longer I knew him the more I admired and loved him. He was a man of
great personal charm and kindliness, with all his great learning modest and
unassuming, and with a burning passion for justice and freedom. He was in
his personal life and his personal relations the same man who wrote Mutual
Aid. There was no cleavage between the man and his work. He spoke and
acted in all things as he felt and believed and wrote. Kropotkin was a whole
man. He was one of the greatest happenings in my life. I was never a man
to worship an idol. T could never be blind to a man’s faults, however great 1
thought him. What bound me to Kropotkin was his warm humanity, his
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unshakeable sense of justice. Justice was no abstraction to him. It was the
expression of his real fellow-feeling with other people. I am sure he neve,
made anyone feel small in his presence. He was a great soul.

When the war he had foreseen and feared came in 1914 and our pathg
divided our personal relationship remained unaffected. T knew that he acteq
as he did out of absolute conviction. Which of us was right no one can decide
today. A man's inner conviction is not something that can be measured witlh
a tape measure, or weighed in a balance, to say how far it was right or
Wrong.

1 remember distinctly a talk a few of us had with Kropotkin at his home
not a year before war broke out. He said he was convinced that Germany
was preparing for war. Tt could begin any day. I can’t tell you the exact date,
he said, but it won't be long. Germany has gone too far to retreat. When you
have rattled your sword so long that the whole world regards you as a
menace you can't suddenly drop the trumpet and exchange it for a
shepherd's reed. That would be humiliating. Germany is only waiting for
the opportunity to strike.

One of us asked Kropotkin if he thought that Germany alone wag
responsible for this situation. Of course not, he said. But those who are in
power in Germany today are more responsible for it than the others. They
plunged Europe into militarism. Britain and France have nothing to gain by
war, and they have much to lose. Even if they win they will suffer terribly,
and it will take them a great many years to recover. It will shake the whole
world. It is impossible to foresee what a cyele of political and economic crises
the war will start off.

Germany is much more favourably placed. If she wins the war she will be
for a long time the undisputed dictator of Europe. Her rulers will squeeze all
they can out of the other countries, to make good her own losses quickly. If
Germany loses the war she will be a problem to the victors, and the problem
may not be solved without a European revolution. If Germany is broken up
by the victors, it will create an irredenta that will give Europe no peace.

The only hope is that a new movement may come from a defeated
Germany. But such movements come only if the conditions exist in the
minds of the people, and I am afraid they do not exist among the German
people. If the Germans are defeated they will brood over their wounded
national pride rather than want to listen to the voice of reason. We asked
Kropotkin if a general strike in all countries could not prevent the war. It
could, he answered. But it would have to be simultaneous in all the
countries concerned, and it would have to be ecomplete before the fighting
starts. If it waits till war is declared it will be too late,

I remember Tarrida asking me if I didn't think the German socialists
would do something to stop Germany going to war. I answered that T was
afraid the German socialists would do nothing at all. The German working
class had lost all understanding for direct action. They had put all their
hope in parliamentary activity. The most we could expect was that the

socialists in the Reichstag might vote against the war credits, but even that
was not certain.
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Then there is no hope of preventing the war, Tarrida said. If the German
workers won’t do anything how can we expect it from the French and
Belgian workers?

Tcherkesov thought the fact that Russia would be in the war on the side
of France would add to the confusion. How could Russia be presented as
fighting a war of democracy against German militarism? I said I agreed. But
1 also said I was convinced that Germany was now a much greater danger
to Europe and the world than Russia.

Kropotkin was ill when the war came, and he was a i hrough
the war years. As I was of German birth T was soon i:al‘t:kmﬁnasﬂ:émt was
called an enemy alien. Kropotkin wrote to me in the internment camp as
often as he could; and he sent me books from his library to read. That was
not easy, because his books were all full of marginal notes, which he had to
erase very carefully, or the censor might think he was trying to pass secret
information to me. He wrote to me in one of his letters that he could
understand my attitude about the war: “It s essentially a matter of
conviction. One should never make a stand for a cause if one’s heart is not
in it. This terrible catastrophe will come to an end, and then we shall stand
together again, as we did before, in the great cause of human liberty, which
is the cause of us all.” '

Kropotkin was a scholar and a thinker, a man of extraordinarily wide
reading and learning, a historian, geopgrapher, economist and social
philosopher. He had made his name by his geographical and geological
exploration of Siberia before he came to associate himself with the anarchist
movement. In his book Mutual Aid he gave us a picture of nature utterly
different from the conception of a continuous struggle for existence
presented by what is called Social Darwinism. He revealed the fallacy of the
Malthusian theory of over-population and put the relationship between
man and society in a new light. His book Fields, Factories and Workshops
opened a wide new vista of the future relations between industry and
agriculture. His history of the Great French Revolution looked at that vast
uprising which did so much to shape the historic development of all Europe
from a new point of view, as a movement of the people.

Kropotkin was no utopist. He had a practical view of life. He showed it in
the way he sensed what was happening to the Russian Revolution. He saw
long before any of us did in what direction Bolshevism was leading. When
Kropotkin said goodbye to me before he left for Russia I had a feeling that
L should never see him again. But 1 did not realise what a terrible fate
awaited him in the land of his birth. For years men like Kropotkin had
worked and hoped and suffered imprisonment to liberate Russia from
despotism. Then the Revolution came, and instead of liberty it brought a
new despotism, dictatorship and the totalitarian state.

Kropotkin realised it very soon; and as he was never a man to be silent in
the face of oppression he said what he felt, openly, firmly, though he was an
old man, and ill. His open letter to Lenin, protesting against the methods of
the new regime, and his Appeal to the Working Class of Western Europe,
which he wrote shortly before he died, and which Margaret Bondfield
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brought back from Russia, were his last pmclﬂﬁ;;;“;o]“ﬁ:f mﬂi:ﬁny
which he had fought all his life, While the so o g dEEthera
-Elbbeﬂﬂ-ﬂt about the coming of collectivism, Krop of Chapter 13
Tty
Leeds

The crisis in the Jewish labour movement in London continued. There
seemed no way of getting over our difficulties. The suspension of the Arbeter
Fraint affected our whole propaganda; the entire Jewish labour movement
guffered because of it. Even Germinal appeared only intermittently. It was
the hardest time I had since I entered the Jewish labour movement.

David Isakovitz suggested that Milly and I should move to Leeds, and
publish Germinal there. Leeds had a fairly large Jewish trade union
ﬂrgﬂ_nisﬂtiﬂn among the workers in the clothing industry Our friend Louis
Elstein was very active in it. Also a number of comrades had gone to the
provinces because things were hard in London, many of them to Leeds, We
left London at the end of October 1801; the first Leeds issue of Germinal
ﬂppﬂﬂl‘ed in December.

We found Leeds a small place, and after London not very attractive. But
there was a close friendship among the comrades; we were like one big
family We didn't have the big distances there were in London. We could see
each other almost every day, and it was altogether easier to do things than
in the big city.

Most of the Jewish socialists in Leeds belonged to the anarchist wing. But
there were also a number of social democrats. Relations between the two
sections were friendly. The reason lay in the character of the Jewish
population of Leeds as a whole. They were mostly rigidly conservative, and
uninformed. They could not understand the difference hetween anarchists
and social democrats. Both were to them departures from their accepted
rut. These people lived differently. They thought about things; they
challenged the old beliefs and traditions. Therefore they shut them all out
from their common Jewish life. The small minority of Jewish socialists and
freethinkers of all kinds found themselves surrounded by a Chinese wall of
intolerance and dislike. The result was that they got together more among
themselves, were dependent on each other much more than in London.

In the summer months the comrades held open air meetings every
Saturday in North Street Park. In winter it was practically impossible to get
a suitable hall in the Leeds ghetto. No proprietors would hire a hall to
Jewish socialists, They were afraid of the official Jewish community. The
Jewish Tailors’ Trade Union had its own premises, but it needed them for
its own purposes on most occasions when we had to hold our meetings.
Shortly after we arrived in Leeds the difficulty was overcome by opening a
socialist club in Meanwood Road. We held our meetings there every
Saturday and Sunday; we also used it as a club every other evening. While
we lived in Leeds I went on many propaganda lecture tours to other towns,
Manchester, Liverpool, Birmingham, Hull, Glasgow, Edinburgh. Just when
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the movement was al its lowest in London we had a big upward swing in ¢,

P Phere were nctive groups of comrades in all these places. Our best ceny,
here Zalman Vendroff, who afterwy
after Loods was Glasgow. [ fivst met t : .
made a name in Yiddish literature. He went back rtn Rusgla at ‘thE time of
the n:-:.'mutiu o and became one of t]'I'E‘I'Eﬂ_di“E Ylddlsdh]Suvlet, writers, When,
I first knew him he was inelined to Zionism; we had long arguments ahgy,
it. When he came to live in London aﬁzrjwards he found hlmself_m“h
nearer to our views, and was a valued ::nntnbutqr to the Arbeter Fraing.

The Jews in Leeds hated us and all our activities. They attacked our
comrades in the streets. They tore our posters off the “:a]ls..

One Yom Kippur the comrades had arranged a meeting in the cluh, and
brought Kaplan from London as the speaker. A mob attacked one of gy
comrades who was distributing leaflets announcing the meeting. We wer,
warned that our meeting would be broken up. We feared a lot of our peap),
would stay away, not to be involved in a fight. But the hall was packeq
There wasn't an empty seat. I had been asked to take the chair. T introdueeq
the speaker briefly, he was already speaking when we heard a lot o
shouting in the street. Our audience jumped up. Before I could do anythip
Louis Elstein asked me to come to the front door. I found two of oy
comrades there, Agursky and Perlman, who told me there were hundreds of
people outside, ready to storm our club.

To understand how we were placed I should explain that our club was on
the second floor of a rear building, divided from the street by a courtyarq,
through which people had to pass to reach a steep narrow staircase, which
led to the hall. I saw that we must keep the mob from getting to the stairs
For once they found their way up nothing could hold them back. It was
lucky for us that the narrow staircase could be easily defended, if only
nobody came out from the hall at our back thinking to help us, and diverted
our attention. Agursky was a big fellow. So was L. I tock my stand at the
bottom of the stairs, two or three steps up. Agursky stood a little higher;
Perlman's job was to see that no one came out of the hall.

We had no sooner taken our positions than the mob rushed in, led by g
tall lanky fellow. He was calling the others to follow him. But when he saw
me and Agursky waiting for him he stopped. Then he shouted at us to stand
aside, or they would rush us,

“Back!™ I cried. “Not one of vou will get up these stair's alive!™

The man was no hero, He wavered. I took out my watch, and I said: “I
Bive you one minute to clear off, If you're not gone by then, on your head be
"

It was of course an empty threat. But it shook him. I looked at my watch.
“Ten more seconds,” 1 gaid.

“Back!" the leader shouted, “He's got a knife!”

‘E’VE! were unarmed. But the crowd thought the man had seen me wave a
knife at him. They all turned tail. I heard them gshouting in the street. The
-j.ianger was over. Somebody had called the police, and presently a police
inspector and two constables came and wanted to know what we were up to.

B0

The lanky mob leader appeared again, and tald (he police that we were a
gathering of anarchists and God-blasphemers, and that | had a knife, and
had thrﬂﬂl{?“e‘] him with it. I told the inspector what had ha -::l:::i He
came upi'ﬁfithlmﬂ to the hall, looked round, and saw a lot of pp‘io ‘iit-tiﬂ
quietly, listening to the speaker. It seemed 10 satisfy him HEG F::l-' ed thg
constables to disperse the crowd in the street That was th d-r FE:m
There were well-meaning folk who said we should nnf IE:: B ked
people by holding our meeting on gl

such a day. !
be impossible if people didn't hold vl:l.iI"f'lnarenart.:rr v 455, Progress would

ple di opinions, Th i
fathers and sons exists in every generation, and it dmﬂen?gg:; rtweet‘g
ignore it. People must learn tolerance. It wo s

s s i, H.]d never ocour to
anyone engaged in his religious devotions. People who can think?i?hmreahup'g:;
into a Synagogue or a Church to prevent others practising their religion are

nao bgtter than_thnse fanatical z_en]nts in Leeds who tried to break up our
meeting. The nghtttu act according to your own belief belangs to everyone
The place for a believing Jew on Yom Hippur isin a Synagogue, not in l'.hf;
street trying to deny somebody else’s right to do what he wishes un that da

No civilised society could exist otherwise. o

But Leeds was a place where people generally had queer ideas at that
time. I used to hear them grumbling about foreigners; they usually meant
Jews. They were under the impression that all foreigners were Jews. One
day I stood setting type when there was a knock at the door. A shabbily
dressed man came in, and told me that he had something for me. He
brought out a Tallith (prayer-shawl) and a pair of Tephilin (phylacteries)
which Jews use when they pray. He asked me for a shilling for them. 1
explained that [ wasn't a Jew, and had never used such things in my life. He
plainly didn’t believe me. “But you're a foreigner, aren’t you?” “Yes " I said.
“Then you're a Jew.” “Why?" “Because all foreigners are Jews.”

Of course it never worried me that people took me for a Jew. It was
sometimes amusing. We lived in Leeds almost on the edge of the town, in
Buslingthorpe Lane, a good distance from the Leeds ghetto. As most of my
visitors were Jewish comrades the neighbours took it for granted that I was
a Jew. I had two close friends, William McQueen and Toni Petersen, both
like myself of Christian origin; Petersen was a Dane. When the three of us
went to the ghetto on a Saturday afternoon to see our Jewish comrades, the
Jewish women in the street told us off for smoking on the Sabbath. When
we got back to where [ lived, where there were few Jews, the children ran
after us, shouting, “Jews! Christkillera!”

Besides the Jewish comrades we also had an active English movement in
Leeds. William McQueen was the best of a group of English speakers there.
He also edited a small monthly, The Free Commune. He was an able and an
extremely likable young man. He earned his living as a commercial
traveller. Going about the country on his job he always used the opportunity
to do propaganda for our cause. Johann Most was responsible for McQueen
emigrating afterwards to America, where he became editor of Liberty. He
was active in the American movement till he was arrested for a 51:reech_ ata
strike meeting, and was given the savage sentence of five years imprison-
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ment. He came out a broken man. I saw him when he returned to Englang
He dicd soon alter,

Also prominent in the English movement Was a yOoung man nameq
Moskovitz; he was a fine speaker. He was born in Manf:hester, of Jewigh,
parents, and was diverted at an early age to the secularist movement. Hg
was a follower of Benjamin Tucker. For his living he sold a hﬂr“{h‘ﬂﬁ Patent
medicine called Yesurum Killer. The first word is Hebrew, meaning pain_ i
is also Yiddish, with the same meaning. The outlandish name therefor
meant simply pain-killer. He didn't do pnrtin-._ﬂa.ﬂ:.r well out of it, and he
often went hungry. But that never disturbed him. He never lost his happy.
go-lucky good humour.

Then there was Mat Solid, a delightful old man. He was 67 when [ kney
him, but he was full of vigour and vitality, more than many younger people.
He attended every meeting, and he was always a ready and a lively speaker.
He was tall and lean, completely bald, but he had an impressive grey bearq,
He had fine features, and wise eyes. I saw a good deal of him, and found thag
he had read an amazing amount of philosophy and natural science. He hag
a gift of expressing himself clearly and briefly. His great fault was his quick
temper. He always got furious when his opponent in an argument wandered
away from the subject or didn’t follow his point logically. He was a first-clasg
lecturer. If his audience showed any grasp of the subject he would develop it
in a really masterly way, like a trained university professor. But if hig
temper was roused he was a fighter. He was a stormy petrel. At the time of
the Boer War, when no socialist in Leeds dared to speak against it in the
open air, he stood up and got a hearing. I think he would have preferred to
be stoned to death by an infuriated mob rather than be silent. Once
MeQueen had been badly knocked about, almost lynched at an open-air
meeting; the following Sunday Mat Solid appeared at the same spot, and

geemed by what he was saying in his speech to be inviting the crowd to treat
him as they had treated McQueen. Yet nothing happened. They listened to
him. Sometimes an angry murmor ran through the crowd. But they heard
him to the end, and they let him go without making a move against him,

Mat had been a sailor for many years. He had got a knock on the head one
day from a falling spar. It nearly brained him. He was operated on three
times. He was a different man after that. He had never shown any
particular interest hefore in reading; his intellectual capacity had seemed
small. Now he became a voracious reader. He gave up the sea, and settled in
Leeds, where he worked as a french polisher. He used to tell this story at all
his public meetings; he said that everybody ought to get a knock on the head
to make him think.

I spent a year in Leeds. Things were beginning to improve in London, and
the comrades there urged me to return to restart the Arbeter Fraint.
London was of course a more important position for our work than Leeds; I
agreed to go back. The last issue of Germinal in Leeds appeared in
September 1802, The next issue came out in London the following month.
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Chapter 14

The Movement Goes Forward

I found a new spirit in our London movement, Ew

going forward. Our public meetings had never P pwenl fu e
trades unions which had suffered i

conditions. :I'he Arbeter Fraint m“PEE;:t:r;;:ﬁi:Lm;;d f:;b_etter hbﬁhaiuf
served one important purpose. The contact between oy prowpe L &« d

and the provinces was much closer. Isakovitz also came tET.ur&m 1..I:n o
to restart the Arbeter Fraint. Some of the eoniradisg i wmtgt:]‘ to help
publishing as soon as I arrived. But ta begin

my past experience made me insjct
we must first assure ourselves of sufficient means, so that we wqudt:ﬂ
have to stop publication again after a few months or

We held a conference of Jewish anarchists during Eﬁmﬁ week 1902
in London. There were four questions on the agenda: restarting the Arbe.t.e'
Fraint, opening a {:‘lgh. issuing pamphlets and books, and linking th;
different groups in London and the provinces into a Jewish Anarchist
Federation. The decision was to get th

e Arbeter Fraint out again on March
20th, 19038, Wg rleappeﬂred therefore in March 1903, The Arpeter Fraint
group was again in charge of the administration, but there was now a note

under the heading which said that it was the organ i
Yiddish-Speaking Anarchist Groups in Great Britagin aﬁ; m%dﬂmﬁm =

March 1903 allaur saw the publication of the last jssue of Germinal, till it
was starte!i again in January 1905, no longer my own paper, but that of a
group, which however made me the editor, so that it remained the same
paper it had been before. But for two years there was no Germinal. 1 felt its
loss keenly. It was my own child. I had not only started it and edited it. T had
also set it myself and printed it myself But it was physically impossible for
me to continue to do that. The work of getting out the weekly Arbeter Fraint
regularly was enough to engage all my energy. | was also in constant
demand as a speaker, not only in our own movement, but for hundreds of
trade union meectings and for lecture tours in the provinees. I had no time
left to do Germinal as well,

We were all overlpaded with work. But we were young and we were
enthusiastic, and the times were pregnant with hope. The labour movement
was making great progress everywhere, There was a big movement in Great
Britain. Syndicalism had spread among the working class in France. The old
idess of the First International were in the air again. The crippling
influence of German social democracy on the international labour
movement seemed to be diminishing; the centre of gravity was returning to
the Latin countries. This new movement, which was aimed not only against
the economic monopoly of a privileged minority, but also against the danger
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of a state-bureaucracy arising in the future, was growing astonishingly in
the Latin oS, - .

1 t’;m ff 1_;:;:11:;5“ the Jewish workers with ti_w significance of this ne
movement, in the Arbeter Fraint and at our meetings. But most of all | trjgg
to rouse them against the terrible sweatmg system ‘unde-'r which they Werg
working. I knew it was not enough to agitate against it. People who are
active in a social movement must always ask theu}sel\rea by what methodg
they can best move and serve the people. There is no final and compley,
answer to this question. Our work is always determined by tl}e conditiong
in the world outside, in which we must live. We can be g‘uu:li?d only by
practical experience. The word “propaganda” has left a bad taste in people’s
mouths because it is too often only a batch of empty slogans, Try,,
propaganda must be directed not to make people repeat slogans, but ¢,
make them think for themselves.

It is not enough to be always talking about the material and social ),
with which we are afflicted. It is also necessary to open new intellectual anq
spiritual horizons for the people, to make them want a better kind of life.
Preaching class-consciousness won't help us. People’s lives are hot
determined so much by their membership of a particular class as by thej,
daily experiences of the society as a whole in which they live. The fact that

most of the pioneers of socialist ideas in all countries came not from the
proletariat but from other classes of society should warn us against such
illusions. i

What brings people into the movement is not so much the material effects
of modern economic life as a sense of outraged justice. The smallest wage
struggle would be impossible without an ethical motive behind it. The

stronger the sense of justice is in people the more it influences their
thoughts and actions. The idea of justice is not merely material. It derives j
from our general cultural life, which is the creation of countless generations
of people of all social classes. Our culture cannot be judged from the point .
of view of claszs or of economic conditions. Economic life is itself a
consequence of our general cultural level. Modern industry and modern |
production forms did not create our culture. They are the result of our ]
culture, Without the immense progress of scientifie culture in the 19th and |
20th centuries and its application to machinery and chemistry, modern
industry and modern production forms and the whole revolution in | f
economic life could never have happened,

That brings me to the point that we cannot condemn everything in our !
present society as equally bad, and ripe for decay. The inadequacy of our
existing social order for large sections of the people and the glaring injustice
of many aspects of our political and social life must not lead us to the
mistalke of measuring our entire culture as such by this one standard. What
human civilisation has created over many centuries in spiritual and social
values can be estimated only by considering it as a whole. What the human ]
spirit has created in science, art and literature, in every branch of
philesophic thought and aesthetic feeling iz and must remain the common
cultural possession of our own and of all the coming generations. This is the
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Y not only a hunger of the body. There is also a hunger urzphf:zn-it :fm :hi:
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Chapter 15
The Kishineff Pogrom

In April 1903 the world was shaken by reports 'I.‘.l-f a terrible POgrom
against the Jews in Kishineff. Later pogroms made it clear that this wag
not a spontaneous outburst by an ignorant populace, but a carefy])
organised massacre prepared in cold blood by the Tzarist police ang
authorities.

Antisemitism had been for a long time used as an instrument of poliey
the Tzarist government to divert the attention of the people from the trye
cause of their misery and poverty. Protest meetings were immediately helq
in both the East and West End of London, and early in May there was 4
huge demonstration in Hyde Park, called by the Friends of a Free Russia, in,
conjunction with other bodies. Of course, we were there. Outsta nding
among the many speakers was Peter Kropotkin. 1 still carry a picture in my
mind of Kropotkin as I saw him that day, his face pale with emotion, his grey
beard caught by the wind. His first words were hesitant, as though choked
by his deep feeling. Then they came rushing out fiercely, each word like the
blow of a hammer. There was a quiver in hiz voice when he spoke of the
suffering of the victims. He loocked like some ancient prophet. All the
thousands who listened to him were moved to their depths. Who could have
imagined then that the pogrom in Kishinefl' would seem like child’s play
afterwards against the mass slaughter of millions in the Hitler period?

We also had a separate Jewish labour demonstration, which was held in
Hyde Park on June 21st 1903 The initiative came from the Jewish Cabinet
Makers' Union, which called a conference for the purpose of all the Jewish
political and labour erganisations in London. All the Jewish trades unions
sent representatives, as well as the Federation of Jewish Anarchists and the
Jewish branches of the Social Democrats, the Social Revolutionaries and the
Polish Socialist Party.

Unfortunately, the two delegates of the Social Democratic Federation
brought an unpleasant note into the proceedings. Immediately we met
they declared that they would take part only on two conditions — first, the
Zionisis must be barred from the conference and, secondly, the conference
must adopt a resclution expressing sympathy and support for the Jewish
Labour Bund in Russia and Poland. It was a presumptuous demand for an
organisation which represented only a small minority of the Jewish
working class in England. The Zionists had no following of any
consequence at that time in the Jewish working class movement. The
Zionist press had besides accused the revolutionary movement in Russia

of being in a way to blame for the pogromist activity of the Russian
government. For this reason no invitation had been sent to the Zionists,
and they for their part had made no attempt to be represented at the
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conference and to take

. part in its work,
adopt a resolution exclu

h It would have been absurd to
INg an organizati

oo on which was not seeking t
rep}'ese?t::. ;‘hﬂ LStECGnd condition too way unacceptahle, be.:aug,,, Dﬂt::
Pﬂhc‘? s plt Z&;IE Eﬂvernmem against the revolutionary movement in
1m med at the entire movement, not at one particular party. A
gpecial resolution of sympathy with the Bund would have been a 3lay-in
the face for all the other organisations, P

The two delegates refused to withdraw their d
; emand. Th
of the confuroncs was wast.ed in fruitless discussion :huut i: wﬂzﬂiiﬁ::mt d:ﬁ
day they threatened that if the conference did not accept their r;sulutjorn
they would publicly brand the London Jewish trades unione in the Russi
press as enemies of the Bund. e Hussian

I got up and protested that it was an outrage that socialists
what party they belonged, should exploit the terrible I.ra;ed}rrr:;‘ Eif:,f;;;}

for their own party ends. If, T said, the Social Dem ' ;

hold a prolest demonstration of its own, it muldm;,?ut;i I:?“r:imln \:ruul_d
wished; but it could not force its ultimatums on other orgaél;mﬁ:;nm
of the other delegates supported me. When the vote was taken onl , tw

small trades unions, whose combined membership was under a hunﬂ:edy ¥
voted with the social democrats; the two representatives of the Social

Democratic Federation thereupon withdrew. We had no further trouble at
the conference.

The two Yiddish dailies in London at that time, the Jewish Express and
the Jewish Telephone, denounced the conference and all it was trying to do
as an anarchist manoeuvre. The Jewwish Express went so far as to question
Kropotkin’s friendship for the Jews. It told the Jews of the East End that if
they went to our demonstration they would find that it was not directed so
much against the pogrom in Kishineff as for socialism, It =aid that the
Russian government had aceused the Jews of Russia of being engaged in the
socialist movement. Such a demonstration would give the Russian
government an excuse to say that the charge was true, that the Russian
Jows were linked with socialism.

The demonstration was held on a Sunday afterncon. It was the biggest
manifestation of Jewish workers that London had seen till then, Thousands
of Jewish proletarians marched in closed ranks from Mile End to Hyde
Park. It was a dull, unfriendly day, fitting for the angry, sullen mood of the
marchers. Thousands more had gone straight to the park, especially women
who did not feel that they could go all that way on foot. The speeches were
in English, Yiddish, Russian and Polish. The London dailies estimated that
there were at least 25,000 people assembled round the three platforms.
Besides our East End Jewish speakers there were Herbert Burrows, John
Turner, Ted Leggatt, Harry Kelly, N. Tchaikovsky and W. Tcherkesov.

Kropotkin was not well, and said he could not speak; but he came to the
demonstration. He arrived late, and the crowd round our platform was so
dense that he couldn’t get through to us. But some of the crowd recognised
him; they lifted him shoulder-high and so passed him along over their heads
till he reached our platform.
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: ch, first in Russian and then ;

Hgvmg g et ana patt E]::i. Arbeter Fraint and in Freed,, g
English. His speech appeared in full in the r ; m,
But some of the English daily papers published fairly long extracts from j¢

The demonstration had succeeded beyond our expectations, In spite of the
incessant campaign against us in the two Yiddish London dmhe?,. and the
way in which the Rabbis in the East End Synagogues had, with a zeq]
worthy of a better cause, preached for weeks past to their congregations 1,

he demonstration.

m‘ﬁt’g ﬁdt:h?ﬂ; ::ampa.ig'n against us in the pmﬁnaeq. When I came ¢,
Manchester and Liverpool to speak against the Czarist pogroms, oyy
comrades couldn’t get a hall in which to hold our meeting. But we hag
packed meetings in Leeds and Glasgow and Edinburgh.

I understand that the main motive for the opposition we met from th,
representatives of religious Jewry was their fear that such magg
demonstrations abroad might endanger Russian Jewry still more. [ am syre
their fear was exaggerated; such huge demonstrations must have impresseq
the Tzarist government, and made it realise the extent of the feeling jtg
progrom policy aroused throughout the world. But it was an understandable
fear, considering the state of continual uncertainty in which Russian Jewry
had to live.
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Chapter 16

The Campaign Against
the Sweating System

The Jewish working class movement in London had de i
y monst

strength. There was a new active spirit among the Jewish wnrmﬂdkm ':'?:
played our part, of course, in the awakening. There were enough grounds
for arousing their discontent.

We decided to start a big campaign against the evil i stem, from

. L

which the Jewish workers suffered most, The Hritis;w;?umnt h:.ut; for
years been concerned with this problem. 1

- : t had set up a Selact pr
to enquire into it, and to recommend ways B Commission

of dealing with it. But nothin
was done. It was all on paper. Even the Factory Inspectors who werE

appointed to see that women and young people should not wark all the
hours of the day and night did not stop it. They could not be altogether
blamed for it; as long a= the workers were not properly organized,

to prevent
it themselves, there were countless ways in which they e

- a could be
circumvented. Even if the inspectors did their best they could easily be

outwitted. Fnrr the 1m0‘5t important of the sweated industries was tailoring
which was mainly in the hands of foreigners, whose ways were beyond the
understanding of English officials. The whole system of factory laws and
regulations at that time was so complicated that they could always be got
round. Also, the skilled workers who, with the sub-divisional system had
unskilled or less skilled workers under them, were as much interested to
cheat the regulations as the master-tailors for whom they worked.

The clothing industry in the East End was run by hundreds of small
master-tailors who were sub-contractors for the big firms in the City and
the West End. In order to get the contract they under-bid each other
mercilessly, thus creating their own hell. They passed that hell on of course
to their workers. The new immigrants, the greeners, as they were called,
who had just arrived from Poland or Russia or Romania and had to earn
their bread, went to these small sweatshops to learn to be pressers or
machinists. They started as under-pressers or plain-machinists, working for
about six months for a skilled presser or machinist, doing the first
preparatory work for him, till they learned to work for themselves. This
lower grade of workers was employed and paid not by the master-tailor, but
by the presser or the machinist. Sometimes a presser or machinist emplu;.?ed
three or four under-pressers or plain-machinists. It suited the master-tailor,
because it placed the responsibility for driving the workers on the upper
grade of the workers themselves. )

The evil of the sweating system was that it was so contrived that each
drove everybody else. The big firms in the City and West End drove the sub-
contracting master-tailors to compete ruthlessly one against the other. The
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raster-tailor drove his workers, and they in t'l_mtr turn drove their
subordinate workers. 1t was 8 :;::inus cliele, omolx tryag 1Y SMANER 28 el
s af Uﬂdﬂr 211 ‘ ‘ -
mlﬁq?:tﬁfd‘;ﬁ;iiﬁi that trade union organisation was difficult unde,
such conditions, The subordinate workers had other interests than tp,
<killed workers who employed them. They formed their own unions, by,
these could not be lasting, because their members in time learned thej,
trade and became skilled workers; then they em]iploye& others i-hf_#mselvﬁs_

As long as this system pxisted the effort to organise the workers in Proper

trade unions was a labour of Sisyphus. To add to the t!.‘ﬂ'l.llble, there werg a

great many young women in the industry who had no interest in trade

union organisation, because they went to work only until they got marrieq,

The first step had to be to persuade the higher-grade skilled workers 1,
stop employing subordinate labour, to leave that for the master-tailors tg do,
But most of them didn’t want it. They refused to think of the improveg
labour conditions that organisation could secure for them for the future
They thought only of the money they would lose now.

It is hardly possible to conceive today the conditions in which the mass of
the Jewish workers in London lived at that time. They were mostly engaged
in the clothing industry, under what was then the new system of syh.
divisional labour. Each part of the work was done by a different worker whq
did nothing else, only that one part of the work all the time. The workshops
were ordinary living rooms, completely unfitted for the purpose, heavy with
the sweat of many working people, to which was added the damp of the
pressing irons on the cloth. There were no regular hours of work,
Employment was completely seasonal. In the busy season the people worked
all the hours of the day and night, to save something for the slack season,
when they earned next to nothing. It was slave-driving. In the busy season
the pace was killing. In the slack season it was hunger and hopeless despair,

When we took up the fight against this terrible system we were told that
we were out of touch with the realities of lifi, that we thought people could
feed their families with promises of a distant better future. There is no
truth in the charge. We were aware of the present needs of the workers, and
we were concerned to help them now. The files of the Arbeter Fraint over the
vears show that we were telling the Jewish workers all the time that they
must stand out for an immediate betterment of their lot. There was no trade
union meeting, no strike, no smallest elfort that the workers made to fight
for their daily bread in which we did not take part. The fact is that all the
Jewish trades unions in the East End, without exception, were started by
the initiative of the Jewish anarchists. The Jewish labour movement grew

largely out of the ceaseless educational work that we carried on year in year
out. Even those who disagree with our views cannot deny what we did in the
field of Jewish trade union organisation and activity.

It is completely wrong to suppose that anarchists reject the idea of an
improvement of conditions in present-day society What we said was that
the people must work and fight for that improvement. It would not come by
itself. All social and political progress, from Magna Charta to the eight hour
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. was the result of popular ¢ : »
::‘f'ree. We told the people emands to which the authorities had to

that they must al
their rights and liberties. ust always stand on guard to defend

So when the Jewish labour movement in England had demonstrated its
strength, we considered that the time had come for a big practical effort to
improve the conditions of the Jewish workers. We called them to join in a
united effort against the s!.weating aystem.

We were of course thinking primarily of lifting the evil yoke of the
sweatshop system from the Jewish workers. But we also had a second
object, which seemed no less important to us, to establish better relations
petween the Jewish workers and the English workers and the English
trades unions. They were far from good then. They couldn’t be, The English
workers could not feel happy about the development of new industries in
the East End of London which were not subject to trade union discipline
and mnt:.':ﬂ, especially 'n_rhen those industries kept growing through the
immigration of more foreign workers. The English workers didn’t know the
circumstances which brought those Jewish immigrants te England and
made them work under those evil conditions. The result was that they were
prejudiced against the Jews; and this might have led to a very ugly
situation. Some of the English tradez unions had tried to get the Jewish
workers to join them, but there was a lack of understanding of their peculiar
conditions, and nothing came of these efforts.

There is no doubt about the anti-Jewish prejudice which existed not only
among the English workers, but also among the English trade union
leaders. We had an example of it in connection with our protest
demonstration against the Kishineff pogrom. We had asked James
MacDonald, the Chairman of the London Trades Couneil, to be one of cur
speakers, and he refused. He said that Jewish workers in London had acted
as strike-breakers, doing work that strikers in Edinburgh had refused to do.
He even published his accusation in Reynold s Newspaper. We could not find
out if it was true; there were so many hundreds of small workshops in the
East End of London that no real control was possible.

Of course MacDonald was wrong to confuse the two issues. We had aszked
him to protest against the inhuman pogrom policy of the Russian Tzarist
government, and the innocent victims in Kishineff were not to blame for
what a few Jewish workers had done in London. Besides, we who had
organised the demonstration were as much against strike breaking as
MacDonald. MacDonald apologised, after the Jewish trades unions had
protested sharply. But his charge may not have been unfounded; it shows
the kind of feeling that existed.

I kept calling in the Arbeter Fraint, in article after article, for the Jewish
workers to take the initiative to improve their relations with the English
workers. We denounced the sweating system, and we carried on an agitation
among the Jewish workers for a general strike for its nbullt'un"% roused
tremendous interest, and we won a great deal of support. Enﬂ? in 1904, we
had e-nﬂugh E“ppurt to increase the size of the ATbEEE?' Fraint to twelve
pages, with four pages of literary supplement. On April 6th, 1804, we held
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- in Whitechapel, to deal with
a public meeting in the W:: d;;:::::wm five thousand seats, and “the
question of the S'Enﬂt‘ﬂ_l stri d- ‘here Wete crowds outside who couldn't get
onc of them was occupied, 400 G ) o our East End Jewish speal,
in. The police had the doors closec. t in London, Malatess."
we had all the leading spﬂﬂl‘-ﬁﬁ in our muve_men . n ) T: . ateg
Tarrida del Marmol, Tcherkesov, Td'lﬂikﬂ‘lfﬂk}ﬁ- Mﬂlﬂw&]"ﬂ&. ed hggattl
Kelly, John Turner, Kitz. Mowbray took the chair. K.l"l:lpﬂl Tl WaS not we|)
enough to come, but he sent a long message, which was read out ¢,
use, g
mﬁﬁﬁfmﬂi glniall strike at the time, r:all:id by the Jewish Bakers' Union,
It should be mentioned here, both because it was the prelude to a series of
such strikes, and because it showed how even a small thing can become ap
event if it has public opinion behind it. The strike was started to get bette,
working conditions for the bakers. Feeling in the East End was so strongly
on the side of the workers that the employers' organisation would hardly
have stood out leng against them if the workers had not introduced a ney,
demand — they wanted a trade union label on the bread, so that the publje
could see if it came from a bakery that observed trade union conditions,
The whole East End seemed to be solidly behind the workers, A few days
after the strike started some of the smaller bakers agreed to use the trade
union label on their bread. The Jewish women of the East End refused to
buy any other. In the East End bread was sold net only in the bakers' shops,
but in all the groceries. The women would buy their provisions first, ang
then ask for a loaf. If it had no trade union label they would hand it back
The result was that the grocer was left with so much bread on his hands
that he took no bread the next day from the non-union baker. The strike
was won in a few weeks. The label helped the Jewish Bakers' Union to get
better conditions in their part of the trade; they were for a long time in
advanece of the conditions of the workers organised in the English bakers’
unions. It added to the sense of their strength among the Jewish workers

generally, and helped to prepare the way for the big general strike later
against the sweating system.
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Chapter 17

The Impact of the
Russian Revolution

Of course much of the increased activity in the Jewish labour movement in

London was the result of the interest and enthusiasm roused by the news of
the great Russian Revolution of 1804-1905. Everybody said that the days of
the Czarist regime were numbered. No one believed at that time that it
would take almost another fifteen years before the ©

zarist regime col "
and that it would happen under conditions we could not pnss}'bm
fareseen. | saw with what eagerness the Jewish workers watched the course

of events in their former homeland. It was incredible to me that people who
had suffered so much in Russia, where Jews were treated as pariahs from
the cradle to the grave, should retain such affectionate feeling for the
country. These Jewish proletarians seemed to belong in spirit still to Russia_
It could hardly be called patriotism. It was love of their native places, of the
towns and villages where they had grown up and spent their early years.
The Russian war with Japan hastened the progress of the Russian
Revolution. There were big demonstrations everywhere against the war and
the autocracy — in Moscow, Petersburg, in Poland, South Russia and the
Caucasus. On July 28th the Minister of the Interior, von Plehve, was
assassinated by the Social Revolutionaries. He was one of the main pillars
of the Russian reaction. The same month Tolstoy issued his powerful
protest against the war. We can imagine the feelings with which the Czar
and his supporters read those damning words of the sage of Yasnaia
Polanya. Yet no one dared to lay hands on him. All that happened was that
the Orthodox Church excommunicated him, and the Holy Synod placed his
books under its ban. What would have happened to Tolstoy if he had lived
in Stalin’s Russia or in Hitler's Germany?

The Czarist government lost its head. Promised reforms were withdrawn.
The people rose in revolt. There were demonstrations everywhere. In
Smolensk, Vitebsk, Mohilev, Kiev the reservists who had been called up
refused to serve. In January 1905 there was the terrible Bloody Sunday in
Petersburg, when the soldiers shot down men, women and children who
were marching in a peaceful demonstration to the Winter Palace, with the
idea of presenting a petition to the Czar,

It rouszed a storm of indignation all over the world. There were protest
strikes in Finland, in Riga, Tiflis, Batum, Baku, in every part of the Russian
Empire. The crew of the Potemkin mutinied.

The moving spirit of the Potemkin mutiny was a sailor named
Matutchenko, who soon after came to London, where I got to kn““' him. 1
lived at that time in Dunstan Houses, in Stepney, where Kropotkin's paper,
Listki Chlieb i Wolia had its printing office. I knew the printer; whenever
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to have
Matutchenko visited the office of the paper they both came up a cup
-I = T L] " t :
ﬂf::’::t::::::eﬂin was & gnod*naburﬁd.Iimlingu?;i:'i:ul;:?ttt gl-?:sif:;ﬂt
cum height, and powerfully built. 1t W ' - ;
m_Edmm mg‘ﬁmd heen the ringleader of the Potemkin mutiny —_— _
kindly man e FUE it proup oF Bia Hed

) henko had been a member ! Soc
RE:LEP::;;;“:;E: when he was called up a= a naval reservist at the bEE‘nmnH

he ship to maintain contacts with
o-Japanese war. He managed on t _

ﬂgsth ;nRxfss on ?f:d. He was an active propagandist :]m'mg thzd'rﬁ“l: of 1_-,11E
Potemkin and other ships of the Black Sea Fleet, an Hucmdke N {::*,ng
several secret revolutionary cells among them. He always spo ry modestly

about his own share in the Potemkin mutiny. If anything he blamed himself

; x . swing throughout the fleet.
for having failed to m:?.:m h: a ﬁ:aﬂn;]iﬁ-l& feltg::i P v, T tbied o

L'{atut:_:h_enko w:.?fnh e ‘I:rl:‘m condemned. He was homesick for Russia. His
e e e Hie ftiends helped him to go to Canada. But a fow monthg
fﬁ:&ie q,-?:gptack in England, and insisted that he must return to Ruasial.

His friends warned him of the danger he would be running into in Russia,
They tried to dissuade him. He refused to listen. He erossed into Russia. Not
long after there was a report in the English press that I?Iatubchenkn had
been arrested, He had gone straight back to his old home in Sevastopol. He
was too well known there to escape detection. They court-martialled him,
and sentenced him to death. He died like the brave man l'_'E was. )

In October 1905 there was a general strike of wurk:%rs in all the Russian
industries. For four weeks everything was at a standstill. It_. forced the Czar
to issue the famous October Manifesto, promising a Constituent Assembly,
dismissing Pobedoneszev from his post as Grand Pm_curntur, ahuhshln:g the
censorship, and giving an amnesty to all political prisoners. The_- manifesty
was received with satisfaction hy the liberal elements in Russia. But the
workers and the peasants no longer trusted the Czarist government. The
strikes, the peasant risings and the mutinies in the army continued. The
gailors in Sevastopel and Kronstadt revolted. There was a military rising in
Kiev. There were mutinies among the troops in Siberia. What was lacking
was a united leadership and a planned, concerted movement. These were all
sporadie, isolated local incidents, Otherwize Russian absolutism might have
been overthrown in 1905,

The final act in the revolution was the battle at the barricades in Moscow
from December 22nd to December 30th, 1905. It ended with a complete
defeat of the revolutionary forces. They were spent. The counter-revolution

had won.
_ The Jewish workers in London followed these events with passionate
interest. Each time something happened there was a big mass meeting in
the East End, which thousands of people attended.

A nurpber of our younger comrades made their way back to Russia, to
take their part in the events. We were all elated. We were sure that we stood

on the threshold of Russian liberation, of a world-shaki
like the French Revolution start a new era. e Sl
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People may shake their heads w
and say that we had no senge of ¢
dreams are also a part of the real;
pe unbearable. No change in oy
dreams and dreamers. The only
those who never hope and never t-

isely today over us and call us dreamers,
ity of history. They fail to see that
ty of life, that life without dreams would
r way of life would be possible without
people who are never disappointed are
Ty to realise their hopes.
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Chapter 18
The Jubilee Street Club

Our movement was growing fast. When we restarted the Arbeter Fraint in
1903 our circulation was 2,500. Within the year we doubled the size, and oy
circulation increased to 4,000. The number of our readers was of courgp
much larger than that, because those who bought the paper always passed
it on afterwards to others who were interested. When I think of the
miserable conditions in which the Jewish workers in the East End qf
London lived T marvel at their devotion and their self-sacrifice. T myse|f
knew people who didn't earn enough to keep body and soul together and
vet, year in year out denied themselves the bare necessities of life in order
to contribute to our funds. Young girls who slaved in the sweatshops for 5
weekly pittance of ten or twelve ghillings, literally took the bread from their
mouths to give the movement a few pennies. They did it gladly, with a sense
of dedication, a sacrifice which they made willingly for a cause to which thay
looked for the coming of a better world.

In many workshops the workers nailed a cigar box to the wall, and
dropped their pennies in it: “For the Arbeter Fraint”,

We owed much to those ordinary working men and women, who were
devoted heart and soul to our cause, people whose individual names are
never mentioned, but who were the backbone of our movement. T have two
of them in mind; they may be regarded as symbols of them all,
representatives of the larger mass of whom they were part — Tapler and
Kerkelevitch.

Their lives were hard, from childhood till death. They belonged to the
very poorest section of the Jewish working class. Tapler was a shoemaker.,
Out of his small earnings he contributed his few pence regularly to the
movement. He was at all our meetings. He came at any hour of the day or
night, like a faithful watchdog. Nothing was too hard for Tapler or
Kerkelevitch to do that could in any way constitute a service to the cause or
to any of us who worked in it. When we celebrated in 1906 the 20th
anniversary of the Arbeter Fraint it was one of the oldest organs of our
movement. There were papers in Spain, Italy and France that had been
started earlier, in the days of the First International, but they had sooner or
latﬁ:-_ fal!len under the ban of 1_he authorities, and had to be replaced by new

3:1 Lia:énns. Ehem&e:er Fraint and Freedom, the English anarchist paper,
inpsi . mn:‘z; ;:I:t:;:glty under the same name. ’.I‘here_we_re only two papers

e e B were older, Johann Most's Freiheit in New York, and
ml::: aj;::h?ill;:ﬂ da ﬂ!;xtEEﬂ page .issul! ﬂ.:'r the anniversary, with articles and
Wintchevsky, Yan:vakﬂu;hfi?rhar editors and contributors, including

¥ ¥, lip Krantz and mekjn_ and from Kruputkin,
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Tcherkesov and Johann Most. On the night of the celehration, March 17th
1906, we were having a ball. The dancing was just starting when a tel

ived from New York that Most had di G
arriv ost had died. Of course the ball was
abandoned. )

Meanwhile Germinal had made its reappearance. The first issue came out
in January 1905. A group of young comrades had approached me towards
the end of 1904 to ask me to renew the magazine. They said they needed
something more than the Arbeter Fraint. They wanted a periodical devoted
to literature and contemporary thought. 1 told them I would gladly do the
editorial work, but I could not again shoulder the burden of being also the
printer and manager. They offered to form a separate Germinal Group,
which would be responsible for everything except the editorial side, which
would be my province,

There were about a dozen young peaple in this group, fine young people,
who gave their services freely, enthusiastically, None of us ever took a penny
in payment for all the work we did on Germinal during the whole of its
existence.

I had a long essay in the first issue, which over the course of YEArs
appeared as a separate publication in a dozen different languages. The first
time was in 19086, in a hectographed sheet produced in Vilna in Yiddish and
Russian, which was circulated secretly in Russia. The latest was in 1947, in
Chinese. It appeared at Cheng Tu, translated by our old comrade Lu Chien
Bo. In 1922 the Argonauta Press in Buenos Aires published a 300 page book
of my collected essays from Germinal in a Spanish translation, under the
title Ariistas y Rebeldes.

Germinal appeared as a 16 page paper till April 1906, when we increased
the size to 48 pages; it continued in that increased size till the middle of
1908. The circulation was between 2,000 and 2,500,

We also published many books and pamphlets, translations into Yiddish
from some of the leading econtemporary writers, like Tolstoy, Ibsen,
Tchechov, Gorki, Andreiev, Hauptmann, Anatole France, Maeterlinck, Knut
Hamsun, Oscar Wilde, Israel Zangwill, as well as works by Kropotkin,

Louise Michel, Reclus, David Edelshtat, myself and others, which belonged
to the literature of our movement. They were an important contribution to
the enrichment of Yiddish literature at that time, and they were widely read
in every country where the growing Yiddish literature had a following.
Frumkin, who did much of this translation work, holds hiz place as one of
the first who brought modern European literature to the Yiddish reading

ublic.

? The Arbeter Fraint was also able to help the movement in Russia and in
Poland. We received and printed a great many reports from our secret
groups in Warsaw, Vilna, Grodno, Bialystock and other places aht?ut
events in the lands of the Czar. Sometimes emissaries from the Russian
groups arrived in London, and consulted us about smuggling our
literature into Russia. The result was that the Arbeter Fraint and
Germinal and our books and pamphlets were widely distributed

throughout the Czarist Empire.
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literat ssia through the mdnzzztfmng ":!'litjh
:mgl :1? :;uurr::nrxr;des, Ruderman, who k‘?ﬂ‘ an bo::ﬁg}t:ﬂgl;‘ s ;Iaff: I:iz 1:
- had with the famous Yiddish pu i
%ﬂ::.urﬂbuﬁiiﬁ:n impnr::g frng Kl‘itz:l:an Eﬂid:;lpiipe;uart tﬁz ;_ id?;;
: i ed in Russia. 1 p |
5 hmkrdwh;?;?falljs and books that appeared in Englﬂll_lﬁ:dnmﬁ:q?fm_
There "m 54 arrangement by which the big cases were ll e illega)
Thﬂﬁ-‘ o m’ d over wit i publications. The censor in
literature, covere i gl i S

ih ;
‘%F:;tﬂ?ig;:iﬁnwm;h of course only a few of us in London knew, wen

i i ion or discovery. )
m;?:i}?;it?tl‘fuﬁtr::vucﬁr:t in London led to the opening of the

Arbeter Fraint Club and Institute in Jlfbilee Etreeti,_t?'hll'_ﬂilhlél;_ﬁ':s‘i EE:I'E&t.
in the Jewish social and mteil?ctuni ife o L nd. It
s ; ith a large hall, which with the gallery held about 800
e i ey ber of srnlaller halls and rooms. One hall on the
peogle. E’hem wer:ﬁ:ﬂn;ﬁﬂ |;.ht:-ary and reading room. A smaller building
:Edﬁgirﬂngm:;: ﬁub served as the editorial and printing offices of the
Ar%t:rcﬁ’]‘}m;;; opened on February 3rd, 1806. The big hall and the gallery
e pﬂ.ckﬂd- Long before we were due to start we hﬂ.d to lock f-h.E f.ioﬂrg.
because there was no more room. Almost every Jewish trade union in the
eountry had sent us messages of congratulation, There were also messages
from Malatesta, Louise Michel and Tarrida del Marmol. I was reading out
the messages when a storm of cheering and clapp!mg cut me short, Peter
Kropotkin had arrived. His doctors had warned hu:n not to appear at any
more public gatherings, because of his heart. But this was an occasion from
which he felt he must not stay away. _

1 begged him not to speak. He waved me aside. He spoke for over half an
hour. He was utterly exhausted when he finished. And wl:_mn. he got h:}me_hg
had a heart attack. We felt very guilty when we heard of it; but we had tried
to stop him, and he had refused to listen to us.

The other speakers included John Turner and Ted Leggatt. It was a great
occasion. Most of us did not go home till the early hours.

The Jubilee Street Club played such a great part in East End Jewish life
because it was open to everyone. Anyone could usze our library and reading
room, or join our educational classes, without being asked for a club
membership card. This made it impossible for us to sell drinks in the club,
from which most of the other clubs got the greater part of their revenue. For
the law restricted the sale of intoxicants in clubs to club members. We sold
only tea and coffee and food. So we had to find other ways of meeting our
running costs,

Other organisations could rent the club for their meetings. Indeed, most
East End |:neetinga were held there. It was only when some very big

demonstration was planned that the Wonderland or the Pavilion Theatre,
;hmh could seat about 5,000, were used. Otherwise the meetings were held
our club. The smaller trades unions, the branches of the Workers’ Cirele,

ure went into Ru
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our own branches, the branch of the Russian Social Revolutionaries, and
our English comrades used the club for their regular meetings.

The classes I?Ciudﬂd one in English, for the younger immigrants. | taught
history and sociology. On Sunday mornings I took my classes to the British
Museum, whose treasures richly illustrated what I had been trying to teach
them. The British Museum authorities gave us every possible facility and
help-

We also had speakers’ classes, and a Sunday School, conducted by Nelly
Ploshansky, her husband, Jim Dick, and my elder son, Rudolf Rocker. Dick
afterwards went to Spain, where he studied the methods of Ferrer's Escuela
Moderna; he and his wife were then active for years in the Ferrer School in
gtelton, and later they started a free school in Lakewood, New Jersey

There was no other movement at that time in the East End of London
which could compare with ours in numbers or activity. Zionism was a small
movement then, and had few adherents among the Jewish workers. The
only other movement which had any following were the Jewish Social
Democrats; but they were never a strong body. They tried several times to
gtart a party paper of their own; it never lasted long. There were a number
of Bundists among the Jewish immigrants. They started a weekly in 1904,
Di Naie Zeit. It continued, with several breaks, till 1908. Then it
disappeared. Many former Bundists, who had been active social demoerats
in Russia and Poland, joined our movement in London.

The leading figures among the Jewish Social Democrats were Beck, Finn
and Saul Elstein, of Leeds, and later Morris Myer. Beck who was the editor
of the Naie Zeit, was like myself not a Jew. He was a Russian Marxist who
had, as I did, learned Yiddish. It was a strange coincidence that the editors
of both Yiddish labour papers in the East End were not themselves of
Jewish origin.

Though Beck and I were always at loggerheads over our opposing
ideologies, it did not disturb our personal relationship. He was a dogmatic
Marxist, rigid and unbending, with an unshakeable belief in the infallibility
of scientific Marxism. But he was honest and decent, and devoted to his
conviction, for which he was prepared to make any sacrifice. One had to
respect the man. He was not a particularly good speaker, nor a very lively
journalist. He was unimaginative, stolid and plodding, and he had no sense
of humour. 1 sometimes tried pulling his leg, but he could never see it.

Beck stood at the wheel of the Naie Zeif for about eighteen months. He
realised it was hopeless, and gave it up. He went back to Russia with a false
passport, was caught and sent to Siberia, That was the last we heard of him.
There was a rumour that he had died in Siberia. As [ said, he was an honest
man, devoted to his cause, and I can speak of him only with respect.

Morris Myer succeeded him as editor of the Naie Zeit. He hadn’t Beek’s
theoretic knowledge of his subject, but he was a much livelier journalist and
a better public speaker. He came to London in 1902 from Romania, whs:re
he had translated some of my articles in the Arbeter Fraint into Romanian
for the anarchist monthly Revista Idii. I was living in Leeds when he arrived
in London, and [ got to know him only the following year, when we restarted
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i he Arbeter Fraj
ted several articles to t raint
‘:he Naie Zeit. But the paper couldn't geq

When Beck left, he took over o s Mier Joined ot

y ol g it stopped publication. = : S
t‘fnugi {:u};f‘:}:;u;nh ff?}?m:af, After that he founded in 1913;115 OWD paper.
:‘llldd;f t z;ﬂp::pular‘daﬂy in Yiddish, which existed till 1952:, a :T' years after
h'ed:?-tt"h In Jewish politics Morris Myer became & pmmm;n ][gzre in ﬂm
Z;iniﬂ‘t Labour Party, Poale Zion, and Jater in the English Zionigt

Federation.

the Arbeter Fraint. He contrib
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Chapter 19
English Movement

1 first came to London I found there was a very active anarchist movement
Among u;l‘r English f:imtr;des. We had groups in all parts of London and in
all the big provine wns, conducting open-air propaganda

. ; t st
cOrners _ﬂnd in the public parks. This was sumethini; qﬁfﬂ newam ml;ree;
don't think t,hErIE was any other country with so many open-air m:aeﬁnés
pnﬁumﬂ and religious. I was struck by the mutual toleration of the rivai

groups and the fair play of the crowds that gathered round the different

stands. We had nothing like it in Germany.

One of the best:k.naw of the anarchist open-air speakers at that time was
Ted Leggatt, a big, burly Cockney carman, who played a big part in the
Transport Workers’ Union. He was a man of the people, racy of speech, with
a rich Cockney humour, and a stentorian voice, which he used tnl good
advantage to proclaim his ideas. He would start his speeches with: “T am Ted
Leggatt, the anarchist™. He was a good fellow, and a good comrade, a frequent
visitor among the Jewish comrades, who were always glad to see i1i|:|1.

Most of our English comrades were veterans of the movement, who had
come to anarchism through William Morris and his Socialist League. Sam
Mainwaring was born in 1841 in Wales. He came to London and found his
way into the socialist movement. He was one of William Morris’s elgse
associates in the Socialist League. He died in 1907,

His friend, Frank Kitz, was another Cockney, who had been with Morris
in the Socialist League. He died in 1922. There were many others, including
younger men like M. Kavanagh, S, Carter, W Ponder, M. Bentham, Guy
Aldred, A. Ray, S. Presburg, and George Barrett, the editor of the Voice of
Labour

John Turner was an outstanding figure in the English anarchist
movement, and in the English trade union movement. He too had been in
the old Socialist League; he was one of the founders of the Freedom group.
He was of course an anti-Marxist. Once at my home he met a German
comrade who had never been quite able to shake off his Marxist dogma.
This comrade was worried over Eduard Bernstein’s revisionism in the
socialist movement. Turner told him revisionism was a good thing, because
the revisionists were undermining Marxism from within, They were freeing
socialism from the fatalistic conceptions with which Marx shackled it. The
revisionists were true revolutionaries, he said, because they challenged the
old dogmas,

When it became the fashion for trade union leaders to go into parliament
his trade union wanted to send John Turner to parliament. He declined. He
said he preferred to work for the labour movement in the trades unions,
rather than waste his time in parliamentary debates.
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icans. Whittin

Lothrop Whittington and Harry Kelly were hoat? :rfn t::iness* and dui::n
did not live in England, He wneknve; :;“-v:?' p':‘:t in our movement. He wﬂg
the time he \;'m: in Lun?-l]:;h:ut:“m::tinﬂﬁ' He lost his life in the Titanije
a very popular speake

dls}:s;;el: Kelly was born in 1870 in St. Louis. He I:imiuﬁg; tﬁak:‘;ﬁet’he
English anarchist Charles Mowbray in Boston, an A  to

i he joined the Freedom group. He was itreme E.'-us:,r B—Chve'
zﬂ:ﬂi ;Z : ;luhli: speaker, both at the meetings of the English comrades

and at the meetings of our Jewish BTGHP'EICB“J" and his wife Mary that T met

It was at the London home of Harry d speeches were so valuable in our

il itings an .
Voltairine de Cleyre, whose writings merica. She lived with the Kellys in

ihertari ; t, especially in A - i
1!;:cunlth:nn T: I?;?EPT::E as smad heard of me from the Jewish comrades in
America she asked them to let her meet Milly and me. “.'TE spﬂ-nt a day
:tugether. Tt was the only time I met her. When 1 was in Chicago in 1913 [
visited her fresh grave, beside that of the Chicago martyrs. _

Kelly afterwards went back to America, where he continued working for
the movement. He was a close friend of Emma Goldman and Alexander

Berkman, and had a good deal to do with their organ Mother Earth. He died
at New Rochelle, near New York, in 1953, at the age of 82.

The new anarchist movement in England grew out of the Democratic
Federation, which was founded in 1881 by Henry Hyndman, Joseph Cowen
MP Helen Taylor, John Stuart Mill's step-daughter, Herbert Burrows,
Joseph Lane, and a few old Chartists. William Morris, Belfort Bax arnd
Edward Carpenter joined it, and several people from the working class, like
Sam Mainwaring, Harry Quelch, Jack Williams, Charles Mowbray and
Frank Kitz. It was Edward Carpenter who gave the money to start Justice,
the organ of the Federation.

At first, the Democratic Federation, which afterwards became the Social
Democratic Federation, was a socialist propaganda organisation, embracing
socialists of many different ideologies. But Hyndman was determined to
turn it into a political party. Hyndman had started out as a Tory, and he
remained a Tory at heart. He was a Jingo, and showed it by his attitude
during the First World War. He was dictatorial by nature.

The result was that there was a great deal of resistance to him and his
methods in the Federation, and in the end there was a split, In 1884 William
Morris and 2 number of others left the Federation, and formed the Socialist
League. Some left for different reasons than others. Marx's daughter,
Eleanor Marx-Aveling and her hushand, and Friedrich Lessner, for instance,
were no doubt animated by the old enmity which existed hetween Engels
and Hyndman.

l?ul': most of the members of the Soeialist League were libertarian
iﬂlocmllﬁts. and 8 number, like Mainwaring, Lane, Kitz, John Turner,

owbray and others were anarchists,
= ;t::“:jt?;d:ﬂm of the Socialist League, of course, was William Morris,
a great poet, one of the finest figures that English
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socialism has produced. To him socialism was something much more than a
scientific economic theory. He had no patience with Marxism. Economic
justice and ﬁecu?it:f was no ideal for him; it way only the necessary basis for
a new community life, where people would be free and would be able to
express themselves freely in life, in art, in culture and civilisation. Mans
free spirit was what mattered to him most. He made that clear in his books,
News From Nowhere, and The Dream of John Ball, and in his many other
writings and poems. It rings out in his poem “No Master”, “We’ve heard and
known that we no master need,” the true anthem of the libertarian
movement. When I came to London in 1895, Morris was already a sick man.
But he still took part in the movement, and he sometimes came to public
meetings. But I saw him for the first time in the studio of an artist friend of
mine, in Hammersmith, where Morris lived. One day, out for a walk, Morris
came in to see how my friend was getling on with a work he had been
commissioned to do for a theatre. I happened to be there at the time. The
one-time Viking was now bent, leaning heavily on his stick, and he looked

ill. But his magnificent head was still imposing, and his voice still boomed.

We could not converse much. For Morris knew only English, and my

English, in those first few months of my stay in England, was poor. Before

the twelve-month was out, Morris was dead.

It is a pity Morris and Kropotkin never got more together, though
Kropotkin had been living in London since 1886. Kropotkin always spoke to
me of Morris with the greatest admiration. They were both active at the
game time in very similar fields. In 1886 Morris was editing the Socialist
League's paper Commonweal. And in 1896 Kropotkin started the Freedom
group, and its organ Freedom, with a number of comrades some of whom
belonged to Morris’s Socialist League. This group included Charlotte M.
Wilson, John Turner, Sam Mainwaring, T. Pearson, A. Marsh, T. Canwell,
T.H. Keel, W. Tcherkesov, and William Wess, of the Jewish group, and his
sister, Doris Zhook.

Another great libertarian socialist of those days was Edward Carpenter,
who wrote Towards Democracy. He too, like Morris, was not a scientific
socialist. He was no Marxian. He detested the thought of socialism as
“nothing but an envious shriek and a threat, a gospel of bread and butter”.
He thought of socialism as "the signal for the advent of the true life of the
People”. To him the socialist movement was “carried on by bodies of men
very various hoth in name and in methods”. This was the essence of free
socialism, which the rigid Marxists and authoritarians could not understand
nor tolerate,

Edward Carpenter came of a wealthy English family It was his social
conseience that brought him into the socialist movement, He made it clear
in his autobidgraphical book My Days and Dreams, that socialism was to
him not another sconomic system, but a new society, a new civilisation, a
new and higher ethic. It was an appeal more to the social conscience of the
rich and the men of education, to lift up those who were less fortunate. “In
this sense,” he wrote, “1 am working for the ideal of anarchism.” His great
socialist hymn “England Arise”, is a passionate call to freedom.
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split in the ranks of the
f'rfedmcu b :{r‘;:p;t::,kETc?::;kll;?a:;s aanul:nbl!r of other rmem]_-....g,l.,a
were ;:‘ET:“ E*';pc'l, who was then editor of Freedam!.::&d nti];:;Enr::‘:‘; ]JI};E
Mualatesta, anti-war. Keel gave space in the paper fﬂtr o p:heir attit,ud;.v fe
printed articles by Kropotkin and Tc_herkesav Eﬂphﬂll':v E_rgby obroiip ]:E
support of the war, and he printed articles against the

others. The anti-war articles drew the attention of the ‘:ﬁinsfnv?:t: gﬂﬂi
apent‘serera.l months in prison because of them. e rious

i ith i mise, deluding them with
Bolshevism dazzled some anarchists with its pro
the idea that the dictatorship of the proletariat would lead to the new free

society, Keel stood firm by his old beliefs, and fu]]uwgd his ﬂ-;?zght line. He
died in 1938 at Whiteway Colony, in loucester, at the age - -B .

Another remarkable figure in the mﬂvema:nt Was Thnc:tl:lrmzbhl’.E e ;a]l rn

i jes, as well as A

Eﬂﬁeﬂiﬂ ﬁ:ﬁ;ﬁw French, Italian, Spanish and German. As a young
man he belonged to the Scottish Land and Labour League. About the end of
the 80s he joined the anarchist movement, and became active in London in
the Freedom group. He returned to Edinburgh in 1892, and with his friends
Blair Smith and McCabe carried on a regular pmgag‘ar}da th|31re. I:Ie Was
connected in Edinburgh with Patrick Geddes, the biologist, sociologist gfnd
town planner in his work for educational reform, He got Geddes to bring
Elisée Reclus, the anarchist and geographer, to lecture at Edinburgh
U?:;mggnu went back to London in 1898 as Srecret_ary to Fran]: Harris, a
position he held for seven years. It brought him in touch with Edw%:-d
Carpenter, Bernard Shaw, Havelock Ellis and ﬂth?rs. He qua_lrrelled *nlnl:h
Frank Harris over his biography of Oscar Wilde, which he considered unjust
to Wilde. He went to New York in 1905, and in 1911 ﬁ:}ally ?Ettled in
America with his family; he became a farmer at Phoenix, in ﬁ!,nzpnn. He
spent the last twenty years of his life in Los Angeles, where he died in 1942,
at the age of T3. . i

I saw him again in Los Angeles, when he was an old man. He was ill. His
mop of red hair and his bushy beard were now white. His giant frame (he
was well over six foot) was bent. But his mind was active; he was still
working and speaking for the movement. Others who stood close to us in
that period were J. Morrison Davidson, who wrote The New Book of Kings,
Scotia Rediviva and The Book of Lords, and John C. Kenworthy, author of
The Anatomy of Misery and From Bondhood to Brotherhood. Davidson and
Kenworthy were both greatly influenced by Tolstoy, and were Christian
Anarchists. Henry W Nevinson, whose works include Essays in Freedom
and Rebellion, and England’s Veice of Freedom, also stood close to the
Freedom group in the 1800s, He was a contributor to Freedom. T remember
his speech at the dinner held in 1911 for the 25th anniversary of Freedom,
when he emphasised the great influence of Freedom on him.

I must also mention Sir Herbert Read, who came later, after the First
World War, in which he fought at the front as an officer. He was much
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influenced by Kropotkin and Edward Carpenter. Besides his important
books on art, and his poetry, Sir Herbert has written Poetry and Anarchism.

Others wl'{n contributed to the literature of libertarian thought were
Havelock Ellis, Francis Adams, who wrote Songs of the Army of the Night,
Auheron Herbert, author of A Politician in Sight of Heaven. Being a Protest
against Government of Man by Man, Wordsworth Donisthorpe, Henry
Seymour, Robert Harding and William Gilmour.

England iE: a country with a liberal tradition, a land of tolerance and fair
play. Those liberal traditions had their influence on the development of the
socialist movement in Great Britain, in all its different trends, in a way I
never saw it in Germany, with its Prussian barrack-room spirit. I learned a

at deal duringhthe yeur; I lived in England, for which I am grateful,
which helped to shape my development, and opened m
gl s i op ¥ eyes to many new
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Chapter 20

Trouble With New Immigrants

We had a lot of trouble with a number of our young comrades who had beer,
in the underground movement in Russia and couldn’t ad:usththﬁmilve.s to
life in England. Many went back to Russia in the end, though they knew it
might mean imprisonment or death. Perhaps the danger attracted them.

We did what we could to help them to find their feet. But it was harq,
They had come to regard themselves as engaged in a war against Eat_ahhﬂheﬂ
society, and they could see no difference between Eﬂglqlld Hﬂf! Russia. Some
of them were dangerous people. There were also Russian police agents and
spies among them. The Azeff Affair had shown how widespread tlhe F'l.lﬂslan
police spy network was in the revolutionary movement; we didn’t know
whom to trust.

There were also rogues among them. There was one man who came to us
with a letter from the International Group in Warsaw, which had sent him
abroad to buy propaganda literature and arms. He was boastful and
aggressive. He wanted us to give him a quantity of our pamphlets, Wa
agreed. He wanted more copies than we had. We offered him stereos, so that
the group in Warsaw could print as many as it want.er.i Then he demanded
money from us, to pay the cost of the paper and printing. We had no money.
We had sent our literature free for years to Russia. But the Arbeter Fraing
group was never a rich organisation, with money to give away. He flew into
a rage. He was abusive. He told us that our work was useless, that we were
wasting our time. What we were doing in England was of no importance,
The only thing to do was to give money for those who did the work in
Russia, [t was very unpleasant.

The next thing we heard was from comrades in Paris that he was there,
and living rather extravagantly, Then I got a letter from Warsaw, through
roundabout channels, asking if we knew where he was; they hadn't heard
from him for a long time. The leiter zaid the group had given him four
thousand roubles for buying literature and other things.

I wrote back to tell them of our experience with him. I said we were
surprised that they had found no better man to send on such a mission.

About a week later he came to see me in London. He said he had
completed his mission, and wanted to go back to Warsaw. He had spent all
his money on his purchases for the group, and hadn’t enough left for the
return fare. Wuuld I lend hi_r_n thg mane}(?

hu{];::;d hi:]l how m;._n:h the comrades in Warsaw had given him. Two
g roubles, he said. I brought out my letter from Warsaw. He went
white. He tried to argue that the figure in the letter was a mistake, I saw no
PD;_I[‘It in EI;E'II;tIDE with the man. I EI'IDWGE] him the door.
e went back to Paris. We had warned our eomrades there, and he was
cold-shouldered. We heard afterwards that he did go back to Russia, and was
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unmasked there as a police spy. That was the story we got. I don't know
whether it is true that he was a police spy. I shouldn't he 3uri:|ri.led He was
a very unpleasant fellow, and no good to any movement, ‘

There was a much worse case, a man who called himself Tchishikoff He
had been engaged in Russia in a number of “expropriations”, armed raids
on _ha.l'lkﬂ-. and 511::['111111!3, to get the funds for the revnlutinna;jr work. The
pthe had caught hm:n on one of his raids, and had put him in pris;)-n in
Vilna. He escaped, while awaiting trial. He climbed the prison wall, and fell
and broke his IEE-_ Comrades waiting for him ocutside carried hin‘; off, hid
him, and helped him to escape abroad. He went to Paris, and then came to
London, where the Russian comrades welcomed him with open arms. His
leg had healed by the time he came to London. But he limped. .

I met the man several times. He seemed to me to talk much too much
about h::s daring deeds. He was something of a dare-devil. Hiz ideas about
revolution and about anarchism were very crude. That was not surprising
Lots of people had joined the Russian revolutionary movement to fight and
not to study. I thought that with all his faults he was devoted to the cause

He r:nlle::tec! a group of young people round him, who had worked in th;.-
underground in Russia, and admired the kind of work he had done, This
group spoke only about Russian affairs, and planned activities in er.lssia_
They had no patience for our work in England. We were not revolutio
enough for them. e

Revolutionary work without “expropriations”, without armed i
meant nothing to Tchishikoff, The faEt that we held publie m::nn:sﬁ
cnn&uctcd_ our activity openly was sufficient proof to him that we were not
really against the authorities. Otherwise they would not have allowed us to
hold meetings and distribute our publications. Revolutionary activity, as he
saw it, had to be secret, conspirative. )

Then mme?hing _happened which made me decide not to have anything
maore to do with this man. There was a nice young girl in our movement,
whom we all knew by her first name, Zlatke. She was naive, impulsive, all
heurE. She hgd little theoretic knowledge of our movement: she had come
into it believing that we were working to improve conditions for all people,
and she was devoted to us. There was nothing too hard for her to do for us.
We were all very fond of her.

Tehishikoff got hold of that poor girl. He told her all about his deeds of
daring for the movement, made her think of him as a great hero. They took
a room, and went to live together. It lasted a couple of months. Then we
heard that Tchishikoff had turned Zlatke out of the house one night. She
was pregnant. A few days later his wife arrived from Vilna, and those two
lived together in the same room where he had lived with Zlatke.

I was furious at this blackguardly behaviour. So were most of our
comrades. We refused to have anything to do with Tchishikoff. But his own
group remained loyal to him. They said that his private life did not concern
them.

Shortly after there was a wave of arrests in our movement in Russia.
Clearly there was a spy at work in the movement. Thirty of our most active
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F____

; It the contacts were broke

s were caught by the police. As a resut ! n
:Ttl;triﬂ: s:;.rps in lt"’nlnnd and Lithuania. T—::h:shjknffr irﬂpﬂﬁ:‘; lﬂ;;idgmup
that he should go to Russia, to restore the oontactst:h ;Ggi‘fhe it ﬁnd
started to raise the money for his journey and for the Ve
i gﬁ:::ﬂ?{;f:];mmdas, Nagel, an engineer, who ?Hiﬂ :t:een a political refy gee
in London for some years, and whom we all held in high l.'?gl%:i. ‘Ic:a.in_e to ask
me to help to raise some of the money. 1 told him 1 didn’t like Tchishikofy

v : i Ip him. )
and T wouldn't do anything to help hi O v - a—

. -* said Nagel. “He did behave :
hfellk:;“mnmnmd Igv:frit.h his usefulness for the movement. We need him tq

our groups.”
restore the broken contacts BoLaa't like the man, and I didn't trust i,
'm;;e:ﬁ’ I said, a man's character matters. His private life sh!;:we:_l the sort
of man he was. I didn't believe that he could be one man in his private life,
in his public life. ;
m;ii:;;,”t‘:i:-:ln t.: mEkﬂ me see his point about t!'u: gou::l_ of the movement, |
was firm in my attitude. He went away -d.isap?ﬂl!ltﬂd with me, ,

They managed to raise the money. Tchishikoff went to Russia. He
succeaded in restoring the contacts between the ngups;_he organised g
secret conference which comrades from Poland and Lithuania attended. The
conference was raided by the police; everybody there was arrested._

Tchishikoff was the traitor. It was all proved ﬂgainst_ him. E':'en his escape
from the prison in Vilna had been arranged by the police, to win for him the
confidence of the comrades. .

Fearing the vengeance of the comrades he fled to Switzerland. A young
Russian student entered his home there, and shot him dead.

Of course, not everybody who came from Russia at that time was like
that. But there were many who couldn't possibly fit in with our activity in
England. It wasn't their fault. They had been brought up with the idea that
revolutionary activity meant secrecy, conspiracy, and terrorism. They
couldn't understand the difference in the political and social conditions in
England. Our work in the trades unions was meaningless to them. They
treated us as though we were playing at being anarchists. There were often
unpleasant scenes between them and our older comrades, who had lived for
years in England.

We were haunted by the fear that some of them might do something
desperate that would put our whole movement in danger. 1 discussed that
danger with Kropotkin, Techerkesov and other Russian comrades, who were
as much worried by it as we were. Our fears were not unfounded, One day,
at the beginning of November 1909, a young Russian comrade came to see
me. He told me that a small group Lo which he belonged had completed a
plan to throw a bomb at the Lord Mayor's Show.

I couldn’t believe my ears. But the young man gave me names and details;
he convinced me. I asked him why he had revealed the plan to me. He said
that he had thought it over, and he had realised that many innocent people
watching the show would be hurt or killed. [ explained that it would also
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have raised an outery against all polit i - it mi
meant %he withdrawal of the pn]iptlcai.ﬁyﬁi:gﬁ;:pyedpnm' g e

We discussed how to prevent the plan being carried out. He told me that
the group w;shm meet the following evening at the home of one of its
me‘m]?ﬂ]‘ﬁ in itehorse _Lane, in Stepney. [ arranged with my friend Lazar
Sabelinsky to g0 there with me, to talk to these young people. We found five
of them there, including my informant, and one young girl. I told them we
knew of their plan. T explained what a terrible blow it would be to all the
people who had been able to find refuge in England. T asked them why they
wanted to kill the Lord Mayor, and innocent spectators. At first they denied
the whole story. In the end they admitted it was true. [ said that [ was sure
some Russian police agent had incited them to such a stupid and senseless
outrage, to diseredit the whole revolutionary movement. and to close
England to all political refugees. -

I don't know whether I convinced them by m
it was only the fact that their plot had been Mvﬁﬂ?ﬁtﬁ;::d:;‘:;:z
to drop it. There may have been a Russian police agent who had incited
them for the reasons I feared. Or they may have been simply blind
fanatics who had come from the unhealthy atmosphere of the conditions
in Russia, where every policeman and every public dignitary, Governor or
Mayor was an instrument of despotism and oppression. Those conditions
in Russia had given rise to such terrible things as the theory of
unmotivated terror, directed against the entire bourgeoisie as a class, no
matter whom it hit.

That small group in London broke up soon after. All the members went
back to Russia, except the young man who had revealed the plot to me. He
was active afterwards for years in our movement; he was one of my most
devoted followers. He told me once that the group had seriously discussed
killing Kropotkin, to get him out of the way, heeause his moderate views
were holding back the revolutionary forces. That is the sort of thing fanatics
can do.

But the great majority of the immigrants from Russia who joined our
movement in London in those years did gradually manage to adjust
themselves to the new conditions. Many rendered great service to the
movement. One of them, 5. Freedman, was afterwarde for many years
manager of the Freie Arbefer Shtimme in New York.

There was an interesting young woman named Judith Goodman among
the comrades who found refuge in London in those years. She had been a
leading figure in the movement in Bialystock. She wore a wig, because the
Cossacks had torn all the hair out of her head.

Judith arrived in London with the same terrorist ideas as many others
who had worked in the Russian underground She had her own group round
her in London. But she came to our meetings, and she talked to us. She was
willing to listen, and to learn. She became a frequent visitor to our house;
she was very friendly with Milly. At first she was a little distrustful of us, as
though she feared that we would try to damp down her revolutionary zeal.
But I think she came to undersmnd us in the end. We tried to make her see
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that there were methods that might be unavoidable in Russia that were
i ible i r countries, -
1m§-ha?;t:;g|;;>$r afterwards to America with her t?ushe‘.nd. S:; d:Ed there
in 1943, All the comrades in New York knew her, this quiet, m ?dwhlw’
with her wise, kindly eyes; few knew what a turbulent past she ha hind
her. For she was one of those who do not talk about themselves. o s

Her London group included a young man, Moishe Tokar, whn;;:i la.rmg. in
the terrorist activity had won him a great name 1n Russla._He had laughing
blue eves, and fair hair; no “race scientist” would have behe?ed that he wag
a Jew. He was a member of the International Group in Warsaw, B}r
incredible good luck he escaped arrest with a group of sixteen of his
comrades, who were shot out of hand, without trial. He was for a time q
hunted fugitive; the police caught him in the end. His luck held again. He
had no papers on him to identify him, and they put 1'"_"" in the notorious
Citadel in Warsaw, where they tortured him, to make him say who he was,
The torture did not make him speak. In 1907 he escaped. He got away to
Paris, came to London.

HE' ;;:::l'thl?ke the life in Paris or in London. It was too tame ﬂ::rr him. He
left London. He went back to Paris, intending to return to Russia. In Paris
he met a group of young Russians, who also wanted to return to Russia,
They wanted to take back funds for their revﬂ!utmnmj' actmf.y,' 50 |;1_-;E}-
planned to rob a Paris bank. One of the group informed the Paris police,
They were all arrested, and were told at the Paris Prefec_tl.mﬂ that they must
leave Paris by the first train. If one of them were found in France ten hours
later he would be punished with the full severity of the law.

This was in February 1908. It seems strange that the French police
treated them so leniently. It appears that Clemenceau, who was then Prime
Minister, had been informed of the affair, and he said he didn’t want to
punish young idealists, who didn't realise that what they were trying to do
was criminal. It shows how easy it was to misdirect the revolutionary
ardour of these young people into the wrong channels.

Moishe Tokar came back to London. He stayed nearly a year in London,
He eouldn't stand it any longer. He told us that he was going back to Russia.
He didn't care what happened there. We could not dissuade him. In January
1909 he returned to Russia, There were reports in the press in England and
elsewhere at the time about terrible tortures inflicted on political prisoners
in the Vilna Fortress. The man responsible for this was the military
commander of Vilna, whose name was Hershelman.

Tokar, who was living in Lodz, read these reports, and decider that he
would assassinate Hershelman. He went to Vilna, On December 6th he fired
at Hershelman as he drove in his carriage through the street. Hershelman
mgzded““i’ﬂ“rﬁi- General Fenga, who was in the carriage with him, was
WoLln i

On January 13th 1910, Tokar was sentenced to death. A couple of days
before the execution he poured the paraffin in the lamp in his cell over his
clothes, and set fire to himself. When the warders unlocked the cell he was still
alive. But his burns were too terrible for them to save him. He died soon after.
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The mqat_importar:t. member of Judith Goodman’s group in London was
Baruch Rifkin, who became an outstanding Yiddish writer, and exercised an
important influence on Yiddish literature, as a criticand a thinker. His carly

writings appeared in the Arbeter Fraint and in Germinal. He had joined the

anarchist movement in Russia when he was very young. But I am sure he

must have felt from the beginning that there was much more to the
anarchist idea than a barbaric warfare against the barbaric system which
ruled in Russia. He was a man who thought and searched, and could not be
kept in the narrow limits of his party group. His later development as a
writer proved it. What bound him to his group in London was much more
the memory of common youthful experiences in Russia than any intellectual
understanding they could have for his groping, questing and questioning
e, ks ity mkins

He was, like Judith, a frequent visitor at our home, and i
We discussed all sorts of things, not only party matters a.ndaﬁ;;t:;m of thu
movement. One evening we came to discuss materialism and idealism. I said
they were both only different views on life, by means of which we tried to
explain life, without really discovering its true secret. Life had its material
and its spiritual aspects, but however much we tried we could never find
absolute truth.

He was taken aback. He had clearly not expected that from me. “If that
is 20,” he said, "then anarchism is no final goal for the future.”

“Of course, not,” I answered. “There is never an end to the future, So it
can have no final goal. | am an anarchist not because | believe anarchism is
the final goal, but because I believe there is ne such thing as a final goal,
Freedom will lead us to continually wider and expanding understanding and
to new social forms of life. To think that we have reached the end of our
progress is to enchain ourselves in dogmas, and that always leads to
tyranny.”
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Chapter 21

Francisco Ferrer

October 9th, 1909, Francisco Ferrer, the founder of the Modern Schog]
(Escuela Moderna) was sentenced to death by a military m“’;{:;‘ Barcelona,
on a charge of organising the July rising in Catalonia. Everybody ;a]lled ita
judicial murder. There was no evidence against Ferrer. It was a i'e iberate
attempt by the Church and the monarchy to get rid of one of its most
powerful opponents. There were protest demonstrations in London, Parig
Rome, Berlin, Amsterdam, Brussels, Vienna, Geneva, all over the world.
Anatole France, Maurice Maeterlinck, Maxim Gorki, George Brandes,
Cunninghame Graham, Kropotkin, Jean Jaures, Keir Hardie and hundreds
of others protested against the sentence. University professors, trades
unions, political parties petitioned the Spanish government to release
Ferrer. The press of Europe and America demanded his release. Even in
Spain itself, except in Catalonia, where there was a state of siege and all
assemblies were prohibited, therﬁl }uer;e pmtﬂst Teetlngs. and most of the
pined the demand for Ferrer's release

Ep?nwujh-; ﬁpcl“i;fslnn a lecture tour when the news of Ferrer's sentence
reached me. There were big street demonstrations the same day. Crowds
assembled at the Place de 1a Bastille, the Jardin Luxembourg, and the Place
de la Concorde. 1 was asked to address one of the protest meetings held at
the Hall L'Egalitaire. I was only one of several speukers It was a packed
meeting. There were no incidents. Yet the next morning two police officers
came to my hotel and told me that I must leave France within 24 hours.

On October 12th I was back in London. The following day the press
reported that Ferrer had been executed. It started an outburst of protests
everywhere. The press of all countries were full of it, There were
numberless articles published about Ferrer and about his educational work.
His portrait sold in millions of copies.

59 City Councils in France named streets and squares after him. The City
of Brussels erected a Ferrer statue. A week after Ferrer's execution the
Spanish government which had sent him to his death fell. The new
government had to listen to the voice of the civilised world. There was a
world-wide demand that those who had been arrested in connection with
the July rising in Catalonia should be released. In January 1910 the new
government opened the gates of the prizons, and thousands were set free,
many of them people who had been active participants in the July rising.
Ferrer had by his death brought them liberty.

I had met Ferrer for the first time only six months before, in London,
during the May Day demonstration in Hyde Park. 1 had read his works. [
had published some of his essays in Germinal, essays about his theories and
methods of teaching. We had tea together after the demonstration, in a cafe
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near Mm-ble Arch, Ferrer, his wife, Malatesta, Tarrida, Tcherkesov, Shapire

ighted up when he spoke of hi
establish a Free University in Barcelona. He saig tharﬁe k:ew‘i EPEEJ;

encounter a great many difficulties, but he was sure he would succeed.
About his existing schools, he told me that there were about 8,000 chil

attending them. The problem was not to got childver 44 at: ‘s children
them from losing the school influence in their hotmes. 'Th E;nwemu: t?‘::eetﬁ
do something about it by arranging regular meetings between parents and
tead‘-]ﬂ“' ;.I'he ET‘;:t th"'lir Ferrer said to me, “is to educate them to be

mplete human beings mar wh

rmﬁl.lil::.!.rh-:: is only half a free man_” AEiS mmplﬂe Catholic is better than a

I treasured the memory of this meeting with Ferr
known then that a few months later his hi% would be :zdljdﬂ:t :;uhzldh ﬂ]ndh: ::-
a firing squad in the old Barcelona Fortress of Montjuich.

It was pure chance that Ferrer happened to be in Barcelona during those
fateful days in July. He had left Spain with his wife in March, to see his
publishers in Paris and London. He also wanted to discuss his project for a
free university in Barcelona with a number of well-known educationists in
England, France and Belgium. His plans were to return to Barcelona in
sgptemher

But in the second week of June he received letters that his brother’s wife
and her small daughter, Ferrer's niece, were seriously ill. He rushed back to
Spain, without even saying goodbye to his friends in London. He left a note
to explain his sudden departure. His niece died a few days after he returned.
Ferrer was on the point of leaving Spain again, to continue his discussions
in London and Paris, when the July rising began, quite unexpectedly. No-
one had foreseen it. It was a completely unorganised and spontaneous
movement, which grew out of the opposition of the Spanish people to the
Morocean war. There were anti-war demonstrations in Valencia, Saragossa,
Bilbao and other towns. There were serious disturbaneces in Madrid.
Regiments mutinied and refused to leave their barracks. In Catalonia, so
the Civil Governor of Barcelona reported, half the reservists called up
dezerted. It was asking for trouble, therefore, for the government to order
the troops to emhbark at Barcelona for Moroceo, On July 16th, a Sunday,
while the troops marched through the streets of Barcelona to the docks,
thousands of people, including many women and children, tried to hold
them back, shouting “Down with the war! Throw down your arms!” The
officers ordered the soldiers to fire at the crowd. Not a shot was fired.

Till then the movement had been spontaneous. But at this moment the
Solidaridad Obrera, the Catalonian organisation of trades unions,
intervened. It called a delegates conference for July 23rd to consider the
situation. The civil administration prohibited the conference. Nevertheless,
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the conference met, with delegates from the trades unions, the anarchistg
and the socialists. It decided to call a general strike. A strike committee of
three was elected, Miguel Moreno, the Secretary-General of the Solidaridag
Obrera, Francisco Miranda, for the anarchists, and Fabra Ribas for the
socialists. On July 26th the general strike took place. The stoppage wag
complete throughout Catalonia. Every factory was closed. The 1'!]:1]“’&}'&. the
telegraphs, all transport and communication stopped. The following day the
military Governor of Barcelona proclaimed martial lgw throughaoyt
Catalonia. This started the so-called “Red Week", in which the generg
strike developed into open insurrection. There were barricades in the
streets. Government buildings and churches were burned flﬂwﬂ- Things
looked critical for the government, Many of the troops sided with the
insurrectionists. If the strike had spread to other parts of Spain the
clericalist-monarchist regime would have been overthrown. But the strike
did not spread. The government sent strong forces of loyal troops to
Catalonia, and the insurrection was suppressed with great bloodshed. Byt
not before many of the barricadés had to be subdued by heavy artillery. On
August 1st it was all over; and the white terror began.

It was under such conditions that Ferrer was arrested and tried before a
military court, Had he appeared before a civil court there is little doubt that
he would have been acquitted, for there was not the slightest evidence that
he had taken any part in the rising.

It is significant that the clericalist paper Ef Universo wrote in connection
with Ferrer's arrest: “Civil courts have a tendency to demand absolute
proofs of the accused's guilt. Military courts of honour need no concrete
proof. It iz enough for the Judges to form a moral conviction that accords
with their conscience.”

Miguel Moreno, the Secretary-General of the Solidaridad Obrero, and one
of the three members of the strike committee which had called the general
strike in Catalonia from which the rising had developed, fled to Paris. There
he met a young Russian Jewish comrade, Morris Schutz; he sent Schutz to
Barcelona with a letter, to open contact with the comrades there. Schutz
was arrested at the Spanish frontier, and the letter was found on him. It
gave no indication however of the people to whom it was addressed. The
Spanish police couldn’t make Schutz talk. In the end they decided, as he was
born in Russia to deport him there. With Schutz's revolutionary past it
meant sending him to his death.

As it happened, most of the crew on the ship on which Schutz was being
deported belonged to the Solidaridad Obrera, and they hit on a plan to save
him. When the ship stopped at Marseille they spirited him ashore, The
French police refused to hand him back to the Spanish authorities,

Schutz afterwards came to London, where I got to know him. He was
quite a young man, very wide-awake, and completely devoted to the cause,
He emigrated from London to the United States, and then to the Argentine.
He was active for a number of years in the American and South American

movement, In the end he was caught up by other affairs, and we lost touch
with him.
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translation. In fact, my hook Nati
Spanish; so did my autobiography. it end, Cuthare Gest Ve

ed to Spain, where he

in London I saw him almost every day. And | mnﬂnue‘;z?]?:: Eﬂet]:ﬁ?
m

touch with him. He was an engineer like Tarri ;

attention to the Spanish libertarian mmemmtﬂﬂa.m[:e s:":r:ai;h d';rected my
Spanish Permdlcsl.ls and books. He first il:lt.mdumd s PPP};ﬂma with
was President of the first Spanish Republic oPiy gall, who

The new monarchist regime undertook the which lasted from 1873 to 1874,

. re i :
and republican movements. Revolutionary s P_"‘"T:;:rnndcf the revolutionary

H = ri
over the country, including the peasant revolt of 1892. Tn 1896 there wes ths
terrible Montjuich affair. Prat and his friend Ricarde Mells the out. tn.ndmﬂs i eg
intellect of the Spanish anarchist mavement, wrote a bo k ab it i
Eﬂf‘bﬂrﬁﬂ Guﬁe:-nm&n!ai an Eapa_;r“:_ ! o0k about I't' La

A religious procession was guing through the str
someone thr-u_w a bomb. Tt killed aaveraf people, ;Tuﬁgﬂﬂu:;: :.:le:
committed this senseless erime. The ontirs anarchist movement and
condemned it as stupid and inexcusable. Nevertheless the 8 prﬁﬂil;
Euw:grnmerlf. seized on it as a pretext to start a nmnpajg'nl of rnprﬁﬁ:n
against the anarchists. 380 people were arrested; most of them were
anarchists; some were republicans. Many were put in chains and kept in the
hold _nf‘ an old warship in Barcelona harbour. But the greater number were
imprisoned in the old Barcelona fortress Montjuich. For months nothing
was hea}-d of the prisoners. Gradually rumours began to go round that they
were bi:u-{g terribly tortured. Letters were somehow smuggled out by some
of the prisoners, which told what was going on. The letters were sent to
Faris and London, where they started an outcry. They recalled the tortures
of the Spanish Inquisition,

George Clemenceau, Keir Hardie, Robert Blatchford, Walter Crane,
August Bebel, Wilhelm Liebknecht and hundreds of others protested.
Meetings were held in London, Paris, Rome, Brussels, Amsterdam, New
York, all over the world. Even in Spain the Liberal papers like El Pais, La
dusticia, El Pueblo, and others spoke of the shade of Torquemada looming
again over Spain,

So when Ferrer was arrested, public opinion all over the world
remembered what had happened not many years before at the same
Montjuich, where Ferrer was imprisoned, and where in defiance of justice
and of world opinion he was shot without trial, on conviction by a military
“eourt of honour”.
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Chapter 22
Houndsditch

On 17th December 1910, the London papers reported a terrible crime in

i in the City, running from,
itch. a street mostly of business houses In i
I:I{:;g;?zd ltr:f ii?shupsgate, hard on the borders of Whitechapel. Three

policemen were shot at and killed by desperados, who turned out to be

aliens

About three weeks before someone had rented a house next to a jeweller’s

: itch, with the intention of entering it at night, to ru!&- it. On
f.:zpn;:lf:?]??:zdll;h a Jewish shopkeeper, who !lad stayed late lnﬁhlﬂ ﬂh?ﬂ
heard sounds suspiciously like digging; he informed the police. Five
uniformed police and a plain clothes man arrived, and knocked at the street
door. The door opened; as the police entered someone fired a revolver from
the stairs. Three of the policemen were shot dead, and two were wounded,
The plain clothes man, who escaped injury, ran off to get help. While he was

i eared.
gﬂ?: Eahiﬁe?:;j?ﬂ a matter of minutes. By some incredible chance one
member of the gang had been hit by the fire of his own i‘nepda and was
badly wounded. But for that the gang might have got away und:scu_vered. Ag
it was, they had to carry their wounded comrade with them; and this put the
i ir track.

pugfeﬁiﬁ,;m, mortally wounded, to the home of a girl they knew, in
Grove Street, and made off, after having warned her under no
circumstances to call a doctor The poor girl didn’t know what had
happened. She disregarded the warning, and called a_dcc‘w!‘, who found the
man was dying. He immediately informed the police. By the time they
arrived the man was dead. The body was removed to London Hospital, and
the girl was arrested. The evening papers reported all this, and also that
Nihilist literature had been found in the girl’s room. That made it clear,
they said, that the Houndsditch murderers were East End foreign
revolutionaries,

The morning papers carried a police deseription of four men. They had
got their information from the arrested girl. It was very vague. It seemed
that she did not know much about them. She didn't know their names.
There was ng information about the dead man, not even his name. But they
printed his picture in every newspaper, hoping that someone might
recognise it. The second man was described as Peter the Painter; he was
said to be the ringleader. The third was called Fritz: his surname was not
known. The fourth man hadn't even that much to identify him.

We soon discovered that the arrested girl, whom we knew only by her first
SIS, Rosa, had been regularly attending the weekly meetings and social
evenings at our club. The Nihilist literature in her room consisted of a few

118

ies of the Arbeter Frai ’
;ﬁﬁsﬁiﬂn periodicals. raint and Germinal, some pamphlets and some

FPWLPIE whi Enew more about her than we did said she worked in a
tailoring \;r-m f:‘l ©op, and lived poorly and honestly by her meagre earnings
We never lound out how she had got to know the Houndsditch murderers.
Quite possibly she had met them in our club, which was visited by hundreds

reading room without our

explain. The poor girl's mind
gave way um!é_r the shock. She was sent t i
committed suicide soon after > A i, Wi b

The way the newspapers linked Rogs and the Houndsdi
mthk the fﬂrmgn I:E\'ﬂ]utlﬁ-l?.mes made us ﬂ_ear the affair would be used to
work up an agitation for withdrawing the right of asylum in Great Britain
1t was the only country where political refugees really enjoyed the right r
asylum, where they did not live with the constant dread of e Els' i
hanging over their heads, as in France, Belgium or Switzerland. If I.m lﬁ
campaign resulted in public opinion demanding the w'lthdrawa.{ of the I:';:ht
of asylum many refugees would be left without protection. We
of that danger, and we were apprehensive for the future,

But we had not expected what happened the next day. Malatesta was
arrested in connection with the Houndsditch murders. It never entered my
mind, of course, that he had really had anything to do with the crime but
it showed how far we could be dragged into it by the suspicion that was
being spread about us in the public mind. Then I heard Malatesta had been
releazed, only an hour or two after his arrest. T rushed off immediately to
see him. He told me whal had happened.

About four months before the Houndaditch murders he had been
approached in our club by a man who said he was a Lettish refuges, and
came to our club to read the Russian papers. He gave his nan;e as
Muronzefl. I don’t know if that was his rea! name. Most re fugees had taken
new names. It had become a general practice in the conspirative movement.
Malatesta said he had found it difficult to understand what the man was
saying because he spoke only Lettish, Russian and German, while Malatesta
only knew Italian, French, Spanish and English. So they carried on their
conversation through an interpreter. Our comrade Siegfried Nacht, who had
met Muronzelf before, at the Polish Club, acted as interpreter. A few weeks
later Nacht told Malatesta that Muronzeff had spoken to him about an
invention on which he was working, which was held up because he had no
workshop and no proper tools. Nacht said that a Russian comrade had
introduced Muronzeff to him as a man who had been active in the
movement in Lettland, and had to flee when the big repressions started in
the Baltic provinces. Nacht had found Muronzeff a taciturn,
uncommunicative person, who seemed unwilling to lift the veil over his
past. Such uncommunicativeness was not uncommon among the political
reflugees. That too was part of the tradition of the conspirative movement.
People were afraid of talking too much.

tch murderers

WEr: aAwWare
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i is lack of tools, Nagc},

f had complained to Nacht about his icht

th?u::: Ef'uﬁ?a:]l:fesm. who earned his living by xn:;:rﬁ_}:i Brn;::inmtTh]:Er'
repairing workshop in Islington. Malatesta w. S-S hip
anyone, so he said that MuronzefT could of course ual t' g e s
toals. The result was that Muronzefl came EE"-;?T ]'llltn:;m,her minegtﬂ A
workshop, and did some work there. One day he "U‘-:]Ed s with
him, to explain to Malatesta in French that he ha tecHe ah ::‘n to
Russia. where he could be of more use to the movemen I;- s Poeta Hi tﬂ;ke
back with him an oxygen blow-pipe; it was hard to get in » he gaig,

it was essential for his work. )
" Malatosta, who suspected nothing, told him that he could buy one at. the

place where he bought his machine-parts and tools, and he gave Muronzefy

i ; there. He hadn't seen the man since. ‘
hmTclf;S \:Da;];ﬂ;:w weeks before the Houndsditch murders. When the police

i ndsditch they found an oxygen blow-pipe there,
%ﬁzﬁx:l;e: :;ﬁzir:;ipiiot?as a nu1::|.]::m?:r’|3:|Ir on it, so it :'-'-'35 soon traced back o
the firm where it was bought, and there Malatesta s card was produced,

Mazlatesta was having breakfast the morning after the murders whf:n two
Zeatland Yard men arrived, and took him to Scotland Yfm:l. He haﬂp t seen
the papers yet, and had no idea of what had happened in F‘Iﬂundﬂd“-ﬂ!'l- He
asked why he was being taken to Seotland Yard; the detectives wnul.-lzin t say,

At Scotland Yard an Inspector told Malatesta that they wanted hm-.. to go
to Whitechapel to identify someone in hospital. Malatesta asked WI'{at it was
all about. The Inspector wouldn't tell him. The same two detectives who
had brought him to Scotland Yard took him to London Huspm?], where he

was shown the dead body. He recognised Muronzeff. The detectives asked iff
he knew the man. He told them the whole story.

Then he was brought back to Scotland Yard, where he repeated his story
to the Inspector. There was nothing he could add; he hadn't known where
MuronzefT lived, nor anything about him. When his statement had been
taken down the Inspector passed a morning paper to Malatesta. That was
the first he knew of what had happened at Houndsditch. Malatesta’s story
bore the stamp of truth. He was immediately released. He said the police at
Scotland Yard had behaved admirably. I am sure that in any other country
the police would have played up Malatesta’s political beliefs in such a way
as to implicate him in the affair.

But some of the London newspapers did not behave as well as the London
police did. They started an agitation against the anarchists, against the
political refugees, and against the aliens generally. They tried to stir up
prejudice against the aliens, and to force the government to take action
?Elﬁnst them. There was talk of sending all aliens back to where they came
rom.

Papers like the Daily Mail were writing: “Even the most sentimental will
feel thatlth& time has come to stop the abuse of this country's hospitality by
:::hiij foreign malefactors. ". Strangely enough, a leading English socialist,

obert Blau:TI}ﬁ}rd, the editor of Clarion, joined the cry against the aliens.
Even the Social Democratic organ Justice, which largely shared his views,
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rebuked him for it. “It js atl
Blatehford should lend himﬁxf‘ 1;: i
the alien.” It contended that

crime without any political significance whatever”, and that “the law here

regretted,” it said, “that Robert
. the wicked and mischievous cry against
the Houndsditch affair appears to be a brutal

is sufficiently strong for i : e : A

achieved its j‘nmll'jlusn:E it jﬂﬁrﬂh ﬂ‘lmmala,‘na;wg or foreign”. If the cry

had mercifully spared, Tt w:-uld ;:‘E t:tf’,]he céf S oam’en ose whou (e
2 ey SRR rengthen Russian reaction and be i
inst civilisation."” B ; ER N

ﬁ;m Lovi ut I shall come back to something less pleasant in

A number of liberal an : i .
its Jeusiak Chromicle, deow sttention to the. causes in Russia of his ind of
criminal activity. The weekly Graphic bli . G
Kinross, “The Letts, their Land and their ﬂw];‘;:'::ﬂif Ejfllzesmr:% filltjllztmm-t
men are the products of the Russian system; no immigration laws will ke,
them out; so long as the Russian system of Eovernment is what :n 5.
desperate as these will be produced. Lucien Wolf, also in the Gr _::,-EE' e
“This type of desperado will only cease when the conditions inql';uss,imw-
been swept away.” The Jewish Chronicle wrote in an editorial: “Who sy
say that with rational, merely decently-civilised government in Iiumaia Lhm
men and men like them, instead of becoming mad desperados, would ik
have been rational, decent, civilised members of society?” ' oot

But tl.he agitation against the aliens went on. Our club was presented as
a me_.'etfng place of criminals, where only conspirators and initiates found
Hdmr:j?“’“' ];ryt:m:;ft ;ig_-'"s ﬂ-"'h‘-; passwords. It was a den of thieves and
murderers. Peter the Painter had delj
st o delivered lectures there to teach the use

We were helpless against these calumnies. Shapi i
secretaries of t.h? club, sent a short letter in Janua.:irmlrgl ﬁ: 1'.][::::I :de.iiuruz'
the Daf!y Chronicle, stating categorically that Peter the Painter, MuronzefT
and Fritz had never been members of the Club. The letter was ;ml. printed.
Freedom did print it, with an editorial headed “Gentlemen of the Press”
But of course Freedom did not reach the wide public. -

S.ir Fhilip Gibbs, the novelist and journalist, visited our club, and had an
article al_:m-ut us in the weekly Graphic. He wrote ironically: “I spent some
hours with the anarchists of Whitechapel. T felt rather heroic and also
rather nervous when I set forth upon the perilous Journey.” He found us in
a large bare room furnished with a few wooden benches, a deal table and a
n_umher of wall-posters in Yiddish. Here was the anarchists’ club. “I was a
little reassured and a good deal astonished,” he went on, “when a number
of women entered the room. They were all young women, most of them
neatly dressed. One woman who sat behind the table where the pamphlets
lay, and who seemed in some authority, had the face of a tragedy queen.” He
meant Milly, who always sat at the table where we sold our literature.

He continued: “So I =at, a solitary Englishman, among all these foreign
anarchists, for more than an hour, during which nothing happened except
friendly greetings, handclasps, voluble conversation in subdued voices and
a foreign tongue, and a quiet scrutiny of myself. Then there was silence, and
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e

tired-looki
from the back of the room two men came fufWBrﬂmDEﬂn\;:z; bL::nav:f:::E
man with dreamy eyes which looked out with a kin e,
is anarchist had a winning smile.” o

Th';?hi: ]IL::: diescri.‘ned me: “A tall, stout man W{th “:“:i“;‘;:;“l‘:;idt:s];:?? a
big powerful head and a strong face, WhlﬂE- mlﬁ:: ﬂvE R cia id:r
the thoughtful look behind his spectacles.” Gib Eannd et tn
of what 1 said. He explained that he knew German, o
follow me and understand.

? He: concluded: “Nothing happened to me. I_muld laugh now E::it :’l:}'tfﬁﬂra.
These alien anarchists were as tame as rabsleti_h 1 :;!; i?;r‘:ilsﬂtl‘-ﬂhe ms It}::r};

mbering )
had not a revolver among them. Yet reme it revaition, s

is i - this phileso b
sure that this intellectual anarchy, thi: n:. s sikiiohe i

dangerous than pistols and nitro-glyceri

the East End come ideas.” ~ 4th December 19
i article in the Arbeter Fraint of 2 a0
I printed an out the Houndsditch murders. Freedom also had

explaining our position ab ragedy. Who is Responsible?” But of

an article, headed “The Houndsditch T

urse our reading public was limited. ; .
mSom: ;apers iitp.‘erﬁéwed people like Malatesta; but the interviews

i istorted form, and did not properly convey what hgd been
:f.i?fu{‘ii ]:a;ef:s were out for sensation, not to make clear our beliefs. Wa
finally agreed not to give any more interviews to the press. -

Then a reporter from the Morning Post came 1tn see me, with a note
from an English trade union leader who was a friend of mine. He wm!_E
that he knew the man, and he could be trusted t::v‘rep-nrt what I aaid
without distortion. The Morning Post was a mnser}'ﬂtl‘fﬂ paper, but it was
not seneational. I told the reporter that our experiences with the ]'.:cmdun
press so far had been very unfortunate, and we had dEFldEd not to give any
more interviews. He assured me that he would not misreport what I said.
1 asked if it would all appear in the way I said it. He answered frankly that
he could not guarantee that. It depended on how much the editorial staff
could find room for. What he could guarantee was that the report he sent
in would be a true report, and what appeared in the paper would not
misrepresent me. )

He sounded honest. So I gave him the interview. He asked questions, and
I answered. | told him exactly how we felt about the Houndsditch criminals.
He asked me what explanation I had for what these people had done. [ said
it was not easy in England to understand what had driven such men to
becoming desperados. It was necessary to consider the situation in Russia,
where the government had instituted a reign of terror. Thousands of people
were arrested and shot without trial. Every sort of barbarism was used to
suppress every expression of liberalism or freedom. In Lettland three
thousand people had been shot withoult trial, on the orders of so-called field-
courts. The entire populations of many villages had been publicly Nogged,
including old men, women and children. Their homes were burned down,
and the people were living in the forests like wild beasts. It was important
that the Houndsditch murderers all appeared to be Letts.
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I gave him a copy of Kropotkin's The Terror in Russin, whi
Pgrllamentafy_ﬂusﬂmn Committee had published in London in' 19{;‘;:]; n;hi;
that people living under such terror would think little of their own lives or
of others. The guilt lay not so much with them as with the Czar and his
regime. I—I_uw w:::urld people in Britain feel if their government imprisoned
and shot its political apponents? [ said the British and French financiers
who provided the Czarist regime with the loans without which it could not
exist were t:;‘gely responsible.

He seemed impressed by what I told him. 1
would be a true report of what I said. The nex:!m}?:eﬁaﬁi;:a .;o[:-:sc;m
nearly three columns of my interview, giving almast everything T had said
and in the way I had said it, including even my remark ﬂ]x,utg the British
and French financiers. Several other papers were as decent as the Morni
Post, notably the Manchester Guardian, the Morning Leader -am:l :;i
Weekly Times and Echo. The Manchester Guardian fought mulrn,geurusly
against the attempt to make a political issue of the criminal murders in
Houndsditch. The Morning Leader emphasised that the anarchist
m{wemﬂ'ﬂ:t had no programme of robbery and murder, and that even if the
Houndsditch criminals were proved to have heen anarchists, which they had
not, it would still not implicate the anarchist mnmment,'any more than
criminals belonging to other political movements implicated them, or
Catholic or Protestant criminals implicated the churches. The Labour
Leader, the organ of the Independent Labour Party, stood firm for the
continued traditional British policy of asylum for political refugees.

Meanwhile the police were continuing their search for the murderers.
Muronzells picture in the press had been seen by & man in whose house he
had lodged, and he had come forward. He was a law-abiding, religious Jew,
a member of a synagogue. He belonged to no political movement. He had
had a room to let, and had no idea what sort of a lodger he had got. The
police found in the room Muronzeff had occupied, firearms, chemical stuffs
and burglar’s tools, but no literature, nothing at all. Muronzeff's mistress,
Nina Vasileva, two Lettish social democrats named Peters and Duboff, and
a Jewish barber named Rosen were arrested, and were held for guestioning.

Then on January 3rd came the siege of Sidney Street. The police had
received information that the men who had been with Muronzefl in
Houndsditch were hiding in a house in Sidney Street, Warned by what had
happened in Houndsditch, the police took precautions. About three hundred
pcfline surrounded the house at night. All the approaches to it were closed
with a cordon. All strategic positions round it were oecupied. The other
people living in the house and in the adjoining houses were wakened and
evacuated. The police force waited till daybreak.

As soon as it was light two detectives approached and flung stones at the
window of the room where the criminals were known to be sleeping.
Immediately the window opened, and one of the detectives was shot. The
murderers did not show themselves. A big body of police fired at the house
from behind shelter. Then the troops were called in. A detachment of Seots
Guards arrived from the Tower, near by, and opened fire. Winston Churehill,
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came with the Chief of the Cﬁminm

who was then Home Secretary, o nissioner of the ME'-TDPﬂIitan

Investigntion Department, the Assista ‘ :
Pnl;w u':'n"-c!. ntherp:igh officers. More soldiers were called “"";' A Tﬂxun Bun
was h;‘ﬂusht up. Finally the Horse Artillery was summont'i! to d“""“i' the
house with shell fire. We lived near the scene of the battle, and we hearg

every shot. i
fire. The flames spread, ‘the hoyge
In the end the house was sel on B i ik e i i

became a furnace. The criminals ins : ! ;
i i When the police entered the ruins the
time. Suddenly there was silence B B a Teits. Phaname of thﬁ

found two bodies. According to the pol . :
t)ot'l.'llgl' w:s never officially established. But from mI‘uf'matlmn that reached
afterwards it may be assumed that he was a recent immigrant from Russijg

whose first name was Yoshka. He used to go about with Muronzeff and hjs
cmTﬂl":]E press was full of it. It made much of the fact that Muronzeff, Frit,
and the missing Peter the Painter, who became a kind of legendary
bogeyman, were all Letts. It must have 3&&1112& to the average reader that
le of robbers and murderers.
theﬂrrit:s p:;:;!;sﬂils:eing that Muronzeff was suspected of being a Russian
secret police agent, working for the Dc:_hrana, to discredit the Russian
revolutionaries abroad; if the British right of as;_.-lum had really he_en
withdrawn it would certainly have been a great victory for Li?e Russian
Czarist regime. But it seems impossible, A pﬂhce_ agent working among
the revolutionaries would have incited them to crimes, but he would nat
have stayed to the end, to fall a victim to his own plot. If the stur:,: of a
Russian police agent had any basis it pointed rather to Peter the Painter,
who had got away. Some papers said there was no sqch person as Peter the
Painter, that he was an invention, a myth. That_. is not true. Peter _thﬁ
Painter was a real person. How he escaped that night of the Houndsditch
murders is a mystery. But it is certain that eight years later, in the early
days of the Russian Revolution, he appeared in Rusm:ﬂ. and was ﬂppmn[:ed
by the Bolshevik government as an official of the terrible Cheka, becoming
one of its most notorious agents, Our comrade Alexander Shapiro, who
had seen Peter in London, met him in Russia, working as an agent of the
Cheka.

The four people under arrest, Peters, Duboff, Rosen and the woman Nina
Vasileva, came up for trial in May. Peters and Duboh were members of the
Lettish Social Democratic Party in London, which arranged for their
defence. Rosen had a lawyer to act for him. Nina Vasileva belonged to no
organisation, and nobody bothered about her. A few of our comrades had
met her when she had sometimes come to the club, to our public meetings.
The press said there was no charge against her, and that she had been
arrested only because of her association with Muronzeff.

It came out that Muronzeff had becn associating with other women as
well, had in fact been deceiving Nina Vasileva as he had deceived Malatesta.
Her case was important to us, because of the effect it might have on the
British attitude to the political refugees. We therefore decided to see if we
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could do something to help in h z

prison, to find out what we muledr;: fence. Milly volunteered to visit her in
When Mill i e

_ en ; } y arrived the poor girl stared at her in

into tears: “You come to ge amazement and burat

1]
M]"}' Exp]aingd wh}_ Shee I‘:‘en Th'ﬂ'ﬂ I am ot fﬂfﬂﬂkﬁ'h hj‘" E"'-"'El'_j"l:ll.'l.!.f'-

ad COme, Ehl.‘.' dimﬂl’ﬂd thﬂ!. a
= ‘ ) voung lawyer
settled. nd Nina, without a fee. So that problem was

were acquitted and released. id '
had known Muronzeff and Fn@tlthat “ould be said about them was that ey
Nina Vasileva was sentenced to tw
For if she had known what Murong
been more severe, If she hadn't, two
Murunﬂﬂ'ﬁ:
Indeed, only about three months after sh
was released. She wasn't told why. She w
She went to the people where she had
She tried her Russian friends. They all

were nol so much unfriendly as afraid of getting mis i

who had been connected with a very da.n,ge:-uusg busiendes';p;‘;hwsﬁ? Et{ady
direct police attention to them. She was desperate. She ha;d ne mon ms"::
had nowhere to live. She turned (o us to help her. =

We hadn’'t really known her before. It was the first time she
door: I doubt if Milly hadn't gone to =ee her in prison whetherm:l:: \t:a?:lé
have thought of coming to us. We told her she could stay with us till she
found work, and could get a room elsewhere. She stayed with us nearly a
month. We sometimes talked about Muronzeff She always said that she had
never had any suspicion of what he was doing,

The London press left her alone. Even the sensational papers which had
featured her case, behaved decently in that regard. The izsue of the political
refugees and the right of asylum was dropped. I must say that in any other
country the consequences would have been more serious. ’

e:[l‘:f.‘ﬂm il}:prisnnmenl:. It seemed odd.
was doing the sentence should have
years was a lot for having an affair with

e fv:.ﬂ. l;entanced, Nina Vasileva
a5 Just told to go, that she was free.
lodged. They showed her the door.
cold-shouldered her I imagine they

= W

There was a very unpleasant sequel. And neither the police nor the
sensational press were at fault; Justice, the organ of the Social Democratic
Party, published a note in its issue of 13th May about the Houndeditch and
Sidney Street affairs, which went on to suggest that anarchists incited
people to such crimes, and that one explanation was that there were agents
provocateurs among the anarchists, who tried in this way to discredit the
socialist movement, and to get the right of asylum withdrawn in England.
It then made this infamous statement: “It iz not generally known that
Emma Goldman is in the pay of the police, though the fact has leaked out
recently. At one time she was employed by Mr. AE. Olarovsky, of the
Russian Secret Police in San Francisco, as an agent and spy.”
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Ther v o stompt et 0 1 e an g
i ‘t understand what prompt ) o .
cul‘ the :n?:iﬁl:& 5.1; Harry Quelch, the editor of Justice, to publish thj,

t
calumny. He knew that Emma Goldman would never go to a cour of law to

: i erous at

e e e vt prsieoa o st by Jobn T, 4
Mareh and TH. Keel, published in Justice the following West “This
ma;itmus and cutrageous statement,” they mt'e’h l'llilve appeared b
unscrupulous misrepresentations of anarcuiEss Wtm:;;;,rti::lm ives not a“:'thﬁ
ial democratic press for years. The writer of i':he = fg:r g ittle
zﬁﬁdence in proof of this infamous charge. While asking Pology or
customed to these calumnies __

i since grown ac 3 r
f:::rc:i:':: s‘:;pli]; \r_e. lv?ren?in wishg:n indignantly pmt;ﬁt Efsm;;sl:, E,; :, ,_:E and
' io reference to a brave woman, Who hi luring
ﬁﬁ?;::::u;; ?:erm]ife, and suﬂl‘zrzd in}rprisﬂﬂmﬂ“t again and again, for
ineci i hold dear.

pnaf:l:;]:tf :fﬂhpl;lih Ed*:"ﬁfﬁ? ﬁiﬁfﬂuy expected some such protest. We have
however nothing to retract. The statements were made on thi ITmtthmhah]E
authority, or they would not have been mafln. We do ncrtds-ay a:h ere are
no good men and women among anarchists; but we ar .f[ia}f at every
anarchist who has been betrayed has heen butra_}'ed by a fellow-anarchist,
who has proved to be a police agent; that police agents have been the
instigators of almost every anarchist crime and plot, sumssfui_ or
has been discovered; that the principles of anarchism

unsuecessful, which : X L
lend themselves to azeffism; and that, with few exceptions, anarchists are

i dupes of the police.”

mt::; :%:: bmpf:ht up ,_:1'.',2 matter at a meeting of the First of May
Celebration Committee, most of whose members belonged to the Eom.?.l
Democratic Party and the Independent Labour Party As a res:ult, this
committee wrote to Justice, which published th'? following note: “C. C?Dk
forwards the following resolution of the First of May Celebration
Committee: 'This meeting expresses its opinion t:hat_ the statement
appearing in Justice without proof or evidence is unjustifiable, and asks
that the evidence should be published.

At the same time Quelch published this note: “Anarchist Agents. Dear
Comrade, The information concerning Emma Goldman was conveyed by a
definite staternent to that effect made in my hearing by Mr A E. Olarovsky
himself. I am fraternally, Your Informant.”

We couldn’t credit it — that the editor of Jusfice accepted the word of a
known representative of the Russian Secret Police.

Even branches of the Social Democratic Party protested. Justice
published a letter from D. Carmichael on behalf of the Battersea Branch: “1
am instructed to forward you a resclution carried unanimously at the
Battersea Branch meeting — The members of the Battersea Branch SDP
are of opinion that the editor of Justice has failed to produce any

justification for the charge against Emma Goldman, and they desire that
the name of the informant be published or a complete withdrawal of the
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statement, as the members of this br
pe the same as its name implies —

Quei:ih :E m”::! }:ﬂ j:lub]ish. evidence, or to withdraw his charge. He

rep::::‘lent; ;vuruld n:t\’iﬂnuthmg to add and nothing to withdraw IThe
ve i 2

:rt:th." been made had we not heen convlnred of thais

Quelch never withdrew his absolutely :

groundless charge. It is i ;

Em:;;?iwh}t?i: 23"’1?&?2 : i oved him to make it in the first B :.-.';
to & : ornly in the face of the d d ’
he Ehu}] Id either substantiate it, or withdraw. H: Eﬁinneti]:l?;rwm made that

It it Tanme Bolduin no harm. Nobody believed the stlul?. It was an
wly,ﬂml: le of the technique that was later developed into a fine art, of
s h'E i frupagand_a Teapum used in this case against us whum'ha
described as “our enemies”. “We shall not be deterred,” he wrote in Justice
“even by the censure of friends and comrades moved hy misgui ided
sympathy with our enemies.” He refused to publish the name of his
inrﬂ!‘mdﬂt‘ !&E he said was: “Social democrats surely do not need to be
remin ol how necessary it frequently is fi
above suspicion, to remain unknown. & lor one whose bona fides are

It is a most unpleasant chapter in the history of British social democracy.

anch desire the policy of the
not Injustice.” . Pper to
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Chapter 23

Workers' Circle.
The Great Strike

Our movement among the Jewish immigrants in the Bast End of Londan

at of the other forei
was different in a number of ways !'rmll: 1::1 s ionty f'ﬂreig
revolutionary gmups.'inEnElandlE ‘;:ﬁ; :“ll:l?g Fugb?it; hall with five to ten
mmlemegt o ﬂ:e kr dﬂ ﬂ.;z’:;:;ual] these Jewish immigrants did not
i aople. n 1 2 H
i:ﬁffégmﬁ asI:.he athers did r:;.urm::ig nt:et::_:; i;t;t-‘-:i; C;;J :ht:‘i::- f:';ﬁ;:in;l;
; They therefore tried to agjus .
:ll:?aszrin: Drfe of our activities had to be tn_hﬂlp them to establish tradeg
unions a'.nd other organisations to protect thELr_iﬁtFrﬂﬂi:B- R

Our difficulty was the continuing flow of Jewish l'fdﬂmlgl_ll'_ At in
acruss the Atlantic, to the United States and Canada, whic o ter
opportunities. The journey cost little. There was much cump;t: i % :gT:i:ln
the shipping companies, al that time, and thl‘-.'.j:' cut T.hr._- fares down s .mE
as five dollars, which was one pound sterling. This anma:ner; , h],ﬂ
constantly shifting population, prevented the eatablishmen nsztal &
organisations. Yet eventually, by about 1909, we had a large bﬂjgd o Gwih
workers in London and elsewhere ‘f-:u!m had t;nare or less deci to make

i s in Britain, and were striking roof

thl:‘;:ll‘:]lﬂ::; comrades had come into the country, and replaced those who
had gone to America. David Isakowitz's place as manager of ﬂ_“;. Arbeter
Fraint was taken by Solo Linder, who went to America much %ater, e i3 now
editor and manager of the Freie Arbeter Shtimme. '-‘.I?'e al_scr gained a valuable
young worker, Sam Dreen, who has remained active in Lundr:rn all these
years and is still, at over 70, working with the Frete Arbeter Shtimme group
in London, in the Poale Zion, and in the Workers Circle {Arbeterlﬁmg}. _"I‘he
Workers' Circle recognised Sam Dreen’s lifelong services by a dinner given
in his honour and a presentation to mark his 70th birthday.

The Workers' Circle was one of the organisations we helped to fprml, It
came into existence first in the United States as a mutual aid organisation,
to help its members, Jewish workers, in sickness and need. It was different
from the many other mutual aid organisations in being a workers’
organisation, devoted to progressive and socialist effort. It described itself
as "an order of workers for workers, and for progressive thought”. Its
members belonged to all branches of socialist thought, and each group or
branch or division could conduct its cultural activities within its own
framework, and according to its own ideas. It used its financial surpluses to
support progressive schools and progressive cultural work.,

The first attempts to establish the Workers’ Circle were made in 1892. It
was not till 1900 that it began to develop as the powerful organisation it has
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pecome. It has over 70,000 members now in the United States and Canada.
In England we started the Workers' Circle in the years between 1903 and
1905. It established itself firmly by 1909, and by the end of that year it had
i membership of 50. By the end of 1910 there were 220 members. The first
annual conference of the Workers' Circle was held in London in May 1912
It then had 814 members. In 1921 the membership was 1,103. Today the
Workers' C:.n:la_e has twelve branches in Great Britain, with a membership of
1,200; it is an important organisation in Anglo-Jewry.

The Arbeter Fraint played an active part in the establishment and growth
of the Workers' Circle in j-ha early years, and our comrades have throughout
its existence been prominent in its work. I have already mentioned Sam

Dreen. Arthur Hillman was one of our group, and our friend Wiener was
General Secretary for many years.

L

The nightmare period of the Houndsditch and Sidney Street affairs in 1911
and the anti-alien agitation of the time had passed. By 1912 we felt that the
Jewish labour movement in England, and especially in the East End of
London, was strong enough to challenge the detested sweating system. The
opportunity was provided by a strike of tailors in the West End of London
in April 1912. It was called by the London Society of Tailors, and was soon
actively supported by the members of the Amalgamated Society of Tailors,
though the leaders of the Amalgamated were against the strike. It did not
take them long however to realise that their members would do nothing
against the strike.

There were about 1,500 tailors on strike, all highly-skilled craftsmen,
doing the very best class of West End work. Those tailors of the West End
were an international crowd, Englishmen, Germans, French, Italians,
Czechs, and a few Jews. It was a completely different kind of work from the
mass-produced sub-divisional sweatshop tailoring of the East End Jewish
workers. It soon became clear that strike-breaking work was being done in
small East End tailoring workshops. There were so many of these that it
was impossible to know of them all and to control them. The Jewish trades
unions had never been able to sccumulate enough funds to call a general
gtrike. Their members didn't earn enough to pay contributions large
enough for strike pay. There was also a big mass of unorganised workers,
some of whom were strike-breaking. We felt we must do something to
remove the stigma of strike-breaking from the Jewish workers. If the West
End strike collapsed, the Jewish workers would be blamed for it. The entire
British trade union movement would become hostile to the Jews. As it was,
the English workers distrusted the Jewish immigrants, because of the
sweatshop system, which they rightly saw as a danger to working class
conditions. They couldn't go into the reasons which had created the
sweatshops. And it wouldn't have altered the facts if they did.

It was therefore a point of honour with us to rouse the Jewish workers to
abolish the sweatshops. It was even more important morally than econ-
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omically. We knew it would be a hard struggle, but there was no other way,

If we failed we would at least have shown

a willing party to the sweatshop system. t up the question of th
O et o 10th May 1 ?}mﬂedpa call in the Arbeter
eral strike in a A
ﬁim explaining to ﬂ.'w T whgv:rﬂe?;hita;;sand Jewish workerg
Our efforts got things wnaving: ine called by the united Jewish
poihedtha Sasacts Hﬂ]l!;‘ i::ra;npnt::?:l:i decision to strike. More than
- + ') E .
floring tade urione, whch wopies 2 S culnt b e
waiting to hear what was decided. There was feverish excitement, and a reg]
d"tﬂ?ﬁ Tpiz?edmtim meeting. He ﬂjas rolggdﬂﬂazizﬁ;:u&“ &2&
i of Tailors an n
%ﬁmﬁizﬁf%}?;d?nmsuff?mpeated more or less wilmt I had already
said in my call to the Jewish workers in the Arbeter Fraint. '{]hE"F was so
much tension in the hall that no other speakers could got & heaxing. The
workers wanted a decision. When the vote was taken not one hand was
i i 2.
hﬁﬁrmtiﬁtgr . Eight thousand workers were out r.]:ua i‘l:rst day
Another five thousand came out the day after. The whole clothing industry
in the East End was at a standstill. A small minority remained at work, but
they were so few that it made little difference. o

There was a strike committee of fifty members, representing all the
tailoring trades unions in the East End. There were t'hre!: S}lh'wmmlltteizg
— finance, to raise funds for carrying on the strike; negntuz!tmns,_tf: discuss
agreements with employers prepared to accept the _wurkers conditions, and
one which set up the local strike committees, which were controlled by a
committee of seven, to which Kaplan and I belonged. _ 1

We decided to issue the Arbeter Fraint for the duration of the strike as a
four-page daily, to keep the workers informed of the progress of the strike,

Most of the strikers were not organised trade union meml_:mrs_ Our
problem was how they could get strike pay. Even the best organised trade
unions in the strike, like the Mantle Makers, had no funds to meet anything
like the call that was made on them. The other trades unions outside the
tailoring industry had no funds with which to help. But the spirit of the
workers was wonderful.

Except for the employers, who were interested parties, the whole East
End was on the side of the strikers. The better-paid workers who had some
gavings refused to take strike pay. They even contributed to the strike fund.
It didn’t swell our treasury very much. I was the Chairman of the Finance
Committee, so I knew. We needed a lot of money to help the families of those
strikers who were absolutely destitute. We opened canteens on the premises
of all the trade unions in the East End. We were not able to provide much
more than tea and bread and cheese. But sometimes we also gave hot meals.
The Jewish Bakers’ Union supplied bread, and the cigarette makers
provided cigarettes. All the Jewish trades unions put a levy on their

that the Jewish workers were npt
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members for our strike fund. Many who were not workers themselves and
had no contact with the labour movement sent us money. The Yiddish
theatre gave several performances to

. benefit the strikers. As a result we
were able to pay the strikers g fow shillings during the first weeks.

The strike had started in sympathy with the West End tailoring workers.
Now we had to draw up our own strike demands. What we wanted was to
sweep away the whole sweating system. So our first demand was a normal
working day. We asked for the abolition of overtime, higher wages, and
above all, no more small workshops where decent hygienic conditions were
imposm;ié. and ?;,Died union workshops in the rest. Without trade union

ur there could be no guarantee i it
famned would last. Eu that the better working conditions we

The employers’ organisation was as little i
workers were. The Masters’ Association had aﬁmﬂ f::::;t;?nh ol
only a fraction of the many hundreds who had small tailoring w;_nrkshups in
the East End. But the Masters' Association had the backing of the big city
firms for whom its members worked. The city firms had decided not to give
any of their work to master tailors who accepted the workers’ conditions.

It was no secret that we had no funds. The Masters' Association was
therefore sure that we could not hold out more than a couple of weeks, and
that sheer hunger would drive the workers back, ready to agree to an}rti'ning.
They had in answer to the strike retaliated with a three wecks' lock-out.
They had no doubt at all that before the end of the three weeks the workers
would come begging to let them return.

The spokesman of the Master Tailors’ Association, a man named Samson
tried to create feeling against the strikers by alleging in statements to the
English press that they had no real grievances, and were being used as tools
in a plot by foreign anarchists to disrupt the industry. He produced false
wage-sheets according to which the workers were earning anything between
six pounds and ten pounds a week. Reading the reports he put out one got
the impression that the infamous sweatshops of the East End were a
paradise,

But the workers who slaved in those sweatshops knew what they were
really like, and they were determined to stay out on strike whatever
happened, in order to win better conditions. All our agitation would have been
useless i the workers had not themselves stood firm. People often say the
masses don’t know their own mind; this time they did. Attempts were made
to play on the natural fears of the womenfolk, for whom the strike meant
literally no bread in the house. But the women too of the Jewish East End
stood firm. There were big mass meetings of women at which they proclaimed
their determination to stand by their menfolk in the sirike till the end.

It =0 happened that the big London Dock Strike was on at the same time.
The common struggle brought Jewish and non-Jewish workers together.
Joint strike meetings were held, and the same speakers spoke at huge joint
demonstrations on Tower Hill and on Mile End Waste.

I was busy attending all the meetings of the strike committee, acting as
Chairman of the Finance Committee, and editing the daily Arbefer Fraint. 1

which was
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ing ti . 1 addressed th
2 - from six in the morning till eleven three
:rmf:fi 2:;:1]:; mingﬁ every day. I never got leﬂliadﬁl;uﬁ :dw: 1:1.|:"|;;|,Le
morning. It left me only three or four hours for Eﬂlljeffho; hours. We w:nreu:ﬁ
constitution. I wasn't the pnly one who worked
i %mﬂﬁ :fil:rillf:';trike started the workers and empl_gjers in the
West End reached a settlement. The result was t.hzi the Eu:t.b n}:i t‘:ﬂrkara
employed in men's tailoring, including uniforms, aiso ;.ren ;r: hwmk'
their employers having agreed to their most 13-npﬂrta-n; tﬁman s — shortar
hours, no piecework, better sanitary conditions, an e employment of

umTc'ElelzttTill:; tﬂh;.he women's garment industry continued. This was the

; in which the East End Jews, masters and workers,
mnrv:xtilﬁi?;ﬁﬁngaged. Both sides were suffering b:idly: The master
H e had lost their season's trade and were getting worried. The workers
had no funds left, and were going hungry. Tl_n.e Masters' Association decided
to meet the men's reprEEEhtaﬁ\"Eﬂ, and Eﬂ.llir they would agree to shorter
hours and higher wages, but not to closn_ed union shops. , N

The strike committee called a meeting of the strikers in the Pavilion
Theatre. Tt started at midnight, after the performance was over. The place
was packed. Crowds who couldn’t get m stood ul.}tstde waiting to hear Ithe
decision. Kaplan, as Chairman of the strike committee, ﬂpe_ned the n?eetmgd
The strikers listened to him gilently. There Wwas no interruption, no
opposition, no applause. A murmur ran round the building when I stood up
as the first speaker. I saw those pale, pmchfed, rhung‘ry faces, those
thousands of people who had come l:ugﬂt,hu:f at midnight to decide what to
do about this strike for which they had sacrificed so much. I felt that I dare
not conceal anything from them. I must tell them the whole truth. I
explained the position to them. I said that if they held out a few more days
I was sure they would win. If they decided to go back now the _mns.ters wm._lld
make them feel that they had lost. “But the decision,” 1 said, “rests with
you. | am not going to tell you what to do. You must decide for yourselves."”
There was an outburst of applause, and from all sides came the cry: “The
strike goes an!” ) )

When the Chairman took the vote, not one single hand was raised against
the decision to continue the strike.

The Masters' Association met the following morning. Samson insisted
that they must hold cut. But the great majority had had enough. They
withdrew from the Association, leaving only a few members to continue the
opposition to the workers' demands. Negotiations started the same
afternoon. We were astonished to find that Samson was one of the first who
came to ask the trade union to let him reopen his workshop. Our answer
was that we could not deal with him until we had settled with all the other
master tailors. He had been the leader of the opposition to our demands and
would therefore have to wait to the last. Even after he had signed the
agreement nobody wanted to go to work for him,
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That was the death-blow to the sw

Jooked at the Jewish workers with eatshop system, The English workers

: ° quite different eyes after this victory. It
was important to us materially, but it was much more important murali-‘!v;r.

I had Elayed a leading part of course in the organisation and the conduct
of the strike, but legends began to grow up around me as though I had been
the sole organiser and architect of the victory. People ascribed to me things
[ had never done and hal_i never even heard of There were many others who
had done as much as I did. But the popular mind and tongue insisted that I
had done more, that I had done most of it. It was terribly exaggerated, it was
fantastic. It was most embarrassing. I couldn’t put my foot out in the street
without becoming the object of a demonstration. One day as T was walking
along a narrow Whitechapel street with Milly, an old Jew with a long white
peard stopped me outside his house, and said: "May God bless you! You
helped my children in their need. You are not a Jew, but you are a man!”
This old man lived in a world completely different from mine. But tlie
memory of the gratitude that shone in his eyes has remained with me all
these years.

The London dock strike was still dragging on. A great many dockers’
families were suffering real want. The Jewish workers who had just won
their own strike felt they must do something to help their fellow-workers.
The Arbeter Frain! took it up; we started a campaign, We called a conference
of the Jewish trades unions. A committee was set up, and our comrades

* Ploshansky and Sabelinsky were elected secretary and treasurer It was

decided to ask Jewish families in the East End to take some of the dockers'
children into their homes. Offers poured in. Unfortunately we couldn’t
accept them all. Members of the committee always went first to see the
house and too often the family couldn't feed its own children properly. When
we found a suitable home, Milly would go to the docks area with one or two
other women to fetch the children, They were in a terribly undernourished
state, barefoot, in rags. We placed over 300 dockers’ children in East End
Jewish homes. Shopkeepers gave us shoes and clothing for them. Trade
union leaders and social workers in the docks area spoke publicly of the
kindness shown by the East End Jews. The docker parents used to come to
the Jewish homes in Whitechapel and Stepney to see their children. It did a
grea: deal to strengthen the friendship between Jewish and non-Jewish
warkers.
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Chapter 24

ak of the Movement
Cg:dpaemduthe United States

i f 1912 and the outbreak of the
10d bet the successful strike o |
\Tu‘:: fﬁ;id. w:smﬂ?e peak of our movement. We were kept busy in every

direction. The Jewish trades unions grew m:!d mcreasedttheué :nen';:nrghlm

ir activities. We had big meetings almost every day. Our
and their a P s appeared regularly 25 a twelve
o isations expanded. The Arbeter Fraint api !

S till the war came. On the publicity side we ts§ued a}ﬂrgp nur;he,
E?E‘Eé);]:f;rbﬂuks and pamphlets, which found a wide nlrcu]atmn in Britain
and labr:uad, We had weekly lectures, concerts a.l'ld_ dramatic pErrﬂl‘!'ﬂﬂ-l‘ll:Es,
all very well attended. There was something going on Ell thJET'I'].:me. Dr
Jitlovsky came to England, and lectured under our auspices. The great
Yiddish poet Abraham Reisen visited London; we gave him a reception and
printed several new poems of his in the Arbeter Fraint. -

1913 was the time of the Beilis ritual murder trial in Kmv,_t e Arqu,.
Fraint was foremost in the protest movement among the Jewish ‘_-'-"Orkmg
class against this terrible accusation. T?:e pages of the Arbeffr_ﬁami wera
full of it week after week. “The accusation is absurd, I wrote in one of my
editorials. “No one believes that Jews commit ritual murder. The Beilis
affair is another move by the Russian Czarst regime against the Jews;
Beilis iz a symbol of the long and eruel martyrdom of the Jews under the
blo regime of the Czars.” - o

"I?‘:i: ﬁrf:t months of 1914 were probably the most active period in the
history of the Jewish labour movement in Gre:_at Britain. Who “““]f,l have
foreseen the collapse which followed the beginning qu the Great WHr._ .

My work in London was interrupted for a while in 1912 by an invitation

1 aceepted from the comrades in Montreal to go to Canada on a lecture tour.
They assured me it would benefit our movement in Canada, and would also
bring money and readers to the Arbeter Fraint. 1 felt I neede_d a change. But
1 could not easily decide to leave London, even for a short time. I had come
to be such an integral part of the London movement that the comrades did
not see anyone who could replace me. We wrote to Frumkin, who was living
in Paris with his family, and asked him if he would come to London for three
or four months, to edit the Arbeter Frain! while I was away. Frumkin had
commitments in Paris, but said if we would give him a couple of months to
arrange his affairs he would come. I eouldn’t have wished for a better editor.
The administrative work of the Arbeter Fraint was in Linder's very capable
hands. So that was settled.

My elder son had long wanted to try his luck in America, and he

welcomed the opportunity to travel with me. We left early in February 1913
on board the “Corsican” from Liverpool, going to Halifax, because Montreal
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is inaccessible during the winter months, when the

. St. Law i i

frozen. It wasn 't a very pleasant voyage. It was cold and aton;in:ﬁ :Itml:erwa:
and there was t!m:k fog for days, o that we couldn’t see the ocean from the
deck. The Corsican was a small steamer of five or six thousand ton, that
meed and wheezed every time a wave came along and hurled her u;:n and

down. We were hardly ever able to set foot on :
The tables and chairs in the dining-room mdrgcte‘;fm;wdllﬁ vgﬂym
time.

When we reached Halifax our boat was an astonishing sight. The whole
deck was one glittering sheet of ice; huge icicles hung down everywhere. An
icy wind bit into us. My London clothes had not been made for such Siberian
cold. Halifax 1_m::k£d bleak and uninviting. It may be different in summer.
But in winter_:t. is a dreary place. It was very small at that time, with hardly
30,000 inhab:tants._ Snow lay high, reaching nearly to the ;‘Dﬂfﬂ of the
houses. The people in the streets were wrapped in heavy furs, like Eskimos.
The streets were empty but for a few sledges. Wheeled traffic was
impossible in winter. I felt as though we had landed at the North Pole, I was
mhg‘vﬁd when I got into the train a Eﬂ'l.lpl& of hours later to continue my
journey to Montreal. It proved even worse. The train was what they called
the immigrants’ train; it had no conveniences, no comforts whatever for
that long 36 hour journey. It was over-heated, and the windows being
thickly frozen outside we couldn’t open them, to get some fresh air. I felt
stifled. On top of that the train had been freshly painted, and the smell of
paint in that stifling atmosphere made me feel ill. I hadn’t been sea-sick on
the boat. But I was on the train. I have never forgotten that terrible journey
from Halifax to Montreal. I feel sick every time I think of it.

We reached Montreal about 11pm. A group of comrades were waiting for
me at the station, including old Schaffler, who had belonged to our Liverpool
group when they persuaded me in 1898 to make my first experiment as a
Yiddish editor with the Frete Vort. 1 got a very warm welcome from them.
No one seemed to notice the miserable state in which [ arrived. But it hadn't
escaped their attention. Someone produced a heavy overcoat to replace the
light coat I had brought from London. They also gave me a thick shawl and
a fur cap with ear flaps, and I felt better equipped for the Montreal winter.

I spent the next few days in conference with the comrades, among whom
were several old friends from England, like Louis Elstein and his wife,
Bernstein, Baron, Weissmann, Schutz, I also met again Conrad Bercovici,
who writes Romanian gypsy stories; I had known him in Paris, where he
was active in our Jewish and our French movements.

Montreal iz beautifully situated, but when I saw it in winter, hidden by
ice and snow I eould hardly appreciate its beauty. It locked all the same
everywhere, terribly monotonous. The comrades tock me through the city
in a sledge. What struck me immediately were the large number of
churches, priests, monks and nuns we saw in every street, The Roman
Cat-h‘:lﬁl: Ch!.lrl'_'.h is immen!ﬂ:]}f pDWE’I‘fUI in Mﬂﬂtrﬂ‘ﬂl ﬂ.'l'ld. in thﬂl whole of
Quebec. There are few places in Europe where the Roman Cathuh‘c Church
holds such undispulﬂd sway as in the French pﬂﬂ- of Canada. Th:l.ngs have
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i isi today it recalls the midg,,

nged in Montreal since my first visit, but even R 5.1
:Ig‘:s Ev;:: thglll?ren-:h language they speak stﬂ?ped s?ll] 1:0!.1:: 1;211 ﬁnt""-'*’*
and my knowledge of modern French wasn t mu‘a ube-:: Most mﬂdﬂrn
%‘rench literature is practically unobtainable in hu? b::rmks s oderr,
French writers are under the ban of the church; t eg i on the
Tndex. But they can all be got not many miles away, 1n Ln i re they

nly.

Bmsiilfﬂ:pgefgm my arrival in Montreal, the French Theatre :ad “‘"“"'Ee:d
to bring over Sarah Bernhardt. The Archbishop of Ql-jﬂbﬂﬂ put her under hig
ban, asga freethinker. The theatre was helpless. It paid Sarah Bernhardt fo,

h of contract. . , _
hﬂlmzpe?ncflzlr;g- weeks in Montreal, addressing over a dozen big publj.

litical beliefs, so that
i s The people who came had all sorts of po! : S
Eﬂﬁ?ﬁ?ﬁ& ver_\rpllivgy discussions after my talks. The comrades said that |

d been a success, '
ha‘l"han I went to Ottawa. It isn’t much distance from Mn_ntreal, but the
contrast between these two cities was enormous, like two different worlds,

and the houses were modern and we]|.

e broad and clean, _
E:; S;T!:Ea:r fil;ne Ottawa had less than 50,000 inhabitants. _I stayed with
the f’ulinskys. whom I had known in England. I had two public meetings ip

Ottawa which they zaid were the largest ever held among the Jewish
population of Ottawa till that time. I have never forgotten the second of
those two meetings. It was a Sunday afternoon. Ottawa is a Puritan town,
where there is no public transport on Sundays. When 1 was _there the first
time few people had cars. So we walked to the hall: about & mile from where
I stayed. It was bitterly cold, but there was no wind, and the sun shone. 1
enjoyed the walk. But during the meeting the we;lrther charngi:fi, and we had
to make our way back through a blizzard. The wind cut like ice. The snow
fell heavily. My thick overcoat was little protection against that terrible
weather. We were blinded by the snow. It took us two hours to cover that
mile to the Polinskys' house, and we arrived nearly frozen. ‘

My next stop was Toronto, where the weather was much milder. It was
early March, and spring was in the air. In Toronto I met a number of other
old London friends, Desser, who had belonged to my Germinal group, and
had been active in the London Jewish trade union movement, L. Steinberg,
M. Londbord, M. Simkin, and my hosts the Yudkins.

I had that same experience in every town I visited on the American
Continent, not only on that first visit but every time, over a period of many
wears, in all parts of Canada, from Montreal to Vancouver, and in the United
States from New York te San Francisco and Mexico. There was no place
where [ did not meet old friends from London, Glasgow, Leeds, Manchester,
Liverpool. I found them in the most out of the way corners. They had never
forgotten the old days in England. It made me realise what an important
influence our London movement had been.

When I was the first time in Toronto it had a population of over 300,000,
and was an imposing modern city, with a good organised labour movement,
and a very effective Trades Council. The Jewish workers, mostly in the
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tailoring i“d“;‘frﬁ'- Wwere active trade unionists, and I received an invitation
to address a big trades union meeting, called under the auspices of the

Trades Council. It was the first time an : aus
under its auspices. anarchist had been invited to speak

in m:-n::a then.t'[;lﬁre was also the Poale Zion, the 522:;1:: zmpm
Zionist movement. lhe group waan't large but i '

and intelligent young people, who were active culturaits 1 po oY, 5000
for Jewily;t;ar;hllgmn. which was supported by the other i;cialij;t :m:ps >

The e Zionists in Toronto at th i ;
]ibgrtﬂ_‘l’i.ﬂ.n suci?fiﬁl ideas than the soeial ﬁmﬁtsﬁ?ﬂhemh];ﬁﬂ::o ;:Eh [hl':
and their rqlatmns with our comrades were therefore very friend] E
teachers mn_uted me to address the older children at the B.:h:.f'x I enj -.-j;d th:
experience immensely. There are still a number of socialist schoo Iiufn most
of the big towns of Canada and the United States generally supported b
the branches of the Jewish Workers' Circle. Whe:l1 1 was iir Ta]:].:zl tha{
time there were two hranches of the Jewish Workers' Cirele there ’

I stayed more than three weeks in Toronto, and addressed a l:iDZEn bi
meetings. We had some very fruitful discussions, especially with the Fnallg
Zionists on the national question. I found that T had to deal with intelligent
people, and it was worth while. I am afraid I can’t say the same about m
social democrat antagonists in Toronto. After my last meeting in Tnmnl.n-‘{
decided to take a rest, to visit Milly's sister Fanny, who lived over the harder
in Tuwarfdn, Pennsylvania, Comrade Rosenberg offered to go with me as f; E|.r
as the Niagara Falls. It was wonderful spring weather when we got there
We crossed the suspension bridge, which links Canada with the Ll’nir.eti
States, and found ourselves in New York State Niagara Falls which is now
an important manufacturing eity, using the immense hydroelectric power
resources of the falls, was then a tiny town, living mostly on the summer
tourist traffic, which hadn’t started yet when I arrived, in the last week of
March. The residents were nearly all owners of hotels and inns and shops,
catering for tourists; everything was closed and shuttered when we walked
through the empty streets. We found only one small inn open, and we were
the only visitors,

We spent the whole afternoon at the falls, or walking along the bank of
the Niagara River, without meeting a soul. The Falls made a tremendous
impression on me, of course. They are a grand sight, majestic and awe-
inspiring, one of the wonders of the world.

When we returned to our inn that night we felt crushed by the
impressions of the day. I could not sleep. I sat at the window of my room for
hours, staring into the night, listening to the roar of the falls.

We were dressed and ready very early next morning. It was dull and
raining, but we walked for hours along the bank of the Niagara. It was my
birthday. I was forty vears old. T couldn’t have spent the day better. I have
since seen the Niagara Falls many times, but [ have never forgotten my first

sight of them.
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for our midday m“—?- Then he
Buffalo, where I arrived aboyg
go I had six whole hourg j,,

Rosenberg went back to the inn witils me
returned to Toronto, and I took the train to

P t due till Bpm,
2pm. My train to Towanda was not due U tllj'.e first town I had seen in (he

i look round the town. Buffalo was I
ﬁ:}iﬁdmﬁmtes, It didn't make a good impression. The poorer dquartm
reminded me of the French section of Mﬁntrﬁl.ﬂ]. The streets were dirty ang
neglected; the houses looked shabby .ﬂnd grimy, and were fﬂn:{mnuu,b
alike. Buffalo has changed since [ was first there, but then it wag g
depressing sight. I was really glad when the train came, and I got away frop,

i so that I couldn't see the country we

It was quite dark by that time,
passed through. But I remember the whole area was flooded, and the fieldg
and meadows lay under water, not very deep, but sufficiently to cover the

i ines, so that it looked at night as though we were travelling by bagt
ﬁrglgpinsa of waters. The impression lasted till we approached the
mﬂ'.ll:f: t::;—*c[;ed Towanda about 2am, It was pitch black, and the few lamps of
the small station building did little to brighten the Egyptian dgu-knm, 1
groped my way along the platform, till 5uddﬂn!y two f:lgureﬂ carrying a light
loomed towards me, and embraced me, Milly’s sister Fanny, and her
husband Morris. They had been waiting there for me for hours.

Morris had a small car, in which the three of us were soon making our
way through the dark streets to their home, where we sat up till daybreak
talking. We had not seen each other for a long time, and we Ihad 0 much to
tell each other It was late when I woke, and met three pair of inquisitive
children's eyes watching me from the doorway. When they saw I was awake
they whooped and rushed at me joyfully.

1 had a wonderful time in Towanda. The weather was good, and I was able
to spend a lot of time exploring the beautiful countryside, which was familiar
to me from my youthful reading of the Knickerbocker stories. It was a quiet,
tree-lined, friendly place with less than 5,000 inhabitants. It is hardly any
bigger today. There is no industry; its craftsmen and shopkeepers depend for
their living entirely on the neighbouring farmers. The young people find
little scope there, and usually leave it to seek their fortunes in New York or
Philadelphia. I have been many times in Towanda since that first visit; it was
in Towanda many years later that I wrote the first pages of this
autobiography. On that first visit I was able to stay only a week. I had to
return to Canada, where T had a long lecture tour in front of me.

My first move from Towanda was to London, Ontario, which lies on a small
stream proudly named the Thames. 1 delivered two lectures there. We had no
group in London, but one of our comrades, Hornstein, was about the most
popular man in London. Everyone knew and liked him. The whole town came
ta my lectures, both because Hornstein had arranged them, and because the
visit of a lecturer all the way from London, England, was an event.

) I was back on 7th April in Toronto, where they gave me a big farewell
dinner. The next day I started my journey to Winnipeg. It took me two
whaole days. Luckily it was spring; in winter there would have been a heavy
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because the traiis would have stopped. The e E—:.Tfiim
heavy OVErcoa ey had got for me there wouldn't be

e Shoas b p ’ WA eno for
Winnipog. When 1 pinted ot that s was svin ther s, o

. i 1€ spring.” | diecovered on later visits that th
were right. But this first time | did not freeze in Winni in’ o
A innipeg in my Toronto
idn't find the | j Yo "
e vt 0 T3 SR, o, i T
wronto to Winnipeg there wasn't a « s . T AT
E'm.‘ht or nine lﬁours there were fow :nf;lnigl!.zwlizgﬂ L

What struck me was the vawnin P -

travelled for hours without meeting g::;:ﬁﬁﬁa:ﬂ?-i ;::-I,I; t‘lr'rrl E:;Zi:]he;m{::i
few trappers or Indians
f ﬂ_:,te o ang'i:r. or beaver hunters, who looked lost in this great

1 wondered why the Canadian arnme i i :
immigration laws to settle and devegl.g; this rt:]r; E:geé:c?tgfymémlh
largely unpupulutm?', with less people scattered over its enormous tercit )
larger than the entire United States, than in the one small New wag;g‘
But the ways of governments are mysterious, like the ways of God. At a ti ‘
when millions of people in Europe were driven like cattle from la.;w:l tao IaTE
and could find no home one asked oneself in vain why the great countries of
the American continent kept their gates closed against these p;;
heedless of the simplest dictates of ordinary humanity. ey

I was Fmeiw;d in Winnipeg by a crowd of comrades waiting for me at the
station, |nr._:lud1ng my old friend Matlen, whom I had known in Liverpoal. It
was a glorious sunny day when I arrived, and I was glad to get out of t-.he
train and stretch my legs. It was certainly not warm in Witinipeg, even with
the bright sunshine, and there was still snow in the sireets, But.it was not
the Siberia my friends in Toronto had warned me about, 1 stayed with
comrade Prasov and his wife, whom I had known as a young girl in our
London movement.

When I was there in 1913 Winnipeg had already over 100,000
inhabitants, made up of the most varied population groups, Russians, P;:rlen,
Ruthenians, Germans, Jews, French and a dozen others. In time this
mixture merges into a nation, which imagines itself a unique brand of
humanity. It was obviously the same with the nations of Europe, though
pecple have forgotten it or try to forget it. On the American continent we
see it happening before our eyes.

Winnipeg looked quite different from Montreal, Toronto and the other
cities of the East. It still had the air of a frontier post. It seemed to have
been roughly knocked together Except for the churches and public
buildings in the heart of the city the house's were all of wood. Most streets
were unpaved. It was strange in a city of over 100,000 people.

The shop windows were full of the oddest things, broken bits of old
furniture, small barrels of bent rusty nails, used parts of machinery, old
tins, things nobody in the East would have dreamt of buying. My friends
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in great demand in Winnipeg. Th

farmers round about were rTeta:d){] h?emtll;];i{dcgzlg:utg;if?;dwbifitrt?;é:::
food was fabulously cheap. The best mea gl
that time for five cents a pound, The great menace to 8
wheat speculators from the East, who offered the ['l;nnel;:: &b:?i:?:[}r ';‘t]-_.w
price for his whole harvest before there was a st:}lk o gr:] . The
farmers who needed the money simply gave their ""hﬂhﬂ dﬁ""ain 5

When I was in Winnipeg again twelve years later it hﬁrﬂnd DQEDESBI}-_
The population had doubled. The streets were well EE& o " at}he
houses were of stone. The farmers had orgamis tk"{m sales
cooperatives, and the wheat speculators didn’t get a loo Iﬂﬂﬂ —_—

I hadn't expected anything like the success my lectures y nnipeg,
Our group there had used the weeks before I came to prepare the ground
carefully. Winnipeg also had a good Yiddish weekly, which was printed by
our comrade Simkin. The editor, Goldstein, was sympathetic to our ideas,
He had written me up so well that everj'bmi;_r in thul:‘ t.r:-_wn wanted to hear
me. There was a good intelligent Jewish public in Winnipeg, and I felt very
happy among them. I stayed in Winnipeg a whole !:nnnth. | l:l_EllvEred twelve
lectures there, on social subjects, economic qqeshuns_and literary themes,
The discussions that followed were extremely interesting.

My last speech in Winnipeg was delivnredlun 1st ?h'[.ay. There were several
other speakers at that meeting, who spoke in English, German, Polizsh and
Russian. During the meeting the weather changed. When we st.m_'ted, the
gky was clear and sunny. Suddenly there was a sn_uwstnrm,l and in a fglw
minutes the streets were thick with snow, a foot high. Luckily my stay in
Winnipeg had ended; I left the next day.

It ml-};sg time to think of returning to London. I had bagn away three
months, and Frumkin, who was editing the A{beter Fraint during my
absence had to go back to Paris, where he had things to do. So I refused a
whale batch of invitations which came to me from Calgary, Edmonton, and
lots of other places to lecture there. I only had to decide whether to return
the way I came, or to go via Chicago and Detroit back to Toronto. _

I went to Chicago. The journey took me about thirty huursl. The train
stopped two hours in Minneapolis, so that I had my f'irﬁt. s1gllzt of the
Mississipi. I must have expected too much, for between aneapc.nhs almi St.
Paul the mighty “father of waters"” is [airly narrow, and nothing like so
impressive as | had expected.

We reached Chicago late at night, and there was no one to meet me at the
station. The comrades had expected me at another station, and I found
afterwards that they were waiting there for me. But of course I didn't know
that, and I made my way myself to the house of the comrade with whom I
was to stay. I got there after midnight. Presently the comrades who had
gone to meet me arrived there, wondering what had happened to me. They
were delighted to find me there.

This group too included a number of old London friends; comrade Jaxon,
whom I had met in London a year before, was a most remarkable man. He
was a hall-breed Indian. I shall have more to say about him later.

assured me that this old junk was
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I couldn't stay in Chicago more than four days on this first visit. I had
several lectures still arranged for me in Canada. The first thing 1 did after I
arrived was to visit the h’.g German cemetery at Waldheim, where the Chicago
martyrs lie buried. The simple monument over their grave is most im pressive,
the figure of Liberty with the laurel wreath, and the year 1887, And these last
words of August Spies on the pedestal: “The day will come when our silence
will be more powerful than the voices you are throttling today.™

For more ﬂ'{m twenty years I had in various countries joined in the
annual mﬂmﬂﬂﬂ]ﬁ_hﬂiﬂ on 11th November for these men at whose grave [
stood now. Thm_‘e 15 no question that they were condemned unjustly, that
they were the victims of a judieial murder, put to death not for any crime,
but for their beliefs, which they upheld courageously before their judges.
There can be no doubt of it after the publication by Governor John P
Altgeld in 1896 of his “Reasons for Pardoning Fielden, Neebe and Schwab”
when he ordered the release of the three men after they had been in prison
for nearly twelve years. His pardon could not bring back to life the five who
were ex[:cuted4

I stood for a long time, thinking, silently, beside their grave, Near by
there was a fresh grave, with grass and wild flowers growing over it. It was
the resting place of Voltairine de Cleyre, who had died in Chicago on 6th
June 1912, at the age of 46. A remarkable woman, a rare spirit. The Chicago
martyrs played a strange part in her life. When the disturbances of May
1886 took place in Chicago and the anarchists were arrested, Voltairine was
under 19. She was infected by the general fury roused against them by the
press and others, and she shouted: “Hang them!" But before they set out on
their road to the gallows she had undergone an amazing transformation.
The course of the proceedings and the manner of their conviction opened
her eyes. Soon she stood in the same camp as those men who had been
sentenced without any proof for a erime with which they could not be shown
to have had any connection; the true criminals were never traced. Voltairine
could never forgive herself for having once in the general hysteria joined in
the cry “"Hang them!™

“1 can never forgive myself,” she wrote, “though I know that those dead
men and all who were close to them in life would surely have forgiven me.

But my own voice will always ring in my ears, reproachfully, shaming me,
till the end of my days.”

Voltairine afterwards dedicated some of her loveliest poems to the
Chicago martyrs. At the Grave in Waldheim begins with these words:

Quiet they lie in their shrouds of rest,

Their lids kissed close "neath the lips of peace;
Over each pulseless and painless breast

The hands lie folded and softly pressed,

As a dead dove presses a broken nest;

Ah, broken hearts were the price of these!

Now she lay beside them, joined with them in daat.h._ My heart was heavy
thinking of the hours Milly and I had spent with her in London, I picked a
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few wild Nowers from her grave, put them in an envelope and posted themy
Milly. .
" oL conig the et gt 6 0 S, L
i a8 ] Lv ]
dinner. It was at the home of the ‘iﬁfltairine o Clayte hai lived ths.

Chicago anarchists, :
headgquarters of the Chicag b comrades and again a good many

ini her last years. [ met most = :
i kﬂd in L‘ﬂndﬂn- WAasE a P eﬂﬂa.nt
among them with whom 1 had wor e B

- but the heat in Chicago was too muc : ; :
E:lm&;n cold of Canada, but I didn't like it. 1 hadn’t a dry stitch ﬂrﬂ]ﬂthlng

on me. 7 : ide in Chicago. I found ki
th hﬂlr‘h ed Ind:lﬂ-ﬂp was my l:hle‘fg‘l-llde n . III.|'|]
Jtm“mazl‘r v:lunhle :‘:t my expedition to the big Ethnological Museum, which
ex of the Red Indians. Jaxon wag

derful collection illustrating the life of the He :
1;??::““::: ﬂ: I;'nzme there. He had their blood in his veins. He had lived ag 5

young man with the Indians in Canada, and hﬂdﬁak;:;éjmmmi?:m in
their last big rising under Louis Riel in 1885. He leienUSE'te-d o to
death with Riel. Riel was shot; Jaxon got away, escaped to the United States,
Afterwards he found his way into the libertarian movement. :

When I was in Chicago again twelve years later Jaxon had disappeared,
Nobody knew where he was. The comrades thought he was dead. In 1935 1
was speaking at a May Day celebration in Mew York :whei.n an r;ll':;i white-
haired man came over and asked me if I rememlhgmd him. “Jaxon!" I cried.
He was 88 then. He told me that he had been living for years in an Indian
settlement in Maine, and had come t?&r Nfi‘w E’urk fora few_d;ys on some legal

i i le. He left New York the same evening.
bu;;;e:i ;D:n]:v:zia f,EPin Chicago were wonderfully attended, in spite of the
terrible heat. I still wonder how people could have stood it in that heat in
that densely packed hall. The sweat poured down my face, and my clothes
icking to body.

Wgemﬁcéﬂfagnﬁegﬁn London, Ontario, and from t.herf_: to I:Iumi[t.nn, I
had one meeting in each of these two towns. I had two meetings in Toronto,
and another in Ottawa. On 18th May I was back in Montreal. The whole
eastern part of Canada now looked quite different. The snow had gone, the
land was green, the trees were covered with foliage. Even the streets of
Montreal looked different. 1 got to know some of the beautiful country
round Montreal. .

I stayed anather ten days in Montreal, and addressed four more meetings.
I thought of paying a short visit to New York, but London letters told me
that Frumkin was getting worried; he had to get back to Paris. So I gave up
my plan aboul going to New York this time.

On 29th May I took the train to Quebec, to board the "Empress of
Ireland” for Liverpool. The Empress was a fine boat, about three times the
size of the Corsican on which I had arrived,

Exactly a year later, on 29th May 1914, the Empress collided in the St.
Lawrence, a few hours out of Quebec with a collier, and sank in a few
minutes with most of her passengers; there was no time to save them. Milly
and [ spent some anxious hours when we heard the news in London; my son
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Rudolf who had gone to Canada with me and had remained behind, was to
have returned to England on the Empress. At the shipping office t.héy could
only tell us that many passengers had lost their lives but they hadn't
received the names of the survivors yet. When we came home from the
shipping office there was a cable from Rudolf waiting for us to say that he
had postponed his departure by a week. He had therefore not been on the
Empress.

When I travelled on the Empress the weather w i i
neared the English coast. There were heavy seas and :I:jctfrpn;]gmrdnﬂj £
bitterly cold. We kept coming across huge icebergs. We reached Liverpoo! on
5th June. I took thf: train at once for London, and arrived there about
midnight. I was terribly happy to be home again, with Milly and our small
gon Fermin.
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Chapter 25

The War

June 1914, soon after my return to London, the

heir to the Austrian throne was murdered with his wife in Sﬂfl‘ﬂ.] evo, and the
world found itself on the brink of war. Even those who had till then refugeq
to believe in the possibility of war were alarmed.

The first reports about the Sarajevo assassination were vague and
confused. Same papers tried to suggest that it was the work of anarchisty
though it must have been clear to anyone acquainted with the politicy)
conditions that it must have been done by a nationalist group.

The Federation of Jewish Anarchists had arranged, before the Sarajevg
assassination, to hold a conference on 4th July, with Malatesta and myse|f
as the speakers. The Conference took place, and was well attended,
Malatesta referred in his speech to what had happened at Sarajevo, saying
that he feared there would be very serious consequences. But he did not
think there would be war. Events proved him wrong. o

Two days later the Kaiser gave Germany's full support to Austria in any
action that she would take against Serbia. On 23rd July the Austrian
government sent a 48 hour ultimatum to Serbia. Russia mnh:llised on 25th
July. Great Britain tried to prevent the war by proposing an international
conference on the Serbian issue, but Germany rejected the proposal. On
28th July Austria declared war on Serbia. Then followed Germany's
ultimatum to Belgium, to let her troops march thruughl. On 1st August
Germany declared war on Russia, and on 3rd August against France. The
German invasion of Belgium brought Britain into the war.

An ominous feeling hung over London during those fateful days. People
hoped against hope that Britain would keep out of the war. But as socon ag
the German armies marched into Belgium, as soon as Germany had torn up
the scrap of paper puaranteeing Belgium's neutrality Britain was in the war,

Some people still believed that Britain could be kept out of it. There were
socialists like Hyndman and Blatchford who were inciting to war. But Keir
Hardie and the Independent Labour Party were against it. The liberal press

favoured neutrality. There was a powerful peace movement in the country.
The murder on 31st July of the French socislist leader Jean Jaures, who
had called for a general strike of French and German workers to stop the
war, intensified this British peace movement. On Sunday 2nd August, there
was a big anti-war demonstration in Trafalgar Square called by the
Independent Labour Party, with the support of a number of other bodies.
Sma_aII noisy groups tried to break up the meeting, but they were ineffective
against the overwhelming feeling of the mass of the people there. I was in
Trafalgar Square for that demonstration. When it was over I met Tarrida
and Tcherkesov. They both looked grave and feared the worst. We parted

The same month, on 28th
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with heavy ]wa%ﬁ- I had no doubt that Britain would go inte the war. The
day after the Trafalgar Square demonstration Germany declared war
against France. The day after that, 4th August, Britain declared war on
Germany.
A few days later Milly and I happened to pass Traf; Square. J
3 Ak -Just th

the first contingent of British soldiers came march?rllgga;yqon their way ?.I:r
waterloo to entrain for France. It was a long procession of fine well-built

Yo ST, setting out on their way to death. The streets were lined on

both sides with silent crowds watching anxious! g :

¢wo open cars draped with Union Jar::ia came :;nng fri;fﬁiﬁi;dgiﬁ
Road and drove to '{hﬂ' Squ‘f‘m- Eight or nine men climbed out of them,
waving to the marching soldiers, and started singing Rule Brittania. There
was no response from the silent crowds. The men realised that their gesture
was out of place. They climbed back into their cars and drove off. The long
line of soldiers marched on amid silence.

I went home feeling that the work we had carried on for so many years
was doomed. The international socialist labour movement had failed to stop
the mass slaughter. The speeches and the resolutions of the International
Congresses had proved empty phrases. All the talk about the brotherhood
of peoples and about international solidarity had been meaningless.

Few people believed that the war would last long. Everybody said that no
nation could stand the strain more than a few months, Modern weapons and
modern war methods would soon compel them to stop. The destruction
would be too great. Their treasuries couldn't possibly find so much money.
The national economies would break down. A few montha, they said, and
the war would be over. T didn’t share their optimism. On Tth August 1914,
I published an editorial in the Arbeter Fraint where I said: “The workers
were the only class who could have prevented the horrible lapse into
barbaric bloodshed. A tremendous demonstration by the international _
working class before the outbreak of the war, and their firm, unshakeable
determination to use all the methods in the power of the working class to
prevent the sinister plans of the imperialist blood-politicians could have
gaved the world from this tragedy. It is now too late. Europe is in the grip of
the red madness, and the working classes of the nations at war will be
scourged with whips and scorpions for their heedlessness, for their cowardly
vacillation at the right moment, when everything could still have been
saved.

“Let no one try to console himself with the illusion that this will be a
short war. Its ramifications are too wide. There is too much at stake. This is
a struggle for supremacy in Europe and in the world, It will have to be
fought out to the end.

“We have entered a period of mass-murder such as the wnrir:l has never
known before. All the wars of the past will pale before this, will lock II‘:‘-E‘
child’s play against it. No one knows what awaits us. Those of us who will
live to see the end of it will tell of experiences such as no human tongue has

told of before.”
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Chapter 26

Arrested

Some weeks before the war began the British authorities started the
registration of enemy aliens. The yellow press had !JEE]‘I cund':ll?tlng_ a
campaign which had forced the government to take thlf-:_ step. Dailies like
the Daily Mail, Evening News, Daily Express and weeklies like John Bujp
dished up scare stories about anti-British activities by the Germans living
in Britain, who were mostly innocent working-class people, as though they
were all spies in the pay of the Kaiser, busy plotting B._galfl'é'-t Enta;n. There
were stories about German bakers putting arsemic into ‘thmr bread,
Germans dropping poison into the reservoirs which aupphed: London's
drinking water, and there was one report that the police h_ad discovered g
vast store of arms in a German club. It turned out that this was supposed
to be the club of the Second Section of the Communist Workers' Educationa)
Alliance. The members of this club were political refugees who had fled from
Cermany when the anti-socialist laws were introduced there. It made no
sense that they should now be storing arms to fight for Germany HEH:"I!I‘]E[
England which had given them refuge. Such things could only be explained
by the wave of hysteria which had swept the country.

But the story was enough to bring the police down :m_the clu?:, to carry
out a search. A couple of guns were in fact found, old flints which had ng
locks, and looked as though they had been last used in the Thirty Years War.
They were props belonging to the club’s amateur theatre. Even the police
laughed at their find.

But the agitation went on. Feeling against the Germans rose until there
was a real pogrom atmosphere. The cry became “Watch Your German
Neighbour!” The government was forced to listen to “the voice of the
people”. It was clear that the registration of enemy aliens was a first step
towards their arrest. I felt sure I would not be long lelt at liberty, and I made
preparations for that event.

T was for years the Financial Secretary of the Anarchist Red Cross, an
international body whose chject was to send small sums of money and books
for study to comrades in Russian prisons or in Siberia. There was a
considerable sum lying in the bank in my name, which would be confiscated
if I were arrested. So I transferred the money to Alexander Schapiro, who
was the Secretary of our Relief Committee. My next concern was to arrange
for the continued appearance of the Arbeter Fraint. All the comrades were
determined on that. There was a wonderful feeling of solidarity among the

;umkradeﬁ-tmﬁni‘f who hadn't been active in the movement for years came
ack now to help us,

The outbreak of the war was followed by an industrial crisis, as we had

expected, and the workers in the East End were badly hit. A lot of our
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ades were unem; in di
E::; , . Ployed, and in distress. We had to do something to help
It was worse in the West End; most of our German comrades were out of
work. People were afraid to employ Germans. The yellow press would have
been after them. Thﬂ ':']erman and the French comrades got together and
started a communist kitchen to help their unemployed. There wE ev:rna]
cooks among them, and they took charpe. : S

The
peeled potatoes, prepared the vegetables, and wash:anﬁﬁﬁim themselves

sums towards the upkeep. It was wuride o eributing small additionsl
workers engaged together in this common work of :
continent millions of German and French ol h:jf; ::]: kni]vfjr on th*:-:
other on the orders of their governments, ng eac
We followed the example, and started a commy i ;
i nal kit
End. We rented a house, knocked together a few t.ahlE;::; I:hﬂt?ri Eﬁ
borrowed pots and pans, crockery and cutlery from the homes of our
comrades. :}?E women bought food and prepared it. The unemployed
comrades helped to fetch and carry In a fow 4 k
swimmingly. ays everything went
Kropotkin came to visit our kitchen and wrote about it in Free
had no fixed price for a meal. Those who couldn't pay ;:ythm :a:;&nﬁ?f
Those who worked gave as mugc i

h as they could afford, Some w
London to find work in the provinces sent us maney hy p-nstfulizﬁ L?;ﬂr
married comrades who had their meals at home came once a weck with
their wives to eat in our communal kitchen,

We felt that there were hard times coming. We decided therefore to
reduce the size of the Arbeter Fraint to save costs. We also sent a call to our
comrades in America to help us. Our old friend Dr M.A. Cohn and his wife
arrived in London just then. They had left America shortly before the war
on a European tour, and they were in Vienna when the war started. As
American citizens, they got away to Switzerland, and then came to London
through Paris. They were thrilled by what we were doing, and took most of
their meals with us in the communal kitchen. As an enemy alien 1 was not
allowed to go beyond the five mile limit, so I couldn’t accompany them on
their visit to Kropotkin, who had gone to live in Brighton. Milly went with
them. 1 took them to see Malatesta.

Malatesta viewed the situation very seriously, even though he held on to
his belief that the war would end with a great revolutionary era. We
discussed the question of the internment of Germans and Austriems.
Malatesta clapped me on the back and said: “Youw're all right, Rudolf.
Nobody will suspect you of spying for the Kaiser. They won't touch you!” 1
didn’t share his optimism. A few days later the Cohns left London on their
way home to America.

The agitation against the enemy aliens continued. In October mobs
collected in the streets, in the Old Kent Road, in Deptford, Brixton, Poplar,
and smashed and looted shops which they thought were occupied by
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t on fire, and th
real ms. Some houses Were s¢ he
o Tuod there had to fly for their lives over the roofs. The police

were helpless. The troops had to be bmutj‘:dt: ;?ﬁﬁ;ﬁ’:ﬂ”‘;ﬁﬁ; :E:E
put down. About forty people weve 87ER L L o cited them kept up itg

. :. The yellow press /
not the worst offenders Y "+ to intern all enemy allenip.

campaign to force the governme . % !
"l'll:e ggl'-luﬁ.'varrnn'nem.t announced that it had :ﬂflde‘dt:‘:n'f::]r; :;L‘:;:Emy

= . » L1} m}f ume
aliens “for their own proteetion”. I felt sure tha < on ¢ .
Linder, the manager of the Arbeter Fraini, was also an "enemy alien”, and
e blished a call in the Arbeter Frajn,

-est. On 23rd October we pu .
mnﬁlis that they should see to it that the paper should continue g
appear when we were no longer there. This issue had just come off the pregg

when Linder was arrested. Several other Jewish comrades in the East Engq
were arrested at the same time. In the West End the police came into the
hall where our German nnmradfs held their meetings, and arresteq
thirty people.
mﬂ:?ﬁ :::::,m?}?::;d be:n[;:rfz:ted were entirely without means. So we
started a fund to send them a little help to the internment camp. I published
an appeal in the Arbeter Frainl; the comrades responded warmly, and g
special relief committee was formed. As I expected arrest m}rselfl any
moment 1 took no part in it, but Milly hﬁmlme secretary of the committes,
i 5 ested, eighteen months later. )
tmTal:]; u;‘:laaz:]h?:tﬂ::uvementgin England was in a great state of agitation at
this time over Kropotkin's pro-war attitude. Those of us who stood close to
him had known his attitude for a long time. But ‘mu:st_ r:u_f the comrades
learned of it only now, when he made it public. He did this in the form of a
letter tu Professor Steffen, in Sweden. He sent me a copy of th‘e letter, and
I published it at once in the Arbeter Fraint. It was now impossible to avoid
an open clash with him. The conflict with Kropotkin meant much more io
me than most of my friends could realise. I owed a great deal to Kmput.l.;_m_
His books had influenced my whole development, had shaped my whole life.
I was also bound to him by ties of close personal friendship and affection. I
admired him more than any man I had met in the whole of my life. My
respect for him was unbounded, It was therefore not easy for me to oppose
him. But this was a matter of conscience, and I had to take a firm stand, I
had no doubt at all that he was absolutely convinced of every word he said.
Much of it seemed to me thoroughly justified, But I could not follow him to
his eonclusions, which I feared must lead to dangerous consequences. Most
comrades in England and in other countries felt as I did, though some
attributed his attitude to a different cause. They thought it was because he
was a Russian, and was prejudiced against Germans. I believe it was the
result of his particular view of history.

The period with which Kropetkin was most occupied was that of the
French Revolution. He judged every later development in Europe according
to the experiences of those great events of 1789-1794 which had led to
Napoleon 1_11_1:1 the new European nationalism. To him the rise of the
German military state dominated by Prussia, and the annexation of Alsace
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and Lorraine, meant that the leadership on the continent had fallen into the

hands of a military,
yiolence.

I believe those considerations influenced Kropotkin's attitude to the war
against Germany. ""l":h&n the Germans marched into Belgium there was only
one course left for him, to do everything he could to help to defeat German
whatever the cost. I could understand and respect Kmpﬂtk_in’é reasons Fﬂl:‘
his attitude. But I could not agree with him. What he said seemed to me in
absolute contradiction to everything we had fought for till then. T answered
him in four articles which appeared in the Arbeter Fraint in October and
Nuvemb'—’ll; d

Kropotkin's stand in favour of the war started a heate
among our comrades everywhere. The Spanish mmremen? :,-u;;u:]:nﬁ
entirely against Kropotkin. Only Ricardo Mella and Frederico Urales (Juan
Montsent) agreed with him. Tarrida's sympathies were with Kropotkin
though he took no part in the public discussions. It was much the sﬁme ir;
Jtaly, where only a few anarchists of the individualist school sided with
Kropotkin. In France alone there were a number of prominent comrades
like Jean Grave, Charles Malato, Christian Cornelissen, Charles Albert snd
others who vigorously supported Kropotkin. Malato and Cornelissen came
from Paris to London to try to win over the English comrades, They found
the great majority of the English movement against them, and they dropped
the idea.

There was a meeting a few weeks later at the office of Freedom. attended
by Malatesta, Tcherkesov, Keel, Parawitch, Schapiro, Schreiber and others.
The discussion was a heated one. Teherkesov shared Kropotkin's attitude.
He went even further than Kropotkin. He said that if Germany won the war
the entire free development of Europe would be ended. The labour
movement would be dead. It would start a long period of reaction
throughout Europe which would destroy all the achievements of the past
hundred years. He was therefore convineed that we must take our stand
with the allies. It was our duty as revolutionaries to prevent the victory of
Prussian militarism.

Malatesta couldn’'t contain himself. He kept angrily interrupting
Teherkesov, who had been his intimate friend for many years. He said this
war like every other war was being fought for the interests of the ruling
classes, not of the nations. Tt would be different if the workers of France and
Britain had fought for their countries, and had won, to introduce a new
social order. Then it would be right to fight to repel a foreign invasion. But
now it was different, and whichever side the workers fought on they were
only cannon-fodder.,

Malatesta agreed that a victory for Germany would lead to a general
reaction in Europe, but he argued that a victory for the allies would have
the same result. He thought that a French victory would bring a clericalist
and royalist reaction which would averthrow the republic. He said that he
too wanted a German defeat, but for different reasons than Kropotkin and
Teherkesov. A German defeat would start a revolution in Germany which

reactionary, bureaucratic state, pursuing a policy of

1
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would spread to other countries. The rest acirt' the comrades expressed similg,
views. At this meeting Teherkesov stood alone.

Then the action anggajnat. enemy aliens was relaxed. The arrests s . it
Apparently there were not enough places prepared for so many people in the
internment camps. Some who had been arrested were released, Linde,
among them. He must have had a bad time in the internment camp a¢
Olympia. But we gathered that only from his appearance. He refused to gay
a word about what he had gone through.

Some people said now that Linder had hEEHrﬂ&H-EEd I was no lﬂl}ger in
any danger of being interned. I didn’t share their optimism. Perhaps if I hag
kept my mouth shut and put away my pen I might have escaped. There were
some Germans who were left at liberty all through the war. But I could net
be silent. As [ wrote my articles in answer to Kropotkin I felt that ¢
would bring the police after me. 1 kept my small ease packed ready Indeed,
my last article had just appeared in print when 1 was arrested.
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Chapter 27
Olympia

They took me away on 2nd December at Tpm. I had been i ;

idn' i § it,
didn't come as a surprise. Milly was very brave about itm: Ru:zllé
Milly's sister Polly, and a few friends who were there pressed my hand
silently. 1 said goodbye to my you

. ng son Fermin, H
child burst into tears. The two plai e was only seven. The

: in clothes policemen
by his crying as we all were. We couldn't pacify h.im,wemu much moved

HE P c;
when I left under escort the home to which I e was still eryving
The hour was too late to take me ta O urned.

: lympia. So I spent the night i
Leman Street Police Station. Milly and Rudolf came to visit me r.h:mnﬁhninu;
o'clock in the morning. They were allowed ta spend some time with me in

my cell, and we talked without being disturbed, The Police Ins Aot 2

knew me, even allowed Linder to come to see s b emcine
publication of the Arbeter Fraini. & the future

Then a Scotland Yard man arrived to take me to the internment camp at
Olympia. We got there just before noon, I was taken before an official who
geemed annoyed, and wanted to know wh

y they had brought me there.
Didn’t they know that the arrests had been stopped? My escort explained
that 1 had been arrested by special order of the War Office. | was the only
person arrested that day.

I was shown into a large

comfortable room, the Camp Commandant’s
office. The Camp

Commandant, Lord Lanesborough, a pleasant old
gentleman, sat at a big table, with an officer at each side. The Scotland Yard
man spoke to him quietly so that T couldn’t hear what he said, But Lord
Lanesborough kept looking across at me with visible interest. The detective
must have been telling him about me. Presently Lord Lanesborough asked
me in 8 very friendly way if [ would like to stay in the Restaurant. When
Linder saw me at the Police Station he had told me what he knew about the
Olympia internment camp from his own stay there, and he had spoken of
the “Restaurant” as the place where the best people lived, They had to pay
a pound sterling per week, and they got better conditions than the rest of
the camp. I couldn’t think of buying my comfort by putting such a charge
on my friends outside. I said, no. He nodded, and said "Camp 12",

A soldier led me away. I found myself in the eamp proper, eonsisting of the
two immense Olympia Exhibition halls. In the first, groups of prisoners
were breaking stones, each group under guard of four soldiers with fixed
bayonets. The whole place was filled with a fine dust. At the back of the hall
were the offices of the administration, which was almost entirely in the
hands of the internees themselves.

The people were very nice to me; after my particulars were taken I was
given my number and was conducted to the second hall, which was uzed as
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Fﬂaﬁ-—f

i I had brought ;
t through the belongings ght in
T:ratched him. It was time for the mid-day
for their rations.

our living quarters. A soldier

my small case, and & SH'E‘E“"U g
meal, and the internees were LININE itting down to their

le were sitting 3 meal,

Whea I got to- Samp 121:]1 ;;mﬂr;ﬂ Meuel, an old acquaintance, whgq

Someone called my name. st Workers’ Educationg)

nged First Section of the Communi
b:::oﬂatia: It\t:r'asn't a bit hungry, but the other internees urged me to taj

itti to me saw th
i idn't eat. The man sitting next at
mydmul::::::l&i}' f:j nE:;!II-i.::e my food; without waiting for an answer he
::atcifed my plate and ate greedily. I noticed others licking their plates or
devouring tge leavings on other plates, bits of fat or skin. Then I understoad
peop! re hungry. i
tha}véﬂa:;wd :E::vards imduced me to my fellow internees. We spoke
about all sorts of things. They were pwiln o{hzll dfa?:j :dng :;mwe rt;,:ﬂ B;
i or, and I was glad when ¥ ' retir
;a:I::;F Itmtt;z“;iulie down and rest. But I couldn’t sleep. I kelpt. thinking
of my loved ones at home. I listened to all the sounds of the night, people
eoughing, snoring, groaning, and the measured tread of the sentries, My

neighbour snored to waken the dead. It was a long miserable night. When

came [ was still awake. ;
thﬁiﬁ;tﬂ 1::? visit me the next day. I would have been happier to be

pared i mi Th were a torment to me. She and all the other

iiait.urs tﬁ:{ﬁu\rﬁ::;i ah:flt for hours in the street in t?‘ne cold arlt:‘] rain tilu
{heir turn came. Many women had to go home without seeing their
menfolk who were interned there, because by the time their turn L‘ﬂme_i.lim
visiting hours were over. Only three minutes were allowed for each visit.
There was little time for more than a handshake and a word of greeting,
and time ‘was up. The sight of so many soldiers with fixed bayonets must
also have struck fear into the poor women's hearts. An officer stood by to
listen to the conversations, which had to be in English only. Milly had just
time to tell me that everything was all right at home. The comrades were
working to secure my release. They hoped I would be out soon. I thought
that hope was a good medicine, but | wasn't at all sure that it would work
this time.

Olympia was arranged in twelve camps, separated from nach_ other by
heavy ropes. Each camp had a hundred to a hundred and fifty internees,
The rule was that the internees in one camp must not visit those in another,
but this senseless regulation was soon dropped in practice.

The whole internment camp looked a sad and hopeless place. It was grey
and drab and miserable, There was no drying room for our washing, and the
damp clothes hung all over the place. Olympia hadn't been built for people
to live in, The air was foul with the smell of human bodies crowded together
day and night, and with the stink of the latrines, which were on top of us.
There were only five of these, absurdly inadequate for twelve hundred
people. It was the same with our washing facilities, only five basins for the
lot of us. Of course, it meant that there were continually queues waiting

outside the latrines, day and night, with the result that they were left
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ways in 8 filthy state. Soldiers with
:'1'11 oving. A liberal use of b._a.rrnck room m?tiiw,? ka]:rt the queues
st e o ———
e WOLE,: G Ik Was WE were never allowed ou
air. We went for wahlka every afternoon, but only inaideix huudi:e t:f apen
the great hi‘" where stone-breaking went on all day. We . ch::i“gh
panies, like soldiers. The fine dust from the stone breaking o rr g
us. And as there was no division between the two halls it net?a‘!.:demed he
living quarters, and found its way intg our lungs pe into the
camp 12, where 1 lived, enjoyed z

_ certain privileges, other
internees called it the House of Lords. We were treatadmteﬂ:a? telu t
The soldiers left us alone. We were released from forced labour, and war;:&

our OWn Straw sacks. To understand how much these privileges meant it i
necessary o have an idea of the conditions in the rest of the ca::n "IIEhl:
treatment was rough. The soldiers used bad language. I saw them o

le about with their rifle butts, The practice of makj Scvhu

for several h ng the internees

hreak stones lo ours each day was contrary to the Geneva
Convention, which released civilian prisoners from all forced labour. Those
who refused to do it were put in chains, and had to stand for twelve hours
facing a wall, with a soldier on guard at their side to see that they didn't
move. All the iniferneen except those in Camp 12 had to drag their straw
sacks each morning to a particular spot where they were stacked. till they
came to fetch them again at night. It meant sleeping on a different straw
sack each night. I can't understand how the camp doctors allowed such an
insanitary arrangement.

At 6.30am we each got a mug of some disgusting brew; we never found
out what it was. | made two attempts to drink it, but the taste was so
horrible that I wouldn’t touch it any more. We also received three thin slices
of bread with a smear of margarine that was almost invisible. The bread was
grey and tasteless. The midday meal consisted of meat, vegetables and
potatoes. It was very well cooked. The trouble was that there wasn't
enough, and we got no second helpings. At 5pm we got a repetition of the
morning meal. Those who didn’t get extra food from outside went hungry
all the time. The arrangement by which we got our meals seemed specially
designed to humiliate and degrade us. We had to line up and file past to the
serving point between two rows of soldiers whose bayonets almost grazed
our faces. The catering was done by the big Lyons firm.

In winter the huge Olympia building was freezing cold. The halls were
never heated. The wind whistled through the holes and crannies. The floor
was asphalt, and the straw sacks lay on the asphalt, so that they couldn’t
keep the cold from us. Later we got wooden boards to put under the straw
sacks, but they came round so slowly that when Olympia was closed as an
internment camp many internees had not yet received their wooden boards.

Because of that most of the internees always had colds and coughs, Iﬂ-ﬂd
their sneezing and coughing kept us all awake at night. The indigestible
bread made us constipated. There was only one doctor in the camp. His
treatment was strong aperients. So half the internees were always
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constipated while the other half had diarrhoea. The thought that one mig,
ill in this i was frightening. :
m'}"l'{]ex :rha:.: ;n:f:;np?ma;sn tll-fahcamp;g at least, tl_:at is what it was called, My
hair stood on end the first time I saw it. It was in the same part of the camyp,
where we had our living quarters, divided from the rest of the place only b,
a partition about five feet high. The entire furniture was an old ?:ﬁdstead
and three wooden benches. The bedstead had only three legs, with some
bricks to prop it up in place of the missing leg. It was encugh to make onea
weep. There was no peace and quiet there. All the noises of the camp camg
in during the day. And all night the sneezing and UP“B'hmE never stopped,
r nerves when we were well. What must it have been like for the

It got on ow g !
sick people who lay there, with never a moment’s quiet all day and all night?

Of course they had the same foul air that filled the whole camp. I worndgmd
what the doctor thought of it. I know that when he had a couple of serioug
caszes he had them removed to a proper hospital.

Besides the so-called hospital we had a VD corner, separated from the rest
of the camp only by a rope. The patients im:h_.lded in my time several
advanced cases of syphilis, who used the same latrines and washbasins as al|
of us, Moreover, the patients in the VD) corner were only such who had
reported their condition themselves, There were many others u_rha !md vD
who didn’t report it. We never had to submit to a me«chcall examination,.

My friend John Turner came to visit me about the middle of December,
he said steps were being taken to secure my release. James O'Grady Mp
and WA. Appleton, the Secretary of the General Federation of Trades
Unions, who both knew me, had ofTered to stand surety for me. Kropotkin
had written a long letter to Appleton urging him to do everything he could
to get me released. He had also put my case to a Liberal MP who was
working on my behalf.

It was good to know that my friends were doing their best for me. I had
never doubted it. But I had no faith in their ability to get me released. My
reasons were that | had been arrested by a special order of the War Office
at a time when all further arrests had stopped. The police could never have
suspected me of supporting the Kaiser. They knew my political history quite
well. I am still convinced that I would never have been arrested if 1 had
come out in support of the allies. That I eould not do. It was my firm belief
that Germany bore most of the blame for the war. But that could not make
me support the other side. I had explained my feeling in a number of
articles, especially in my controversy with my old friend Kropotkin. [ felt
sure that this was the reason I was arrested. They wanted to keep my
mouth shut. So I indulged in no false hopes about my being released. 1
didn’t like being interned, especially under the conditions in the internment
camp at Olympia. But there was nothing I could do about it. [ couldn’t
change my attitude. I became resigned to being interned.

What struck me among the other internees in Olympia was the almost
hystericgj German patriotism of most of them. It was grotesque. [ had never
heard Die Wacht am Rheinor or Deutschland, Deutschland ueber alles sung
with greater fervour. I couldn’t understand it at first. German patriotism
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. L i working men or small hopkeepers
had lived ‘;the}lgr and ::‘;-T]hidingly in England rnrurmany y:aru had Eng?i]::
wives and children, ad lost all contact and relationship wi i
native Germany. These poor devils had suddenly found hﬁlﬂ;"ﬁ‘fﬁ
like wild hﬁwd 'n the press, and attacked by the mob. Then they
were arres flung into the iseral iti i i rmmen
w—_ 01.':"!‘-"*2“ i ian h::'rr s le conditions in the inte t

their way of asserting their human dignit d ori :
humiliation to which they were subjected, It wai 't.i.'uznzjl unllj;jfifinzgt?:; LJ:R:
do in their desperate state. 1 feel sure that if they had been left alone these
people would have been no danger to Britain,
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Chapter 28

The Royal Edward

grey December morning when we lef;

Olympia. but I still shudder at the thought of it. They woke us at dam,
There was endless waiting, counting, registering, and waiting again. They,
aine, with a heavy military escort, and sent off

we were packed into two tr. A 1 X !
Southend. After the monotony of Olympia even this short railway journey

was a weleome change. F
When we got to Southend we had to walk right through the heart of the

town to the pier. It was about noon; the streets were -:mwda.fd. We hadn't
known there had been a German air raid over Southend that night, and that
several people had been killed. If it hadn’t been for our guard we would have
been lynched. There were cat calls and wild threats, and several attempts
were made to rush us. Some people, mostly women, spat in our faces.

I couldn’t be angry with them. I just felt hu.m_iliﬂl&:& and ashamed, There
was a steady thin drizzle coming down; by the time we reaﬂhE_d the pier we
were spaked to the skin. We were kept hanging about wh@e the police
cleared the pier for us. Then we were herded into the small pier train that
took us in a few minutes to the end of the mile and half long pier; a tender
was waiting there to take us to the “Royal Edward”, which was to be our
floating prison. It was a te rribly slow business. It took hours Lo get us all on
the tender, and then off again on to the Royal Edward. We had to stand in
the rain, waiting our turn. I hadn’t a dry stitch on me. My eyes and my head
were swimming. I could hardly see what was going on. T knew that only half
of us would go on the Royal Edward. The rest would be put on the
*Saxonia”. T wanted desperately to be on the Royal Edward, where 1 had my
brother-in-law, Ernst Simmerling, and a number of my friends and
comrades. Suddenly, when I had got to within a few steps of the gangway an
order was shouted down from the ship to put the rest of us on the Saxonia.
The soldiers were already pushing us back, when a second order came to
send another 21 on board. T was one of the 21. With a feeling of intense relief
I climbed slowly with my pack up the gangway.

On board the Royal Edward our packs were searched again. Then we
were led to a big room, with 106 beds in it, arranged in twos. Karl and 1
deposited our packs on two adjoining beds, and went on deck. We met a
number of old {riends there. It was pood to know they were there, but I was
feeling quite numb, and at that moment I would have given a great deal to
be lefl alone for an hour or two. I hardly heard what my friends were saying.
I was glad when they ordered us to bed.

It was a long, a terribly long night. The air was thick with the breathing
of "_ln these people. I couldn't sleep. I couldn’t think. I heard the watch
pacing over my head, and the water lapping the sides. My body was like

Many years have passed since that
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Jead. 1 sank like a heavy waight. Th i
to gettupt}i :‘ﬂ.ﬁhﬂﬂ Bal:ld dressed a:‘i“::;;:'
wasn't a bit hungry. But 1 odi

S e Lot d. T m%r:m:};‘eil; !{:ie:i?wn the nameless brew we were

1 hated the idea of going back to the big
aut that there were still a few unsccupied t:-m—hzrth cabins; he managed to

ng I knew was hearing the call
my way to the dining-room. I

stiffling dormitory. Karl found

t one for us. Cabin 108 was tiny. .
g:..le of us to stand up, The ;‘:-Sh;:hﬁnw;sr;i; E:I Diﬁ rg::;n fur_more i
undressing. Thers was no porthole; the light had torheNags h:ﬁ:g:?] i

it was radise cor ;
E;:h ;t. pa npared to the place where we had spent our first

[t took me a long time to got y AU .

Ernst there, and a number Ef nlm:im?:ﬁ atra rldl.nis Though 1 hn:.‘l
say why, because the conditions were better than in TE)EI;.HT o ‘;:lﬂhf- I, :ﬂﬂ L
the continual counting, to make sure that we were all Ew;-e Pice oy
day we all had to assemble on deck to be counted. It always tq;uk a drearily
long time, over two hours. Such things can hurt more than physical cruel

It was torture to me. I was prepared to put up with the discomfort Eﬂ?;
cramped quarters, the bad and insufficient food. But this everlasti
counting was m{addening. I have no idea why they did it. We lay two mﬂﬂg
out at sea, ﬂnd it would have been lunacy for anyone to attempt to esca
then, in mid-winter. It gave the crew something to do, and it kept us in m;-;
place.

The Second Officer of the Royal Edward addressed us a few days later. He
spoke very decently. He said he was sorry that the war had made r-:mr
internment necessary. The war was a terrible thing, but we couldn’t do
anything about it. Everybody had to make the best of it. The great thing was
not to lose courage. He promised us that if we cheyed orders we would he
treated fairly and justly. But he also warned us that we were there under
military law, and we would all have to answer for the disobedience of any
one of us. Then he pointed to the Saxonia riding at anchor about a mile
pway, and said thal conditions there were not as good as on the Royal
Edward. He meant it as a threat,

I had been about a week on the Royal Edward. There was a severe storm
at sea. The ship pitched and rolled. Many of the internees were seasick. 1
was sitting in a corner with Ernst, talking about home. Since I left London
I hadn’t received a word from home. The post was very slow at that time, I
heard my name called. A soldier was looking for me. The Adjutant had sent
him to feteh me. He said he had a message for me. [ followed him to the
Adjutant, who was on deck with a group of officers, all holding fast to the
rail, and staring down into the storm-tossed sea. The Adjutant told me in
the most friendly way that my wife was here to see me. I followed his gaze,
and saw a cockleshell of a boat trying to come alongside, with Milly in it.
The high waves hurled the boat away. 1 saw Milly's lips move. She called out
to me, but the wind drowned the sound. The boat made at least a dozen
unsuccessful attempts to tie up. Each time the waves lifled it up and carried
it way. Once it almost turned turtle. At last the boatman skillfully caught
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t I had seen. It was wonderfy)

ed by wha
the rope and made fast. I was stunned by 't forget the risk she had ryy

to catch a glimpse of Milly ag;.in, ?uthl couldn
me. [ was sick with fear for her )
N g::dt:'e ;idn‘: even meet. The weather was too stormy for her to climb y
to the ship. She stood up in the boat; she was zﬂ:::sr.mlut.'::al:f'r1 “;Ft ;hf:.lugh_ But
her eyes were shining. We exchanged a few words, but half of them neve,
reached us. The wind picked them up and hurled thlifm lfm:r the sea. Then
the boat made its way back to the shore. 1 watched it with beating heart,
tossing up and down, until I saw it, with thankful relief, reach land at last
I learned afterwards that Milly came to Olympia to see me there the samg
day we had left for Southend. She saw the Commandant, who told her
where we had gone. She had then written to the Commander on the Royal
Edward to ask for permission to visit me. As soon as she got permission she
went to Southend, and though she was warned not to attempt it in thag
storm, she insisted on having the boat try to reach us.

L

As Christmas came near, the weather grew icy cold, and there were storms
all the time. Yet we still had to spend three hours every morning, from eight
till eleven, on open deck, with no consideration at all for even our older
people, who were in no fit state to stand such treatment. We realised of
course that we couldn’t stay below while the cabing and the halls and
passages were being cleaned. But that took only about an hour. There was
no reason except that we were prisoners for keeping us for three and often
four whole hours on the open deck while the rain and wind and storm beat
down on us.

W had a small smoking room on board, where about 25 of us used to
come each evening to smoke a pipe of tobacco for a couple of hours before
turning in. Most of them were German sailors who had been taken off their
ships as soon as the war broke out. [ sat silent among them at first, listening
to their conversation, making up my mind about the kind of people they
were. The talk was usually about the war, and how long it dragged. Their
feeling was about the same as that of the internees in Olympia. They were
pro-German more as a protest against their imprisonment by the British
than out of any real German patriotism. They had come from different
camps before they were sent to the Roval Edward. They used to speak aboul
their camp experiences. From all I heard the camp al York must have been
about the best of the Jot. Not that the conditions were any better there than
in Olympia. The food and the sanitation were about the same. But the Camp
Commandant was a gentleman, and he treated the internees like human
beings. He tried to make things tolerable for them. He was always ready to
listen to their complaints and to help them wherever possible. People who
suffer, blame those in charge, and often unjustly. But I never heard a word
from anyone who had been interned in York against the York Commandant.
That was because he had treated them as human beings; whatever their
hardships they had not felt humiliated.
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watched and studie :

I bz it d my fellow-internees. I grew to have a great liking
for the seamen among them. They were rough, weather-beate
hearted, kindly People. Thﬂ'y certainly didn't m; ’ g n, open-

forthright and h ] mince their words, but they
were Lo Tl an onest, They said strai
they did my heart good with the s iht out what they meant. And
; ir nnnstun;e goad humour. One evening a
i : roo i ot
German harangue. [ listened for 5 \*5111& TEE t lnr& lﬂuflﬂhi!d el e
Finte hi Figait - But I couldn’t keep quiet for long.

interrupted him, and said what | thought about the w di

There was a complete hush in the p prlfsmhaadhisar e
oom. T had touched a delicat
d brought a new note i . 1 lcate guestion.
1 ha te into the discussions, Eve body L

tively. When I finished th . e iiiad o e

atten they overwhelmed me with uesti I tri
as many of them as I could. B queat . L trind to
answer ¥ ! 'uld. But the call for us to retire cut me short
I eould see several making their Wway to their sleeping guarters lost in d :
thought. I began to feel that I had sown seed in fertile ksl eep

Christmas Eve was celebrated very noisily in the great hall I ;

. I stayed in my cabin al Th iopyesd
there ¥ alone. 1he sounds of revelry reached me from
afar, but I was deep in my thoughts. It was the first time | was alone since
I had been srnutched away from my home and my dear ones, 1 have never
been i hermit. I am by nature a social being. But the worst thing about
i nt was this havin i i o
internme as & to be all the time with other people, to have no
moment of privacy ﬂl'l:d solitude. I hadn't looked all the time at the few
books I had brought with me. Now I took them out. T picked up Faust. The
light fell on the pages. The poetry entered my heart. I was transported, 1
have never hHEﬁr carried away by poetry so much as on that Christmas Eve
alone in my cabin on the Royal Edward. T was recalled to reality by heavy
footsteps past my door. The Christmas Eve festivities had ded; th
were off to their beds, SRR g

On Christmas Day we had an alarming experience. I was on deck talking
to a couple of my friends. It was near time for our midday meal. Most of the
others had already gone down to the dining-room. Suddenly there was a
boom of cannon from the direction of Sheerness. Shots fall in the water only
about {ifty _yrard.-sl from us. The entire ship’s company came rushing on deck.
They were lt:!l}l-r.n.'lgi up at the sky They took aim and fired. I spotted an
ar_—*;‘uplanu flying high overhead. Then an officer noticed us and ordered us
below.

When we came into the dining-room everybody crowded round us. What
was happening? Who was shooting at us? A German aeroplane had taken a
chance on Christmas Day to slip over to the British coast.

By this time I had more or less acclimatised myself. Conditions on the
Royal Edward were incomparably better than in Olympia. We never got any
of the coarse insults and actual blows that had been our common lot in
Olympia. We had more washing facilities than in Olympia. But still not
enough for 1,300 prisoners, We always had to wait in quenes till we got a
wash-basin free. A great boon were the two bathrooms on board, where hot
seawater baths could be taken at any time of the day. Two bathrooms for
such a lot of us weren’t much. But in Olympia there had been no bathrooms

at all.
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We got three menls a day, as in Olympia. A pound of bread i’i“h* which
was handed out at break];l.;t. Thlfa Eraa% Eu;;i?eghzntmmuhléﬁm?wﬁﬁ
more tasty than the bread we in . / :
baked well enough. It was doughy. It was often lmPDﬂT_lb]E: E:' i?‘feﬂEW D@' it
except the crust. The midday meal was pl'ﬁpﬁ-re':! “E}lir : Ih : thn?mh
cooks on the ship. The portions wn:zdbiggta: t?ﬁa;:m ::Jlﬂl;rhi:lﬂf uﬁg ::;1
was tasteless. At 6pm we each received apat ol T ;
that with some of I:]'I:: bread constituted ﬂl;lllrtt]:'lﬂ‘gn':"eea]- It was not enough

r a grown man. We went about hungry e . ;

% Drge:rﬁsntiun was simple. We were divided into h_-undl‘ﬂdﬁv each hundred
had its own captain, who was responsible to the Adjutant. " e

Our postal service was run by the prisoners themselves under the
supervision of the English censor. It worked splendidly. ijfiiﬁ that came
for us were opened under the eye of the censor or of another officer, always
in the presence of the prisoners to whom they were addressed. Plenty of
parcels still went astray, but it was nothing like w]mt we had in Olympia_
One would have thought that people :auﬂ”e;mg a like le_E as prisoners on
board the Royal Edward would have a certain sense of solidarity, of sticking
together. There was nothing like that. Class distinctions prevailed to a
disgusting extent. When the prisoners were first brought on board the
English made ne distinction between us, We were all treated alike. Cabing
and sleeping quarters went in turn, first come first upwed. It was pure luck
who got a second class and who got a third class cabin. ,

But there were some among us who had more of the world's goods, W.h“
didn’t like this equality at all. They went to the Commandant and wanted him
to give them separate cquarters, away from thF COmmon hcn:?. "[‘}}E
Commandant couldn't understand it at first. He said he would mnfalder it.
They offered him payment for better accommodation. The leader of this group
was @ certain Baron von Nettelheim. Their behaviour was 50 m_uch worse
because these were the people who were always proclaiming their German
patriotism. Every German was supposed to be their comrade. Now they told
the English that they regarded the greal mass of their fe]_ln:.v-{hermana on E.he
boat with such contempt that they would pay for the privilege of not having
to mix with them. 1 don't know what the English Cammam]a_nt_ thﬂught qf
them. But he agreed. Why shouldn’t he? It could only make his job easier if
the Germans under his charge split into hostile camps.

There was an attempt made to justify it by saying that the money went
to improve the eonditions of the poorer prisoners. I know of no such thing
happening all the time [ was on the Royal Edward.

The worst of it was that this clique assumed an air of protection over the
rest of us, for which nobody had ever given them any authority. But they
established such a relationship with the Commandant that we were
powerless to resist. A few who stood out pot themselves denounced as
trouble-makers and were deported to the Saxonia. That broke the back of
the opposition.

I was sure that T wouldn't be able to stand it for long. I wasn't attracted
by the Saxonia. But it was more than I eould do to take it lying down.
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things. An elderly gentleman objected I.h];?
wlt]‘] the attitude of my own friends i
themselves solidly behind the Kajser
whom he meant by my friends, “Why,
said. I told him I completely disagreed

}:h:;;dﬂ;' h:_i:i:;ﬂ :EEP:]?E tl?uTth::; ﬁ;‘:‘f‘dﬂvmﬂﬁ' PDilnt of their entire ideology.

They flung qugatinns at me. They wanted .ﬁ: zf.; iq?ﬁhrygl::dy = I;ah!;rmm.

beliefs. 1 EJ;P'E;.I!:‘EI:I the basic principles of anarchj PR ULy

I began to feel that my internment might not be alt ther fru

field had been opened to me, that was ; or- Ditikeen, A e
roduce a harvest. Waiting for the plough, and might

Milly visited me a few days later. We were given
together, with an English officer and a sergeang: pm;liweuf an hghu_er
told me that everybody was well. The comrades were trying h MT-:
released. They were sure that I would scon be back e T hied me
doubts, but I kept them to myself. It was good to hoar that the Arbeter
Fraint still appeared, and that the comrades were working hard to keep it
going. Our quarter of an hour flew by. I had so much more to ask and to tell
Milly. But her visit had set my mind at ease about a number of things that
had been worrying me.

The Baron and his clique were continuing their efforts to withdraw from
all contact with us. Previously they had eaten in the same dining-room, at
a separate table which was reserved for them. Now they were given a saloon
to themselves. They each paid six shillings and sixpence a day for the
privilege. In return they had better food, and they were served by waiters.
We didn’t mind that. None of us missed them.

But then something happened that made us all furious. The ship’s decks
had been open to all the prisoners for our daily walks. Now we were
suddenly ordered to keep to the lower deck, which was not =o spacious. We
were all on top of each other. We couldn’t move. We couldn’t walk about
freely as before. While the Baron and his clique had the whole spacious
upper deck to themselves. Now they really did avoid all chance of being
contaminated by contact with us of the common herd.

SBhortly before Christmas our numhbers on the Royal Edward were
increased by a few hundred people who had been interned in Gibraltar. We
got half the total number. The other hall went to the Saxonia. They
belonged to different classes, from aristocrats to ordinary seamen. But there
was a closer solidarity between them than we had known in Olympia or on
the Royal Edward. They were mostly young people, whoe had lived abroad,
in the Argentine, Brazil, Chile and other parts. When the war broke out
they had tried to make their way back to Germany to join the forces. Few
got there. The British navy took them off the neutral ships on which they
travelled and interned them in Gibraltar There were some adventurous
spirits among them, quite unlike the Germans who had ﬁ""‘—"‘? in E_"Elﬂnd for
years with their families and had become passive and cautious, influenced

we were discussing all sorts of
something I said was in conflict
ds in Germany, who had ranged
In support of the war. I asked him
the social democrats, of course,” he
with the social democrats not only in
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ons which arose out of theif life n_nd con
tingent had no such considerations. Few op

them if any had ever been in England. They had no famdt; ”““:" e E’mnda,
no connections. The British in Gibraltar had treated Mdem ecently, and
therefore they found the restrictions on the Royal Ed\‘];1 EOPIJE:EW&.

They were all great German patriots, Each wore a bact ’1“' D: and req
badge in his button hole, and hated the Er_;tlsh on Fl‘ll‘.ltl}]ltl E.m Course |
wasn't attracted by their patriotism, but I liked the way they stood up fo
their rights. It was so much preferable totthe mt?sl:n ?;—il:triﬂ::zﬁl”ﬁﬂﬂﬁﬁ of many

med ready to accept any .
d%ifﬁﬁﬂﬁﬁ be a -::Ell::h. The Adjutant always went mad when he
heard anyone singing German patriotic songs. I don't know ‘l;’h!r', bai.‘lmme in
Olympia no one had ever ohjected to that. When the men from 1hralt?,
heard that it was not allowed on the Royal Edward they all got together in
the dining-room and struck up the Watch on the Rhine at the top of thejy
voices, They hadn't got through the first verse when the door was flung
open and the censor r‘ushed in bE"O-W‘i.ng funol.lsly that thE}" should S[.{JP Nﬁ
one took the blindest notice. He went off to tell t_he Adjutant, who arrived
in a couple of minutes with a company of soldiers. The crowd was stj]]
singing lustily. He shouted and they went on singing. The Waich on the
Rhine was sung to the end. Then there was com plete silence. The Adjutant
withdrew with his soldiers, and he must have felt as he walked out that he

idiculous figure.

hagi;l;; ?:L]g;ﬁms EvEuI hadn't had a book in my hand. Our cabin was too
small for both of us to undress at the same time, On deck I never could ﬁnd
a corner to myself. So I wasted my time and found my own company getting
intolerable. 1 couldn't even express my annoyance, because it would only
have upset the others. I managed to spend a couple of pleasant hours each
evening in the smoking room. I had managed to I‘:urm a ﬁ_mall group there,
the regulars, who came every time, and took part in all dlg:’ussmns. Amaong
those who had joined the Royal Edward after my arrival ‘were several
members of the Second Section of the Communist Workers' Educational
Association. We had some very interesting discussions.

I made friends there with Father Heck, a powerfully built man with a lot
of natural intelligence. He was not educated, but what he said was always
sound and to the point. He had worked for thirty years at the Hotel
Metropole in London. It had been a happy uneventful life, except that his
wife had been very ill the last few years. When the war broke out and the
anti-German agitation started, old Heck had lost his job. A few weeks later
he was arrested and interped in Olympia. His wife was in hospital, waiting
for a serious operation, He wasn’t allowed to go to see her and he didn't
know for weeks whether the operation had been successful, Six weeks later
they told him the operation had been successful, but she would never be
really well. He had an inextinguishable good humour. Sometimes when he
was depressed I would say to him: *Cheer up, Father Heck! There'll be
better times coming.” “Yes, you're right,” he would answer bravely, his eyes
ghining.

by all the different considerati
in England. The Gibraltar con
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Ano‘t;ler g;f;i ?Inmt_nu wag August, 8 young Hercules of 27. He was a
really jolly thing ever upset him. Everybod i i
He had read a lot and understood what |:I'E r:;s H: :::uurse ;f“::i I;‘lmf:
Germans whom the British arrested. He had lived ; H m;}e xEishtin
pefore the war had gone out with a small fighin H,eet_’ r;D ;ms:nrg.and A
They had no idea that the war had started T[-mg 1t o Hui"h coast.
at night when they heard shogtj g Syl s Lot
themselves surrounded by Bﬁtig?lt::; Eeha?ihﬂ.;\hmiﬂ: = dﬂ 5 ﬁm’
boats, and it was only when they were on the angah vl:rﬂa:srhi s tht:*.t e
heard for the ﬁ-:fﬂf time that there was a war on The Britishp nk ::IE_'-F
fishing boats without giving them a chance to hake a th-efmI rau::;
belongings. The British had been under the Emp[‘eﬂsi:g?}.thﬂt wmpe
mine-laying. o

Conrad was another young seaman amon : : .
pointed beard. He was a born rebel. I found him very likahle. He was an
active member of his seamen’s union, and a socialist: the smiah:sm he knew
was social democracy. But when I had spoken to him several times ahout the
anarchist ideas it was like a revelation to him,

I liked the seamen. They were a splendid crowd. Most of them made good
use of our little library, which some philanthropic body had sent us They
were great readers, but they read anything they could get hold of good
books, poor books, trash. They had no literary taste. The story, the plé:t Was
what they wanted, something thrilling and exciting to hold their attention.
There was Roehm, an elderly sailor who once tried to tell me the story of a
book he had read. I soon realised it was Goethe's Werther. He didn’t
remember the name Goethe. He never bothered about authors’ names, he
said. He hadn't cared for the book. He had thrown it aside twice, but wi:en
he had nothing else to read he had gone back to it. I wanted to know why
he hadn't liked it. “Too much talk,” he said. “The stupid fool drove himself
mad over a silly woman.” Lotte had only been playing with Werther, he said.
If she had loved him she wouldn’t have led him such a dance. He had no
feeling at all for the complicated problem of the soul with which Goethe was
concerned,

I once found him absorbed in a book by Dumas Pere. “You like this book
better than Werther?” I said. “Naturally,” he answered. “It's full of exciting
things happening all the time.” "But don’t you see that it has nothing to do
with real life?” I pointed out. “That's just what I like about it,” he said. "All
the stories of real life are so boring. What do I want them for? 1 know all
about the things that happen in real life. I don't need to read about them. [
want to read about adventure, about things we don't know in real life. | read
to pass the time; 1 want entertainment in my books. I know what’s in the
book isn’t real, but I want to get away from reality.”

Peter, another seaman, was only 26. He was born in Holstein, and had
been on the high seas with a sailing boat out of Chile when the war started,
they were stopped by a British cruiser, and everybody on board was
interned. 1 liked Peter. He was quiet and dreamy. He took little part in the
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y i . He was a great read

. t ; king room. He sat and llﬂtﬂﬂﬂfi ; : er,

'lhmmml; T Bt without & book, One day I i Tf‘.’f“‘l.gk"ﬁ'?t‘“fd““ﬁ
y ear A inrich. 1 asked him il he lxed It and |,

Gottfried Kellor's Der gruene Hemﬂ:;ud it a number of times and a.lway:

ised b ing that he had La : :
ir‘::t::fi to f;id {t?:mr:':g It roused feelings in him that uplifted him, as whep,

he was at sea at night alone on watch, with the stars D"ErhEﬂdu?ftlz I:i;.e dee

water all round. Peter was sparing of words. This was one e longest
speeches I ever heard from him. He was aenm‘t-we and ret1Fant_ HE. was g
strikingly handsome man, tall and straight, with flaxen hair and big blye

o in the smoking room were always wel]

01-.11' discussions every evening
i "there wasn't enough room for everyboedy, and somg
attended. Sometimes there T, o the Misasin

nd in the pas , at the open door,

zfe::ls;:uple that 'E*E ;i;l‘gfﬂd have a lecture once 2 week. We felt sure thay
the Adjutant wouldn't permit any lectures, So it would have to be dopg
behind the backs of the British. Yet such an attendance as we expected, fifty
to a hundred people, couldn’ pass unnoticed for long. ‘_I‘here was also the
question of a suitable room in which to meet. The Ismlors suggested the
smaller dormitory, which had forty beds. It seemed just what we wanted,
but there was an English soldier on guard near the doorway, and he might
wonder what brought so many people to this dormitory. It wu}-r:nd me, not
so much because of myself, A few weeks under arrest in a cell didn’t frighten
me. But I had a responsibility to the other people who would come to the
lectures. I had no right to expose them to the anger of the authorities. The
Adjutant would probably punish the lot of us. On the other hand the
lectures would be a change from the dull routine on the ship. I decided to
chance it. If we were discovered [ would take the blame.

The people were happy when I told them 1 agreed to give the lec‘t:ures_ Far
my first lecture 1 chose a literary theme, “Six Characters in World
Literature”. About eighty people came. For a secret meeting it was a
success. Some of the beds had been folded away to make more room, and
there was some sort of primitive seating arrangement. The room was full,
Only a few dim lights were on, and it looked very mysterious and
conspiratorial. I spoke for an hour and a half. Everyone sat spell-bound. No
one moved. It seemed that no one breathed. They hung on every word. | had
finished; but they still sat, enthralled. It took them a little while to come
back to reality. Then one by one they roze and walked out, silently.

In the middle of February I was called to the censor’s office. He was very
polite and friendly. Then he produced a letter, and asked me to read it. It
was my own letter written home four weeks before, | knew how they looked
forward to my letters, so I felt sick when 1 saw it still in the censor’s office,

“I can't think there was anything I shouldn't have said in this letter,” I
ventured,

“1 didn’t keep it back,” he assured me, speaking very affably It was
returned by the chief censor at Salisbury House in London.”

“But why?"
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“Yes. But it might be misunderstood .
are treated bﬂdljn"m - People might think our prisoners

“Would you say that we are having 5 1 ) i

He droppe!:l his Jm'ml manner, "Iimpn;)t'—‘ﬂﬂ;:i; :r::iu_are? ,
with you. Being a prisoner is never ple £ Yoo b mlm I.hat question
things. But I can make them a little eas w I can't alter these

ier fi ,
ot o o S s S et

most, and I::] try to get them for the canteen "

[ promised to prepare a list; I was
rem:f.mbered my letter. “My people at hmm:evﬁfhznmfm:? I out, when I

“] undﬂrsmd." he answered. "'Write another ]E‘tte[‘. and ihll fﬂm it at
once.”

I had meant the remark about the canteen in m i i
The food we got on the ship had been terrible ]am}l;rl;eﬁe:;a &Eﬂm;;?e”m;
when you were ravenously hungry. I hadn't touched the meat for wm
The only velget.ahl_ers we got were boiled turnips, put in the pot uncleaned, so
that the grit got into our teeth, Milly was Secretary of the Aid Committee
for the Arrested German Comrades, and I had wanted her to know it was
useless sending us money because there wasn't anything to buy in the
canteen and they should send us food instead.

I wrote another letter, I made out the list, and T took
censor. He read the letter and his face dropped. He said:tbiem muhsf?nr;uﬁ
this.”

I was completely taken aback. I couldn’t think of anythi i
which he could object. He continued brusquely: “You don’t ﬂgeith;i ::J ]ga]t:
you with your pan-German ideas.”

I stared at him. What could he mean? “What pan-German ideaz do you
accuse me of? I had to leave Germany because of my anti-nationalist, anti-
militarist views. I have lived in England for twenty years as a political
refugee.”

He put his finger on a passage in my letter: “Then how do you explain
this?" I read the passage out aloud: “Please give my regards to all the
comrades. Tell them my heart is with them and with our greal cause,
fighting for a higher social culture and the brotherhood of all nations, in
spite of everything.”

“"Do you really consider this pan-German ideas?” 1 asked. “Have you
heard pan-Germans speak of the brotherhood of all nations?"

“But you speak of a higher social Kultur Kultur is the favourite word of
the pan-Germans.” .

“Maybe,"” T said, “but it is no monopaly of the pan-Germans.”

“Tall me, then, what you mean by a higher Kultur.”

“] mean a system of society under which the great majority of people
will no longer be degraded to the state of beasts of burden and objects of
exploitation by small privileged minorities, and where such horrible
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crimes as this present mass slaughter of nations will be a thing of the

r:é considered this. Then he said: “I see. You are a Fol‘-uv-lf;r tn;f Tolstoy.”

“In many respects, yes,” 1 declared. “I certainly :ubscﬂ R B:ael_r_ythmg
Tolstoy has written about war and the part played by governments.

“Who are the comrades you speak of in your letter:

Fie Tooked at me. 1 was wrong,” he confessed. “I misunderstood. It s g

forward your letter imim .

daﬁ::-::n &2“;13 Ebral';ehmm we were told that we could now receivg

: hat decided the War Office to lift the
newspapers. 1 have no idea w el
prohibition. But we still couldn’t choose what newspaper uid have,
The notice on the blackboard said that no socialist papers would be alloweq,
The list on the board didn’t include even the liberal papers, and when some
of us asked for the Manchester Guardian, or the Daily News, we were tolg
we couldn’t have them. All the papers we could get were Conservative,
including the Daily Mail and the Daily Express, which led the agitation

i o my aliens".

agﬁﬂsi :::in:rs spread that we were going to be removed from the Royal
Edward and the Saxonia. There was nothing official, but the rumourg
persisted. We couldn’t feel sorry even if it was true. We were crowded
together on the ship like cattle. There was no room lo mave. The food was
getting worse than ever. We were allowed visits once a month, twenty
minutes. But most of our people couldn’t afford ﬂ.m. journey from Lumjin:lm to
Southend and back. It cost five shillings. No provision was made for visitors
to get to the ship. They had to hire a boatsman to take them out, and the
charge was five shillings to the Royal Edward and ten shillings to the
Saxonia, which lay further out. _

One day the censor called me to his office. One of our men had written to
his wife that he would rather she didn't come to vigit him any maore and she
should have to go short afterwards at home, because the visits .w-:}rked ouk
too expensive. The censor wanted to know how that was. I tald him what my
wife had to pay. He questioned a number of other prisoners. They all told
him the same thing. After that the tariff for the boatsmen was fixed at one
shilling. The trouble was that many of the boatsmen refused to take
passengers at that price.

It was only the little clique of superior gentlemen grouped round Baron
von Nettelheim who regretted the possibility of a change. In return for their
six shillings and sixpence a day they had comfortable quarters, first-class
accommodation, with a fine saloon, and the whole upper deck to themselves
for a promenade, and much better food. The Baron asked the Adjutant if
there was any truth in the rumours. The Adjutant replied that he couldn’t

give him any information, but it was not unlikely. Thereupon the six and
sixers, as we called them, drew up a petition to the War Office, and expected
us all to sign it. It said that everyone was absolutely satisfied with the
conditions and the treatment on the Royal Edward and begged to be allowed
to stay. If we had sipned that we should have made it impossible to complain
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about our really lamentahe conditj
little clique weren’t concerned wj
keep their own privileges.

When the clique found thejr plan m; ;
have only a few signatures on it ¢ 7o o4,
sign would be sent to the intern
Man had a very bad reputation am ;
were frightened by that ke ha \nternees. The weaker among us

The Adjutant forwarded the petition to the
the decision to remove us from the ship, i chan
the Daily Mail and John Bull to start » f,“é;f“i;ﬂ i e e
were living in luxury. W s o Cneony i

The Hoyal Edward became a floating hotel
having a grand time. To make things worse sq L
the words, Gott strafe England on a latrine 4
he demanded that we should hand over the culprit. Of course we didn't. 1

don't think anyone knew who he was. But we all i
were allowed no more visits and no more post. B0 Bunished for- it We

Most likely the culprit was one of the Gibral i §
England and they were therefore not aﬂemd;t:;;ﬁvg:ﬂjha?d mﬂﬂhﬁd! e
and they never had any post. Another punishment s bt yt_h visitors
were locked at night. If one of us had to go to the latrine he had t: i
bell which brought the guard. The soldiers on guard didn’t like it ;‘;F;
One morning the Adjutant found that somebody had smashed down one of
the deors. He tried to find out who had done it, without success.

To stop all our post was a cruel and a stupid thing to do. We couldn’t all
be blamed for the idiotic behaviour of zome hyperpatriotic fool whao
wouldn’t own up. It meant that thousands of innocent people spent anxious
days and weeks without knowing what was happening to their menfolk on
board our boat. My experience with the Adjutant was that he was not a bad
sort himself. But these things are part of a system. It isn’t perzonal ill will.
It is bureaucratic insensitiveness,

It was at this period when we were not allowed to receive post or visitors
that T had a surprise visit from Milly, and we were able to talk quite freely,
with no guard to listen to what we were saying. Milly had arrived in
Southend to visit some comrades interned on the Saxonia. The
Commandant of the Saxonia happened to be an shore, and Milly saw him
getting into his boat to return to his ship. She asked him if he would be good
enough to take her to the Saxonia with him. He was very nice about it and
apreed. She was surprised when instead of going straight to the SBaxonia he
stopped by the Royal Edward and went on board. Milly stayed in the boat.
One of my friends had his cabin just where the boat was made fast, and saw
Milly. He ran off to fetch me; for nearly an hour we talked to each other
freely through the porthole of the cabin. I had such an opportunity to talk
to Milly so freely only once again; that was in the Houses of Parliament two
vears later, and then we were both prisoners.

War 'Dfﬂcu_ It didn’t change

We were supposed to be
me idiot among us scratched
oor. When the Adjutant saw it
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that three huqdreﬂ of oup

it was announced ther-in-law E;
At the Endbn;- ﬁthmmnafmir:l;d to the Tsle nt‘Hﬂ:: ﬁuz': iy rnst
n'f‘mberl':"el'%nd':fher friends and mmmﬂiﬁ;fwm being removed because
&'Eilr-n:iu‘gght at first that the three hun got a fresh batch of 380

fortnight later We 3
i 'n;a.s Warirl::u:ifed;vﬂ;z?nm crowded than before. The worst of jg
in their place, 30 L

hat lot. Most of them were
customers 10 t 1 o ——
m:ztd::uﬁf}uizﬁ;x?ge could g%thon w:theegrs;l;'; l;::r" tt,s s ;:):t tf : :::2
: ' nt. gy can
rohy ;?:3 wfzr:-;::ﬁ ;1: F:.Ecas‘:lcnnada", lying there at anchor. The Way
they ha n in

: . gome Were bruughttto the _Rﬂlfa]
Office had ordered the ship :;:;EE if:rﬂdni& S were all terrible Geérman

Edward, the rest went to the black, white and red emhlem in thej,

patriots, M‘d. bRy WL had ecome from Gibraltar. The Gib}'altar men
:P;tE:E:lea, ;ﬁ:: Dss:n:eh‘::f solidarity, while these were terrible snobs,
i

looked dow
E.I'I'Dgﬂnlr. uniwﬁiit}a meg f;: army reserve ﬂmﬂﬂrﬂ. who non
ther people as a lesser hreet. the Isle of Man h
¢ Thepmuﬁuﬁt?r of the thﬁﬁ;ﬁﬁm:&m&hfgug::: ‘:;ti:h from the Ca.na::
been xslmz;::ilnﬁI in T:;_::;E‘ﬁ_.;e_ They didn't like it. I don’t blame them. |
o s -'{,]q unhappy there myself when I had first come on board. But
?mﬂ bEEE e iﬁ These people demanded that we should be turned out
it was the only Wib, ¢ they should have them instead of us, because they
2 ﬂuru;aiv;nr:i,t}’ men and reserve officers, and therefore had more right to
:Lf::.. The British authorities took no notice of Cﬂ'“rsfe- ?Elroﬁ::e"gﬂ’ "‘";3
to put their demand to the German captains, snmiej of w Dmkl'n d'gﬁt?zp e
to give up their cabins to the newcomers. About a dozen w:ﬁ L gs did that,

Then they discovered that the Baron and his cligue h__ the ear of the

Adjutant. They got together. The same day an order was issued t!'ml: there
would now be a charge of a shilling for E:E{:'h cabin, and that those wh‘ﬂ
couldn’t pay would have to go to the dormitory. Everybody knew that this
was the work of the German superpatriots, w_‘hn came immediately after
with their baggage to take possession of the cabins. Manyz occupants reﬁ_ised
to leave, and had to be thrown out by British soldiers, while the new arrivals
stood there and loughed. — . .

The Adjutant must have realised what a storm of indignation this was
creating. The order was withdrawn. No further steps were taken to clear us
out of our cabins. We would have taught the crowd from the Canada a lesson
they wouldn't forget in a hurry

I was continuing my lectures. It was surprising that we hadn't been
discovered. Onece indeed during my third lecture, dealing with the nature
and development of nationalism, an English corporal walked in. He was a
friendly old chap, whom everybody called Dad. One of our comrades
explained to him that it was a Bible meeting, and he went away satisfied. I
AN Do de;lvc-ring a series of lectures on the different tendencies and

jb::;verm‘-:lnts in socialism. Our meetings were always well attended. 1 had

n able to get a few books from friends outside by Kropotkin, Reclus,
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pandauer and others. They went the rounds of our circle and served a very

pful purpose. .

w About the end of April Karl Meuel, who was the German captain in
charge of the dining-room, told me that the German captain-in-chief, a man
named Razier, ‘had informed him that the Adjutant, while discussing
Thatters of administration with him had asked what he knew of a prisoner
named Rocker. Razier said he knew me only by sight. He had never spoken
to me. He knew nothing bad about me. I was held in very high regard by
many of the prisoners.

The Adjutant asked him if he knew [ had been delivering a regular course
of lectures for the last few months. Razier said he didn’t know, What he
knew WaS that severa?l of us met every &vening in the smoking room to
discuss various guestions, b‘.'“' he wouldn't call that a course of lectures.
Then the Adjutant handed him a note, and said, “read that",

It was the work of an informer, unsigned of course. Tt told the military
authorities that T was holding secret meetings, and conducting anarchist
PrﬂPaEﬂnda, The Adjutant slmd this wasn’t the first note he had received,
about it. There had been six or seven before. All were anonymous. The
informers hadn"t the courage to sign their names. The Adjutant said that he

knew I was an anarchist; he had spoken to me about it, and I had never tried !

to conceal it. He said he thought the informers were a lot of skunks.

I wasn’t surprised. There were a lot of nasty people among our fellow %
prisoners, and we cnuldn't_ stop them coming into the room where the Q
lectures were held. It was nice of the Adjutant to refuse to pay attention to
anonymous notes. But now that he knew about the lectures should we
continue them? 1 decided we should. Indeed, the best way ta deal with the
informers would be for us to come out into the open. We decided to shew
ourselves on 1st May with our colours. Hundreds of prisoners on that day
wore the red ribbon in their buttonhole. We held a meeting in the afterncon.
We had songs and recitations, and I spoke about the meaning of May Day. I
infuriated the German patriots who wandered in to see what was going on
with my denunciation of the warmongers who had started this mass
slaughter which was decimating Europe.

While 1 spoke my friends noticed a prisoner named Korn sitting in a
corner taking notes of what 1 said. Korn was one of those who had come to
us from the Canada. He was a sort of Sunday preacher on board. If ever I
met a sanctimonious hypocrite it was Korn. He had devoted several of his
Sunday sermons to my wicked activity. He couldn’t understand why the
English authorities didn’t put a stop to this “professional revolutionary,
who had no respect for any of the human obligations.”

A few days later one of my friends told me there was a notice on the
blackboard forbidding all meetings, lectures and the like under severe i
penalties. I sat down at once and wrote a note to the Adjutant, according to
the regulations, asking for an interview. He gave me an appointment. I told
him I had come about the notice prohibiting meetings and lectures, 1
confessed that I had been delivering lectures for several months to a group
of prisoners. I hadn't notified him, because I hadn't been told that it was
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. My been about literature and social philosg
necessary. My lectures had all been e lectures looked forward to thzl::'

i d
The group of prisoners who attende i :
They found them an intellectual stimulus. Would he permit the lectureg to

ti 7

Ot sourse,” he said, “I know about your lectures. Your own people g,
: X ; ed.” He went on: n anythi

to it that 1 should be inform B Vwifl .1 5 i gr:,gnt,:

trof
suggest thal your lectures caused any A
1 have no objection to letting them go on now, provided you take compley,,

responsibility for any consequences that may follow.
1 zaid I would do that gladly. : & .
“Very well. See the censor, and tell him that I have given my consent fy,

your lectures.” )
T thanked him, and was leavin

Rocker Release Committee?” : .
1 told him it was a body composed of representatives of trades unions and

various political parties who were trying to secure my release.
“Do you think you'll be released?

1 don't, But my friends outside do.” _
“If you don't think so, you won't be disappointed. I asked you because tywg

gentlemen of the committee want to visit you. I shall send them permits.”

I went along to the censor, to tell him that the Adjutant had given his
consent for my lectures being continued. T thought the attendance woulg
fall off after this. On the contrary, there were more people at the next
lecture, some of whom, including Korn, came angry and indignant, to ses
what the “Reds” were up to. I have no doubt they expected British soldiers
to invade the place and carry me off to punishment.

I spoke on “Kropotkin and Social Darwinism”. When I had finished |
added: “I have something to say that will interest you. You will have seen
the announcement on the blackboard prohibiting meetings and lectures, |
know that this announcement made some of you feel very happy In fact it
was through anonymous letters that some of you here sent that the
command was informed about these lectures. The result is that these
lectures which were held till now in secret are now being held openly. The
Adjutant has given his consent to them. Thank you.”

g the room when he said: “What ig the
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My friends outside had not given -

already mentioned WA. Apploton, t;pe mﬂ Lat:_r,,r neln_crhre my release. I have
of Trades Unions, and James O'Grady Mp o le.ad? e General Federation
Party, who knowing me personally, wrote én the H[:;g ek o G

oy release and offsing 1o stand e, i me Seeretary asking for
Tul:ni‘ﬂ who was General SEETEtﬂJ’_',I' of th: - Mational i

Assistants, Warehousemen and Clerks also worked l]:m Tiion_of Sheo
was not for want of trying by all these friends of m: N an. my behalf It
to get me released failed. The application mad
Appleton and O'Grady received the followi
December 1914 to “James O'Grady, Esq. MP*.

Dear Sir,

I am desired by the Home Sec )
signed by yourself and Mr. Apﬁ:ﬂl ﬁﬁkﬂw‘;dﬁem“ rE“:}Ft of the letter
and to say that he will make enquiry in Lhﬂ““*mﬂ o case of Rudolf Rocker,

interned as a prisoner of war, the decision as ta ‘].]lr-‘,” Me. Rocker h“:hﬁ
release rests wi

military authorities, but Mr. McKe 7 v ;
in which he can make remmﬁmgﬂ'ﬁ:;“fu““““'ﬂ" whether this case is one

Yours faithfully
L.N.A. Finlay

Over a month later, on 28th Janu 1915. t
Reginald McKenna, wrote to App]m:nr]_ e he Home Secretary, Mr.

Dear Mr Appleton,

I have made enquiry about Mr Rudslf Rocker and | am informed that after

careful consideration the military authoriti
: ; es regret tha
authorise his release from internment. = AN

I wasn't surprised. I had expected it. The police knew all about me, all about
my past activities. There was no question of suspecting me as an agent of
the Kaiser and of the German military machine. But they knew I was
strongly opposed to the war, so I had no illusions about being released before
the war was over. But my friends outside were more hopeful, and they did
not slacken their efforts. Twenty-four East End trades unions and
representatives of all shades of socialist opinion met and formed the Rocker
Release Committee, and this body launched a mass petition to the
government for my release, I was widely known through the work 1 had
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syt thousands of signaty
e i e o e, 2% 18 P Tt
Jothing dileel A
E“;:::‘,ﬂ“-‘r‘ﬁ} s wal'lf:';i ;:ln the East End. But all the large hay),
. ead. ;
th“:ﬂtﬂh::ﬁ-ftimﬂtﬁe“ﬁzﬁhy got the Mile End Eﬂ{pl]l“ﬂjﬂr 4;1" April, the
only datc available for a long time :uhepd, it left only ?Eut: 152?': ‘;Ee E;regar"fﬂ
the meeting. It gave no time for getting speakers l:.] pwem % grﬂ keﬂ;-m ardie
and Ramsay MacDonald had agreed to speak, h“z; il fasbidrsin speak
that particular night in Norwich. They wrote pl hg;unlgd e l:eﬂ p :“F'Pﬂrt to
the committee, and asked that their messages s G ut to the
meeting. Several other speakers who had prom . 'dDdTome u:-ere alan
engaged elsewhere that evening. So the committee clreh Lpnrs pone the
meeting. Before a new date could be fixed the mnk_mg of the Lusitania by 5
German submarine on Tth May ruusl:dt;;uch anti-German feeling that j;
o hold the meeting.
wﬁ:ﬂiﬁ :: ::f\:l:ef;:lﬁ:;;uminent in all sections of the Bt:itish trade union
and socialist movement had been approached to speak. With one exception
they all agreed to come if they were free on the date arranged, and they sent
messages of support. The one exception was H;m_dman, the leader of the
Social Democratic Party, the outstanding Marxist in the country. He wrote

the following:
0 Queen Anne's Gate, Westminster, a5th March, 1915.

Rocker Release Conference,
Dear Sir, .
1 cannot see my way to take any part In the Rocker Release Conference
without much more information than you give me in your letter. Already 1
know of more than one case where sureties have been deceived, Kropotkin
can know little of the circumstances, and I doubt if Messrs. Appleton and
O'Grady are ready to go quite so far as you suggest. Perhaps you can give me

more facts?
Yours truly,

H.M. Hyndman.

Hyndman knew me personally. I had often met him at the time of the
Montjuich Affair, and had supplied him with material that was sent to me
from Madrid, He knew I had left Germany for political reasons and was a
political refugee in England. He knew all about my many years of activity
in the East End, so that the tone of his letter was really strange. I shrugged
my shoulders when [ read it. But my [riends outside were indignant, Why
had he thrown doubt on their knowledge of the case? Why did he impute to
me the possibility of having deceived them? Why had he suggested that
Kropotkin and Appleton and O'Grady might not be ready to go so far as
they had already undertaken in their communications to the Home
Secretary? '

Alexander Shapiro, who was the Secretary of the Rocker Release
Conference, wrote to Hyndman:
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“ t if Messrs. Appleton and O" mﬂ"mﬂuﬂagl' and that you
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brought in a few lines. I would never have ;l::mtmnm.m ::-uu be
and 'Grady were Lo be sureties had this not iy 5 Pac 10 rn_]mpplﬂn
much better to make enquiries whether the facts stated in"mu""u ve been
correct before throwing doubts on them. As a matter of fact ¥ letter were
and O'Grady not only wanted to be sureties for Rocker, but lhrfm‘.m
approached the Home Secretary with reference to his possible release
know our friend Rocker personally, and they know that he is a man 'hﬂﬂhm
be trusted.

As stated in my first letter, Rocker has lived in England fi
years, and has taken an active part in the labour mﬁﬂmmrl-]u;?;m twq::g.‘r
only among the Jewish workers, but also in the English labour mwh;”m“'ﬂmL 58
Germany he worked in the Social Demoeratic Party, but afterwards he joi

the antimilitarist and anarchist movement, and he iz internati Joined
in this world, as you are known in the social demoeratie wwlmﬂuﬁf known

This conference, which is working for his release, is a body of all the East End
trades unions, workers' eéircles, anarchist groups and also the Jewish Social
Democratic Party The whole conference is ready to be sureties for him. As to
Kropotkin — he does know the circumstances, as he is a personal friend ol
Rocker for the past nineteen years. From the moment Rocker was arrested
Kropotkin has worked hard to gel him released. He wrote to Mr
Massingham, the editor of the Nation, who approached the Home Secretary.
He also wrote to Josiah Wedgwood ME Cunninghame Graham, Ben Tillet and
others. Even now when he is seriously ill in bed Kropotkin has written to me
to gend him all the letters inviting speakers to the 4th April meeting, so that
he may append his signature. As you see Kropotkin therefore knows all the
circumsiances, and vour remark that he can know little of them is very far
fetched.

I could mention to you a score of other well-known people in the general
labour and socialist movement who have taken an active part in the
movement to secure Rocker's release, They have failed because the political
police are against Rocker as they are against all revolutionaries. If the
authorities would have arrested him for his revolutionary propaganda we
should not have been surprised. We are protesting against his internment As

an enemy alien.

If the authorities would ask for twenty British-born l:ﬁpﬂnmhle sureties we
could obtain them, for RHocker has many friends in the Engl:shtlthuur
movement. You have yoursell spoken more than once from the same p :ll';ll;.?:
as Rocker, and [ have seen you listen to him attentively. I am writing s
to you not to try to persuade you to come to our rr!.m::; us one ;

speakers, but to show you that you have been in error in the hasty reply you

made to us.
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. r. He was not a small man, and he
Hyndman never an_swered this 11:;‘; ml:vaman ¢ in many ways. But he wasg
rendered much service to the soci T e by the war emotion that
so carried away, as many others were al that time By
. - - 1o of the Lusitania had set off a new wave
he could not judge fairly. The sinking © b o vollow press did niot hesitate
':f am‘_'?fxrmt?r:iinfe;: tﬁiﬁﬁﬁm were still at liberty were attacked
;3tl;m£ted. There were mob riots and violence. Men hk{& Horatio
Bottom!ley worked up the passions of the mob. En one of his E:lrtm es in John
Bull, of which he was editor, he called for “A New VEI'I‘E_tl:-& = Blood
Revenge”, the title of his article, against all ,Ger AT hvm.gt in Great
Britain. Some time after the war this superpatriot was exposed in the law
courts As & common Togue and swindler, zf,n:} was sent to prison. He
exemplified Dr Johnsan’s dictum that “Patriotism is the last refuge of a
scoundrel”. But at this time he was a powerful -'.iama_.gngue. and many
honest people whose only crime was that they were born in E_'rermﬂ.n}r had to
suffer because of incitement by people like him. He wasn't the nnl:y omne.
There were others of the same kind busily at work doing the same mischief
i the warring countries.
! '?‘Jie T_.1.1sit:a.rni:aiH disaster also hit us on the Royal Edward. Our super-
German patriots who instead of saying “Good murnin_g“ greeted each
other with Gott strafe England, to which those of their kmu_:!. gave the
accepted response, Gott strafe es, went mad with joy. A few I.dh:.]LE ever
demonstrated their joy to the English soldiers on board, and it led to
fights. One of the worst of these people was Korn, who rushed about
among his friends like a lunatic, shaking hands and I'Epeatn.:]g.
“Congratulations”. This snivelling hypocrite who was always talking
about the love of the Saviour and about forgiveness and mercy to all
people hadn’t a moment’s thought for all the innocent women and
children who lost their lives on the Lusitania.

1 don't say that the sinking of the Lusitania was worse than the hellish
air raids by both sides, in which many defen celess people, including women
and children, were killed. There is no “civilised warfare”. Bul to go about
rejoicing over the sinking of a big ship with women and children on board
seemed to me barbarous.

The Adjutant took action against our idiots by tightening the discipline
on board in such a way that we all suffered from it. Every day new punitive
regulations were issued, whose only purpose was to make everybody
miserable. Stopping our post was an inhuman thing to do at a time when we
knew there were anti-German riots in London, and many of our people were
worried about their families there,

On the night of 12th May we were wakened from our sleep by heavy
firing. ":Wl: looked up from the narrow passage next to our cabin and saw
searchlights and, caught in them, two Zeppelins flying very high. The guns
of Southend and Sheerness were firing at them. We read in the papers next
day that the ?Eﬁppehns had been over London, doing much damage. We had
seen them flying back to Germany. A week later we were again wakened at
night by heavy firing and by what sounded like the dropping of explosives.
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{n the morning we heard that the Germa
hﬂ.d d‘-gpped bﬂl‘l’lh&h

On 27th May, round about naoon, 1 was standing wi i :
ship's rail, looking as I ﬂi‘fl!n did down into the!;EaﬁéE;d::?;: ;i:gl:ﬂpmtht
of fire rose from the direction of Sheerness. We heard a dull rear Then there
oame a pillar of smoke that stood like a giant palm in the sky all the rest of
that day. We felt that something horrible had happened. Then we read in the
papers that the “Princess Irene” had blown up. The ship had been loaded
with explosives. It was a terrible tragedy. Over 300 people had lost their

ns had been over Southend and

ives.

B About that time, in the last week of May, we were informed that both the
Royal Edward and the Saxonia were to be cleared. We didn’t know where we
were to be transferred. Two days later we were told to pack our things, and
then we learned that on 1st June we would go to Alexandra Palace, in North
London. I could hardly sleep that night. I was on deck very early. The
weather was glorious. At 1lam a tender came to take us off. We walked off
the Southend Pier to be met by a sullen ecrowd, who stared at us angrily. But
no attempt was made to rush us or to insult us as when we had come to
gouthend. There were no threats and no abuse. We were met by dead
gilence.

When we came to the railway station our train was already waiting for us

and it soon moved off. It did my eyes good to see fields and trees again after
such a long time imprisoned on a ship.

The sight of the familiar crowded Londen streets when we arrived there
moved me tremendously. We soon reached Wood Green, and got out. We

marched slowly up the hill that is topped by the building known as
Alexandra Palace. This was our new internment camp.
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Chapter 30
Alexandra Palace

1 didn't _get. a happy impression of our new hﬂm:é ﬁi;‘:::?ﬂ:; ‘:]hixﬂndra
Palace tired out and hungry, but before we we h I Erangd
central hall of the palace we were lined up on the terrace that runs all raung
the palace building, and after being kept waiting endlessly we were counteg
all over again to see if we were all there. Inside we had to atanld up to listen
to an address by the Commandant of the Camp, Lt. Colonel R.S. Frowq,
Walker, a grey-haired old gentleman, with the unmistakable bearing of the
regular soldier. He stood in the middle of the Hall with his OmL‘EfE roungd
him, and ran his eye quickly and appraisingly over us. HF Bpuka-. quietly angd
deliberately, emphasising his points with his cane. He said that if we ?bq_::yed
orders and behaved ourselves we would have no cause to mpplmn, He
seemed to have made a good impression on most of my fellow-prisoners, byt
I am afraid not on me. He looked too much the military man to have any
understanding for civilian prisoners. After his talk we were numbered off in
companies, and each was given his place in the camp, and a numl‘mr_ 1 was
Number 4040, in Company 4 in which I had a number of my old friends. We
were quartered in the vast grand central hall. o E

Alexandra Palace, a big building covering over seven acres, 1s situated in
Alexandra Park, a huge space of over 200 acres in North London, just
beyond Highgate it runs from Muswell Hill to Wood Green. It was built as
the cultural and entertainment centre for North London. The grand central
hall had been used as a concert hall. It will give an idea of its size to
remember that it seated 12,000 peaple, besides the orchestra of 2,000. It was
immensely high, with a semi-circular roof supported on four rows of
columns. Along both sides stood the statues of the Kings and Queens of
England, from William the Conqueror to Queen Victoria, and Oliver
Cromwell among them, placed right next to Charles I. There was a statue of
Shakespeare at the entrance,

Behind rose the huge balcony which had accommodated the orchestra
and choir, and the gigantic grand organ. On the left a lot of doors led to a
part of the building that was always kept locked and was shut off in addition
by a big railing. On the right. glass doors led to a bare space called the
Italian garden. It had been used in peace time for the exhibition of tropieal
plants. The doors could be opened, but there were gates just beyond them
which barred us from going further. The orchestra was also shut off from
the rest of the central hall by a grille. There was a roughly constructed
platform behind it from which the whole great hall could be observed. Day
and night there was an armed sentry pacing heavily up and down that
platform, with fixed bayonet. There was a similar platform at the entrance
to the hall, with another armed sentry.
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: E’EB stiactobeby tised out. Lot ﬁil':.li:g::r;gea Bl'll!ﬁ]ihr'm feet high.
to me also kept tossing on his bed. I lay awake t]]:.a wink. Karl who lay next
a wasted existence. For the first time sinee n:t Ting ha his wu,rﬂﬂ"‘r
escape. Then I must have dozed off. [ was wak,e:e;rgm ; hem to think of
the signal to get up. ¥ the whistle which was

Breakfast over, we all had to stand b
an officer in charge, but the muuting}::dbgﬁg: ::::ﬁ‘_d- There was
figures usually didn’t tally, so that we had to be counted tw Imﬂ thbie
over before the officer was satisfied. Then we lined up in t g urh : e
waiting till they were opened. A military es ’ wen by the.doces,

: ] cort then marched ue to the
compound, a big space overgrown with grass and fenced off all round with
barbed wire, Tllmre were sentry-boxes on three sides, so placed that nothi
could be done in the compound whick escaped notice by the sentries, We
were kept under strict watch. g

But the feel of the ground and the grass under
menths we had been cooped up on the ﬁyal Edwar;u]:u:‘es; a;.ll'ﬂe;: :Hg:::
mood. Some of our people rolled in the grass like children, overjoyed. At 9am
the Sergeant-Major arrived, and we formed into companies. We .Istmd at
attention for about an hour till the commandant came with his attending
officers and wished us good morning. He spoke with our company leaders,
and then went off with his staff. When we found that this farce was to be
repeated every day, our spirits fell,

At 12.30 we lined up again in twos, and marched with our military escort
up the terrace. Half-way up we were ordered to halt. At one o’clock the
Commandant appeared on the terrace with a group of ladies and gentlemen
who wanted to have a look at “the Huns". We were counted all over again,
and then we went in to lunch. The same thing was repeated in the
afternoon, and we were marched back from the compound into the camp at
6.30pm. We had supper, and were counted for the third time. 1 felt
thoroughly sick of it. Surely it was enough that we were kept as prisoners,
under strict watch and guard, without all this military marching and
counting and discipline. We were not =oldiers who had been captured in
battle. We were civilians., Most of us had never worn uniform in our lives.
And this was in England, which had been so free from militarism.

A few days after our arrival a wave of excitement swept through the
camp. We were going to have elections for a new camp administration, and
for what was called our battalion leader. Our German patriots who had
managed to get separate quarters for themselves on the Royal Edward now
lived like the rest of us, only they had their own separate companies. They
were determined to capture the camp administration, and to have their man
elected battalion leader Their candidate was Marschthaler, a _Swnbian
nobleman; they launched a big campaign for him in the camp. But it tm
out that the Commandant hadn't meant us to have real elections. He just
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appointed our old captai ~d them to elect one of their number as hﬂttaliun

administration, and he ask
- vided into three battalions, T,

di
The whole camp at Alexandra Palace was e T in the milifle wir

; ight Battal
our left was Battalion A. To auz‘:g:: of the three. Each battalion wag

Battalion B, the largest :51 n o ttation hed thirteen companies. Each
organised in companies. Qur ba ooy sty i
; isted of 80 to 100 men, and eac - or
mrr-'ﬂ'tp‘i!mr Jﬁﬂsiffs responsible for keeping order and for cleanliness; he
S o hich he passed
iv uests and petitions for the Commandant, whis pas on
ﬁt;ﬁ t’;::.- bﬂ.tta]innp'leadm‘. There were also thed:ia?;ts?_rar?mlﬂ
consisting of ten men each, headed by a cal:tam. who di : 2 hﬂl ¥ cleaning
— basins, baths and latrines. They were paid a small sum for that oqt of the
battalion funds, for they released the other prisoners from t?:mae duties. The
rest of ns were only required to keep our sleeping F—fﬂd eating places Ell?fan_
There was a Mess leader, also with the rank of captain, who was responsible
for keeping order at meal times and for the serving of the meals. Each
battalion therefore had fifteen captains, all under the battalion 1e_ader,

The captains at their meeting elected a man named Kollin as the
battalion leader. The group of German patriots wl’gﬂ had put up
Marschthaler as their candidate were furious. They disputed Kolh‘n‘s
authority, and demanded that the whole battalion ghould elect the battalion
leader. The Commandant stopped that by annuuncing: two days later at our
morning parade in the compound that he had given his approval t-:: Kollurfs
election, and he wanted it to be considered final. I h:_ad no rﬂlntmnlg with
either of the two men, but it seemed to me that Kollin, who had lived in
England for many years was better equipped for the job than M_arsnhthalren
1 wasn't sure though that Kollin would be able to assert his authority
against so much vehement opposition. It wasn't easy to get on with the
Commandant, and on the other side our group of German patriots could
make things very difficult for him. Kollin wasn't the man to put up a fght.

All the internees were in a bad mood, thoroughly fed up, full of
complaints and grievances. We were all upset over some of the stupid
regulations that were imposed with no other purpose, it seemed, than to be
irritating and to make us feel small and humiliated. One puts up with all
sorts of unpleasant things that appear to be necessary. But there was no
excuse for these petty annoyances. They may not have been intended as
such, but that is the impression they left with us. We saw no reason [or the
daily parades in the compound, and for being counted over and over again.
Sometimes we had to stand for hours in the hot sun till the Commandant
appeared, Lo wish us good morning. Some of the older people dropped off
their feet. More than one fainted and collapsed. Counting us three times a
day took an intolerable time, and almost always there had to be several
recounts,

There were no latrines in the compound; we had to ask the sentry for
permission ta go back to the camp. As a rule he kept us waiting till there
were four or five of us who had to make the journey. Then he called out the
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guard, and one soldier with fixed bayonet led the procession, and another
marched behind. Up the slope of the terrace we went, and the two guards
posted themselves at the door till we were all ready to march down again
There was no reason at all for this, because the harbed wire emﬂmu
all mm:‘tj' with armed soldiers at every point, made any attempt to escape
impossinie.

The three armed sentries in the grand hall who paced heavily up and
down all night kept everyhody awake. The sentries were changed every two
hours, and then there was a lot of stamping, presenting arms, and shouted
orders of command. Those who had fallen asleep were wakened by it. The
fact that all these things were afterwards done away with, shows that they
were never necessary.

After our first month at Alexandra Palace we were told to our v great
delight that we could now have one visitor a month, for twantyeginutﬂ
each visit. Our joy didn't last long. Qur visitors were shown ints a room
with two long tables in it, each of them three feet wide, and with a partition
fifteen inches high fixed to the middle of the tahle to prevent any contact
between the prisoner and his visitor. The prisoner sat on one side of the
table and his visitor on the other, with a soldier between every two visitors.
We were not allowed to shake hands, not even with wife or child. There was
an officer present to watch everything we did.

I couldn’t believe it, till I experienced it myself. At Olympia we had been
permitted to embrace wife and child. On the Royal Edward hushand and
wife could sit together and hold hands.

Then Milly came to see me, with our small son Fermin. When I saw the
partition T told the officer in charge that I didn’t want the visit, He was a
middle-aged man, who was always decent to us, and he was taken aback. [
explained to him that 1 thought too much of my wife to expose her to such
a humiliating performance,

“But it's the Commandant’s orders,” he said.

“I know,” 1 told him. “I am not complaining about you.”

“But don't you realise what you're doing?” he argued. “Your wife and
child have been waiting for weeks for their turn to visit you. Now vou want
to send them away without seeing them. I'll do what I can to make it as easy
as possible for you. Please take your seat at the table.”

Of course he was right. It would have been a shame for Milly and the boy
to go back home without having a word with me.

"Wery well," I said. “But I'll tell them never to visit me again under these
conditions."

The other prisoners who were waiting in the room for their visitors hung
on to every word of this conversation. I could see from their faces that ] was
giving expression to their own feelings. Our visitors were shown in. Milly
and the boy rushed towards me; but a soldier stopped them, and showed
thern where they had to sit. The officer in charge called the soldier over, and
after he had spoken to him the soldier stopped where he was, standing by
the side of the officer. Milly saw that 1 was agitated. I told her what had
happened, and then I had to give my attention to young Fermin, who kept
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i would be coming home,
-.al;mhg i ﬁi‘]ﬂizfdxF:ﬂEL;?;r;?ILas still very much worked
t happened to : ing to it in my letter to Milly,
up over this business, and I couldn’t help referring S s i
I wrote that 1 would much rather she didn't come e ora
under these humiliating conditions. I knew the censn::' “I;OU 17w ll;ﬂu
such a letter. He would probably give it to the Comman _anﬂ. at o ::h ki
ned to his presence, and I might be purglshﬂd for it. But I ha ave
::;;H&gng out witﬂ the Commandant, even if it u:Eeant Pu:—:;ShimE“L A ‘?\iﬁk
later my Company leader told me I was wanted in the orderly Tﬁg" at
was where the Commandant sat every other day from IDan} to 11: rum to
listen to complaints and to receive requests. Interviews \'i:lth the
Commandant were not considered a pleasant way afgpendmgtﬂur;mm. The
experience of most of the prisoners was that he was generally ina ad‘ mood,
angry and irritable. He wasn’t a young man any longer, and he was in very
bad health. 1f he had a fairly good day he was very decent, and if somebody
was lucky enough to put his request to him on a good day he would ]Jl‘(::hﬂbl:lr
agree to it readily. But if he was in pain and bad tempered you couldn’t talk
tﬂi‘ﬂ:‘:&s sure it was my letter he wanted to see me about. My Company
leader took me to the pagoda, a small wooden building which had been used
as a refreshment room for visitors to Alexandra Palace. It was now used ag
the orderly room. About a dozen other prisoners were wailing there when
we arrived, men belonging to all three battalions.

The censor and several other officers sat at a long table. Suddenly officers
and soldiers jumped to attention: "The Cummandgmt!“ A sergeant opened the
door, and saluted. The old man came in, waved his hand, and the li&f'ﬁ‘::Ers sat
down again. The censor laid the first case before him. Plainly he was in a bad
mood. He was terribly impatient. He couldn't be bmhmd to pay attention to
us. He got rid of us as quickly as he could, with a laconic yes or no.

Then my turn came. | went up to the table, and saw that the
Commandant was reading my letter. He read it through, leaned back in his
chair, and looked me up and down, Then he said: “Did you write this letter?™

“Yes,"” I answered. He stared at me grimly. Then he banged his fist on the
table and roared:

“It's a damned insulting letter! What on earth made you write such
impertinence!"

I bit my lip, to keep back the words on my tongue. I said: *I wrote what I

felt. 1 feel the same about it now. And | would write the same thing now."
The censor and the other officers looked at me strangely. Nobody had ever
spoken to the Commandant like that before. He lost his temper with me.
"You dare to say in your letter that this is nothing else but cruelty. What
do you mean by that? Are you accusing me of being cruel?”
“I didn’t say that you personally were cruel, I meant the system.”
“What is there cruel about it?”
“Don’t you call it cruel if my wife and child come to see me and I mustn’t

hold their hand? I call that cruel. We were allowed to do it at Olympia, and
on the Roval Edward.”
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“Damn Olympia! Damn the Rayal Edward!” he atormed. “My job is to

that nnt!J;dJ" ﬂﬂe‘:]“ilglﬁ":{'lﬁhing inta this place or out of it. Your letter ::
i of damn mpertinence!

::fnn; Redbpraigh Do you know that T can have you severely

I said: “Yes, I know that you can have me punished. T am here at your

mercy. But your punishing me won't change the way I feel about it. If you

were in my place you would feel just the same as I do.”

The Gﬂ-m:r; 1“:'1}‘]3:1:;5 me with interest. The sergeant stood impassive, as
ough he hadn’t heard. The old ; i E
;1:: spg;;c st v man stared at me, and said nothing. Then

“You shouldn’t have written this letter You sh
request to me‘hi'ﬂdsee t:l} it that next time your wife
can hold your hand, and you may hold your child i arms.™

I thanked him, and the censor called the next .c:iﬁ 1']I‘Ihe other prisoners
who had been waiting their turn in the orderly room and had heard my talk
with the Commandant soon spread the news through the camp, and
wherever | went people looked at me with gratitude in their eyes i

A few days later somebody who had received visitors told me that the
partitions had been taken away from the tables and that the prisoners had
been allowed to embrace their wives and children,

A good many people who had been on the Royal Edward with me now
begged me to start another series of lectures. I was willing to do that. but 1
didn't see where we could meet. Then we discovered that there was a large
theatre in the Palace. We formed a lecture committee, on whose behalf my
friends Papenberg and Karl Meuel addressed an application to the
Commandant for permission to use the theatre. They had to go to see him:
they found him in a very good mood. After he had put several questions to
them he gave permission for us to have our lectures once a wesk in the
theatre, on the understanding that we would not discuss present-day
politics, and that the lectures would not start any disturbances in the camp.
Prisoners in all the three battalions could attend the lectures.

We decided to keep to literature. | suggested a series on “Tolstoy as Artist
and Social Philosopher”. Some who had heard my lecture on the Rayal
Edward on "Six Figures in World Literature” asked me to repeat that
lecture. [ agreed to do so. As soon as our patriotic clique heard what we were
doing they set up a howl. They threatened that they would break up our
meeting. They told Kollin that it was his duty as battalion leader to go to
the Commandant at once and to tell him that I was an anarchist, and make
him cancel the lectures, Kollin refused to do that.

My first lecture was arranged for 21st June. The day before, Kollin came
to tell me that some of our patriots had been to the Commandant and had
saicdd that if | spoke there would be disturbances in the camp. The
Commandant didn't want any trouble and had withdrawn his permission.

That started a riot in our hattalion. The great majority of the men were
on our side, and they made it quite clear to the members of this small clique
how they felt about it. The clique hadn't expected this sort of reaction; they
sent one of their members to ask me to use my influence to calm my friends,

ould have sent your
comes to visit you she
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to have anything to do with him or his fﬁe::tdl:.
A petition did go to the Commandant, wit

rencwed his permission.
The theatre was pack
members of the clique came along,
revolutionary tirade. Of course I.here_
must have sat there feeling rather silly.
interest had been stirred up in my lectures, an

come to hear me.

§79 signatures on it, and he

ture, on 12th July. Some of the
piaryd Erﬁltcfeflnuht expecting to hear a fiery
was no such thing; 1 imagine they
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i i .sit in the middle of July, and addressed ug
s vr s wf‘;u]:d. He repeated the old story that God

in the theatre. He wasn't very pro :
had sent the war as a punishment for our sins, 50 t.h_atFWE s!?m.lld repent and
be better people. We had visits from all sorts of missionaries and religious

cranks, who tried to win our souls. One d?stributed prlnt.i__'d pm&cmds
addressed to “Christ who saves from sin”, 1:a».rhm‘f': we Were %mg'n Hnn send
to the headquarters of some missionary sociely 11 London. We werfm poded
with religious tracts, even from Germany One day rﬂtulrmﬂa ﬁm the
compound we found a German tract on each bed — “Three letters. h11 open
word and an earnest greeting to our fellow-countrymen in the Britis ! prison
camps.” The three letters were from a German clergyman, a German
woman and a German doctor; their purpose was to warn us against sexual
perversion. I wish the lady had heard some of the ITETI:IEIJ']'EE our men made
about her well-intentioned but very stupid Exhortatirrms.

The whole atmosphere in the camp was hecoming unbearﬂ_ble_ Pgt-,t}r
annoyances and red tape regulations were heaped upon us, sometimes quite
senseless, as when we found a notice on the h-uard one day Eell:ng us to
inform our correspondents that they must keep their letters brief, and that

date of the announcement no letters would

beginning a fortnight from the :
be delivered to us if they exceeded the stipulated length. Now the censor

knew that there was no chance of passing this information to our people in
time; he usually kept our letters for a fortnight before he forwarded them.
Besides, many of us got letters from abroad which took longer than a
fortnight in transmission. Max Grohe, who was in my company, used to live
in the Argentine. He had a small business there. He fell ill, and decided to
go to Berlin for an operation. He sailed in July 1914; the war broke out
while he was on the boat. The British Stnppﬂd his ship, and he found himself
interned. Three weeks after the announcement had been made he was
informed that three letters had arrived from his wife in the Argentine, but
he couldn't have them because they were too long. Grohe pointed out that
even in peacetime it took three weeks for a letter to reach London from the
Argentine, so that his wife couldn't have had his warning in time. It was
useless. Orders were orders. Grohe didn't get his letters. Anyone who has
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any idea what letters from home meant to us, what they must mean to
apyone in our position, will understand how this arbitrary action affected
us. Repeated acts of this kind roused the indignation of the prisoners to
boiling Pml]:tv ?"Ei :I"]“ ?’E'ﬂﬁinu seemed imminent.

I felt sick of it all; I began to consider the possibili escape. i
geern difficult to get out of Alexandra Pa]m?oﬁe di:'i}:m?.:i]ty was tI: ﬁ:dn .:
hiding place outside. The police wouldn’t rest, of course, till they got hold of
me again. 1 didn’t like the idea of being cooped up in some hole for the
duration of the war, and endangering my friends who would agree to risk
giving me shelter. What I wanted was to find out if there was any chance to
get out of England into a neutral country. If there was, I could work out a
plﬂﬂ of escape.

I would have to talk it over with some of my comrades outside. How? It
wasn't possible during visits. I couldn’t even hint at it. I could try smuggling
a letter out. But suppose it was intercepted? It would cause a Iot of trouble
to anyone to whom I addressed it. Somebody would have to slip out of the
Palace at night, meet my friends, and return to the camp with his
information the same night, before we had to get up, before we were
counted. I couldn’t go myself, because people in the East End knew me too
well, and 1 was afraid of being recognised.

I spoke to August Ludolf Arndt, a young Hamburger whom 1 had got to
know at Olympia. I had found him devoted to our cause. He was intelligent
and educated, calm and self-possessed, brave and daring, and 1 could trust
him to the death. He begged me to let him make the attempt. He said he had
been contemplating escape himself He had discovered some loose floor-
boards in the washroom. He took them up one night and found a hollow
space in which a man could move about comfortably. He hadn’t explored
further; he was afraid to do so unless he had someone there to stand by to
warn him if anyone was coming.

We went to look at the place. We had to take a candle to light our way. We
found there was a passage under the flooring that led straight to the
underground railway. Before the war Alexandra Palace had its owm
underground station, for the erowds coming to the exhibition. Since it was
turned into an internment eamp the trains had stopped running. We
explored further another night, and found the passage led into the disused
railway tunnel, and that we could make our way out from there to Wood
Green Station. From Wood Green Station we could easily get into the street
through the air shaft. Things were more promising than we had expected.

Arndt knew little English. I made him repeat my home address until he
knew it by heart. Then I explained to him very carefully how to get there
from Wood Green without having to ask the way.

He left Alexandra Palace at 10pm on the night of 14th July. I reckoned he
ghould reach my home before midnight. He should be there for about an
hour. He need only communicate what I had in mind. If they hit on a plan,
my friends would find a way to get in touch with me. It was very important
that Arndt should be back in the camp before daybreak, in time for the

counting.

181

—-‘-‘-

TR




P

1 lay awake all night waiting for him. He ‘didn't come. Thl:}:lﬁpal to get
up sounded. We would soon be counted and his al;n_sence would I:l“nvemd'
Suppose he had been delayed? He couldn't get into the pelace by day. He
would have to hang around somewhere and try to come back at night. We
must somehow prevent his ahsence being noticed. It could be dunel. During
the counting one of us who had already been counted could slip roung
among those who were still being counted, to make up the number. We dig
manage it.

We repeated the trick in the evening. The trouble was that our company
leader had noticed it. He hadn't said anything in the morning, nor in the
evening, but he was warried that the authorities w.'::uid find out and he
would get the blame. About an hour after tha-_ cuuntrng h,ﬂ reported ﬂ.m_t
Arndt was missing. The Commandant wasn't in t.'he_ building at the time
When he returned and was told the whole place was in an uproar.

It was just after 10pm. Most of us were asleep; the rule was hed_ at 9. Keys
rattled, doors banged, cries of command were shouted, all the lights went
on. The Commandant came with some of his officers and a company of
soldiers and called for the battalion leader. They proceeded to Company 4,
Our Company leader who had reported the missing man stood trembling,
The Commandant raved at him. How had it happened! Where had the man
got to! Why hadn't he seen him and stopped him! The Commandant slashed
his cane about furiously across Arndt’s bed, like a madman.

The whole enormous place with over a thousand people rudely wakened
from their sleep was like a madhouse. Everybody wanted to know what was
going on. Only our Company knew that Arndt was missing. Some of the men
made nasty remarks about the Commandant’s behaviour. It made him
madder still. He ordered some of the men to be put in the guard room for
insubordination. That made things worse. It was past eleven before the
Commandant left us muttering wild threats of what he was going to do to us,

In the morning it started all over again. We were not allowed to leave the
hall. The compound was out of bounds. An hour later an announcement was
made that we would be confined to battalion quarters for three days. Visits
and letters were being stopped for three weeks.

That brought things to a climax. The prisoners had been feeling sullen
and resentful for a long time. Now they were in open revolt.

I discussed the situation with my friends, and it was decided that all
Company leaders should resign; the Commandant should be told that they
could not under such conditions take responsibility for keeping order among
the prisoners. Some of the Company leaderg didn’t like it, but the feeling in
the whole camp was so strong that they could not resist it.

Just before midday a detachment of soldiers marched into the hall with
loaded rifles. The Commandant strode behind them, took up his position
and tried to speak to us. But there was such a roar of protest that it drowned
his voice completely. I felt this was getting dangerous. It was a good thing to
show the Commandant that there was a limit to what we would put up with,

but we didn't want any shooting. Some of us tried to restore order, and we
succeeded.
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The old man looked at the an
eyelash. When we got quiet rﬁf:fe;ﬂﬂb unmov
every word. It was clear from hig fir
mood. Instead of repeating his thre
e et
I cou ardly believe it was the :
nishment not as a collective Wn:Ja::?uTTnt;;sme::: % h;d el
had insulted his officers. He had ful] power to enforee hj P'%deut because we
no intent_ic:n of using it against defencelesy people if ﬂ? Srecrs, Bat e has
of achiEVlflEhthE 5dame result through an ““dﬂrﬁtﬂndingem was any chance
His speech made a good impression o # i
if we had any complaints, He looked atn u?em?ﬂh.: rmfl:;d hp: asked
fixed him with his eye and said: "Have you any complai :f- Al
Luckily the man he had picked on, Munding, was m:_l A fool
not afraid to speak. He told him straight out : W00 S0 i

that we w i
civilians, and t‘hat was what we wanted to be treated 1i]f:e Hnenﬁﬂim i
not satisfied with the internal administration and wanted a new electm

our captains. About Arndt he said it was im ible i ousan
people who hadn't any idea of what he was duli]:;?for tﬁlxtnffha:;a“_ w:
were not supposed to be puards there.

When Munding had finished the Commandant said
government considered us war prisoners because we had all done
service We made it clear at once that hundreds of us had never :::—:
uniform or handled a gun. That surprised him.

In the end the Commandant cancelled all punishments, and ordered fresh
elections for our administration, to be held that same afternoon. He said he
would discuss the other questions with our battalion leader.

He was cheered as he left the hall with his officers and soldiers.
Everybody was delighted. We sat down to our midday meal feeling much
happier. Immediately after the meal we started preparations for the new
elections. My friends urged me to let my name go forward as battalion
leader. It was not the thing | wanted. But I couldn’t get out of standing as
candidate for Company leader. The whole company insisted that I should.
They said that if there was to be a reorganisation of our administration 1
must be in it to help to reorganise it. When the votes were counted I had
polled 98 votes out of the total 98,

Kollin felt that he stood no chance of being confirmed in his post as
battalion leader, and he refused to stand. Munding was elected by a big
majority. Hall the old captains were re-clected. There were six new
Company leaders. Munding informed the Commandant of the result, and
we held our first meeting of the captains immediately after.

Just before bedtime an English corporal told us that Arndt had been
arrested that afternoon near Alexandra Palace, and was in the guard room
now. I had been thinking about him all the time, wondering why he hadn’t
come back. I had never doubted his intention to return as we had arranged.
1 was sure that whatever had happened it was not his fault.

ed, without the flicker of an
he addressed us quictly, emphasising
rat words _that he was in a conciliatory
ats of the night before he spoke to us like

the British
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In the morning 1 was notified that Arndt would get his mu&lalgmhr;-; our
battalion kitchen, and that as he belonged to my Company I w';u ve to
attend to that. 1 was glad because it might give me a chance to have a worq
with him. I took his breakfast to the guard room. The solmfrs_ on gard
were sitting round a table busy with some game they wgll:‘[#: i:&":ﬁ-m& ndt
sat on his plank bed in the corner. I gave him my hand. He sl a of
course that 1 had been elected Company leader, and he was EWP”E? to see
me there. We couldn’t say much just then, but as I had to attend ;:1 threLe
times a day I felt sure that I would find an opportunity sooner or later. Bit

i d to piece together his story. ) ‘
hyih;:mlnl?-int?ags got ::ut of Mg:xnndra Palace and found himself safely in the
street he had in spite of my detailed instructions lost his way. IWe had
forgotten the blackout. He didn't arrive therefore tlll_ 2am. Milly was
wakened out of her sleep by his knock. She wondered who it could be at that
time of night. She opened the door and was surprised to find a strange
young man. He told her he had a message from me. She l!at him in, and he
explained what had brought him. By then day was l?reaklng. and he could
not have got back into Alexandra Palace. He stayed in the room all day. At
ten o'clock at night Milly and one of aur comrades got on a bus with Arndt
and took him to Wood Green. There he disappeared.

Arndt had actually got into Alexandra Palace. But when he came to the
place where the loose boards in the wash room were and was lifting one of
thema to make his way in he heard the alarm. It was just when rl.hr_\
Commandant had arrived and was told that Arndt was missing. He ?\'mt.ed
in his hiding place for a while, but when the alarm did not subside he
slipped out of the Palace again, thinking hn? would return the following
night. Somehow he managed to escape detection all day. When he returned
at night the passage had been discovered and blocked up. He ma‘de his way
back into the street, and walked about openly near the Palace, in order to
get himself arrested.

L

Things were running more smoothly in the camp. The men had confidence
in their new captains and in their battalion leader. The question was how
the new battalion leader and the captains would get on with the
Commandant. He was an old soldier, who had served in India for years, a
typical peppery Colonel, who had contracted a lot of illness in India and took
it out of us when he was in pain.

The day after our elections, the Commandant came with his officers to
see the new Company leaders. He stopped in front of me and asked my
name. He must have remembered my interview with him in the orderly
room. When I told him he said: “T hope you will help me to keep order in the
battalion.” I answered: “T'll do my best." He went away. Then he turned
back, and asked me what my next lecture in the theatre would be about. 1
said there would be a series about Tolstoy. Was I a follower of Tolstoy? I said
that I looked up to Tolstoy as one of the great men of our time, but I didn’t
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.ept everything he said. He nodded, i i
:ﬂhﬁ synopsis in English of each lm:tl.l.ﬂ:m SRRy i o
The next morning I had to appear in
men in MY Company. He had received a
which among other things included a J

honey, with a few intimate words of the kind that peaple don’t like to trust
to a letter which has to pass the censor. It was not unusual for such notes
to be found in parcels. Generally the parcel was confiscated. The
Commandant addressed the man sternly: “We found a note hidden in a jar
of honey in your parcel. What is it all abgue? What secret messages are
passing between you? How do you explain it?"

The man said he knew nothing at all about it. Tt parcel
had received. The Commandant cried angrily: "Ynur:sart;{; ;M
And I am going to have you punished. We must teach
iR Your people not to do

Then he turned to me, and went on: “I am only doj

do any different in my pogition?" I hadn’t wrt];.:? ‘::;113:_“;
answered: “I wouldn't have confiscated his parcel. I would hnvgqgut him to
write to his family to explain that such things get him into trouble, and they
shouldn’t do it again. You heard the man say this is his first pal.rml from

home. He couldn’t have known about the note. You have shown him how
efficiently parcels are examined here. If the note hadn’t been found the man
wouldn't be in front of you now.”

The old man smiled. Piain]y he was in a good mood. “Very well,” he said,
“you can ha}re your parcel this time, and I won’t punish you for it. But write
to your family at once and tell them not to try such tricks again. You won't
get away with it so easily next time."

This experience proved to me once more that it was better to stand up to
the old man and tell him what you thought. He didn't like people who
eringed. When he was in a tolerable mood he was reasonable, and fair. But
one needed tacl to deal with him. I am not sure how tactful our pew
battalion leader Munding was in his dealings with the Commandant. 1
doubt whether he was. He was a straightforward man, an honest man, a
man of character. But he had never lived in England, and knew nothing of
English ways and of the English mind. He was also a Gorman nationalist,
which made him misunderstand the Commandant’s motives, and created
mutual mistrust. 1 must say that though Munding and 1 were at different
ends of the pole palitically, we respected each other, and our personal
relations were most friendly.

Arndt appeared before a court martial on 20th July. I had been seeing him
and speaking to him every day. He told me the Commandant had visited him
and had been very kind. The soldiers were very decent to him. The court
martial was composed of several officers of our camp and a representative
of the War Office. His defence counsel was Major Mott, who was the good
angel of Alexandra Palace. With the exception of a few fanatical German

patriots everybody in the Camp loved and respected Major Mott. He always
had a kind word for everyone.

the orderly room with one of the
parcel from his family in Germany,
ar of honey. There was a note in the

185

—w v el G

) W



_“

Of course Arndt gave no hint of my part in his eﬂﬁpi;‘ UE;;‘:E?“- to
Milly. He said he had a sick mother in Hamburg, and he . vy tzma
that hoth his hrothers in the German army were missing. He it d tg
break out of confinement. He had no plan of escape; all he wanted was to be

side alone for a while. : .

Du"r;;c proceedings lasted less than an hour. T]?E court’s decmmll: was to be
announced later. Major Mott had made a passionate and "-"S"Y h“m P_lea
on his behalf. We hoped the sentence would not be severe. On the morning
of 28th July all the captains of all three battalions were sumgmned to the
pagoda. Arndt was brought in under armed esmrt._and the Commandant
read out the sentence. 168 days imprisonment with hard IEII_JI:I:JI‘: 'I:hen
Arndt was taken away. I spoke to him afterwards when I took in his lDGf:l.
He said he didn’t mind; he rather welcomed being alone for a few m?nths in
a quiet cell. We shook hands and said goodbye. He was taken to prison the
mﬁ% ?::Ec;n't expected Arndt to get such a severe sentence. It may have been
because the day he appeared before the court mftrtml three other prisoners
in Battalion C had escaped. They were caught six days later in an old barn
seventeen miles from London, and were brought back to the camp. Arndt
did not serve his full sentence. He left prison three months later for another
mt]'?!r:i:l;i:;: [;H.smcgptain brought me in touch with people in a different way
than when I was one of the rank and file. Our Company 4 was a happy
company. The whole camp called us the Red Cm:npnn}r.l The fanal:m?j
German patriots hated us, but many in other companies envied us, and said
they wished they could join us. Sometimes one of the ut.h?r captains asked
me if T would take one of his men with whom he couldn’'t get on. I never
refused such & request. And I was never sorry for iF, I found some excellent
men among these transfers. A thousand people Iivmg}.ogether in one place
can't help getting on each other's nerves, especially when they are
prisoners, and can never get out of the place.

One day 1 accepted a new man in my Company. It was '.:he same Malx
Grohe who had been refused his wife's letter from Buenos Aires because it
was too long. He had since then wandered into three other companies, and
had guarrelled with each of his Company leaders. Then he came back to us.
Grohe who was born in Berlin was a man who couldn’t keep his mouth shut.
When he was in a good mood he was a fine fellow. He had a sense F’f_ fun, an_d
used to keep us in roars of laughter. But when he was in low spirits or his
illness got him down he was unbearable. I gave him the plank bed next to
mine. For a few days he was all right. Then he got obstinate. He was on duty
that day with another man, and their job was to scrub the floor. We had a
rota for two men in each company to do that in turn. Grohe had often done
it before, This time he flatly refused. The other man begged him to get on
with it. He swore at him, till the man lost his temper and flung down his
scrubbing brush and went away to complain to me. He said he wouldn't pick
the brush up if Grohe didn’t do his share.
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1 found Grohe sitting on his bed. "Why
1 asked him. “Tell the old man to get o
I'm fed I-IP--

My dear Grohe,” 1 said. “Yo

don't you get on with job?"
ne of his soldiers to do the Ehiﬁ;

know ve
nr_}thing of the kind. If wie all behaved Ii]‘;'j!'r'r{:lﬂ;;;:ﬂ:el:llﬂ f:f;?:l‘; will du
dirt. Don't act the fool. Do what everybody else must do o o

He didn'tl In:n::-;re. _";ﬂutll'fl.ing doing,” he snapped. '

“Very well,” 1 said. "If you won't do it T will.”
rolled up my sleeves, picked up the mmbthfn‘: El-'ugih::djgzo :o:-'rn Tny:::t
He hadn’t expecl-l.:.-d that. He jumped up, snatched the brush from my hand
and é:riidl ":' won't let ]'tzudﬂﬂ_g' “But if you won’t do it, and you won't let

& do it, who 1= going o e 4 i ’ i ¥ :
Eu' more trouble with Grohe. All right, I'll do it,” he said. I never had

There was an engineer named Hoffmann
Rhinelander, and a very hard nut to crack. H:w;nftﬁ?t;rmeg -t:leeljxsn:'
geveral Company leaders before he came to me. Hie job had been buildi
bridges in Siam before the war. He was on his way to Europe for :ng
pperation for hernia when he was captured on the ship by the British. 1
liked the man. He had brought away several cases aof interesting objects
from Siam, and when he was in a generous mood, which was often. he
presented some of them to people in the camp. He told us many stories
about his life in Siam, He was a very good chap. His close friend was
Stemmler, an adventurous character, who had been in Buenos Aires when
the war broke out. He was romantically patriotic; so he immediately decided
to make his way to Germany to fight. His ship was stepped at Gibraltar and
he was interned. Both Hoffmann and Stemmler attended my lectures
regularly and discussed them with me afterwards. They were impulsive,
headstrong, active men, who found the enforced idleness of the camp
intolerable. They often got up to some trick or other to put a little
excitement into this monotonous existence.

One day they wrote a letter to the Commandant that he should release
them or have them shot, because they couldn’t stand this inactive life any
longer. Max Grohe couldn't resist adding his signature to such a letter.
Hoffman gave it to me to pass on to the Commandant. T didn't know what
was in the letter: 1 gave it to the battalion leader Munding, who afterwards
told me laughingly what it contained. He treated it as a joke. He said he had
no intention of placing it before the Commandant, but somehow it had got
mixed up with a batch of papers that Munding handed to the
Commandant’s secretary. As the Commandant wasn't there at the time it
came into Major Mott’s hands. In the afternoon Major Mott asked me to let
him see Hoffman, Stemmler and Grohe. I immediately thought of the let.te_r.
Mone of the three knew a word of English, so | had to act as t‘ha,“
interpreter. Major Mott spoke to them kindly and patiently, as he always e
to everybody. He pleaded with them to be calm, to wait, ﬂ'll_E war ‘-"_"ﬂ“ld-“ t
last for ever. When he had finished he asked me to go with him to his room.
He told me that he was very worried. He didn't want the three men to 'i_‘g
anything foolish or desperate. Did T know their financial position? 1 eai
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that HoMmann and Stemmler had a little money; Grohe had nothing. He
gave me a large packet of cigarettes and half a crown each for them. The
three were waiting for me anxiously. The Major's words had affected them
very much, and when T produced the cigarettes and the three half crowns
they didn't know what to say. They accepted the cigarettes, but they
wouldn't take the money. When 1 wanted to return it to the Major he said
he would rather I distributed it among some others who needed it. That is

what 1 did.

The Major must have discussed the matter with the Commandant. One
day I was ordered to bring the three men to the Commandant’s office, He
asked me if I knew what had made them write a letter like that. I told him
their story. How Grohe had been on his way to Germany for an operation,
which he had never had because of the war, and he was therefore in
: constant pain. How Hoffmann also was going to Eurcpe for an operation

when his ship was stopped and he was interned. He had contracted malaria
in Riam, and he often had severe attacks in the camp. He had asked for an
extra blanket, which the doctor had refused,

, The Commandant listened to me carefully. Then he addressed the three,
He exhorted them not to lose their courage, to accept their fate like brave
men. He could not give them their freedom. That was not in his power. But
he would try to make things a little easier for them. Hoffmann declared

: dramatically that if he couldn’t have his freedom he demanded that he

should be shot.

I was afraid the Commandant would take it badly. He didn't. But 1 was
very much relieved when we left his room at last. The same day Hoffmann
received two extra blankets, and a few days later Grohe was sent to the
German hospital in London, where he was operated on successfully. In five
weeks he was back in the camp, quite well.

On 5th August, the English papers reported the fall of Warsaw. The
German patriots in the camp went mad with joy. The fools thought the war
had been decided by that, and that Germany could now dictate peace terms
to the world. 1t made me very sad. I would have preferred the igolation of a
prison cell to those scenes in the camp. On top of that I read Maeterlinck’s
) hysterical call for a crusade against everything German. And then
¥ Hauptmann's answer to Maeterlinck’s outhurst, praising German Kultur
i and saying that German soldiers were going into battle with copies of Faust
.j and Zarathustra in their knapsacks. How utterly stupid it all was. I seemed

to have been born out of my time.

-

¢ ' When we had come to Alexandra Palace, many of us had hoped that we
bl would be given a chance to do some useful work, which lack of space had
g made impossible on the Royal Edward. But when the ppportunity came it
E’ | causeclzl trouble between the Commandant and our battalion leader
t Munding, and nearly started a riot in the camp. The War Office sent an
instruction to draw up a list of mechanics and iron workers among the
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3}"”"':.': who would be prepared to work at their craft outeide the camp.
e were g e that it meant war work. Wh ked
the three battalion leaders to prepare such a 1?: t:: C?im?m:-; :: s
necience wouldn't allow it. He w i SPMERCIING &
g:_—,mmandanb lost his temper and mdmmﬂij:"'fh: e wao rﬁfm'd‘ i
idn't remain as battali g that if he didn’t cooperate
he cou : ion leader. Thereupon Munding took off his
band, and said that he was quitting. ne
When the news got round the battalion things looked ugly. We were afraid
of an open mutiny. In the end the Commandant decided to drop the whole
idea. He sent for Munding and told him he didn't want him m:; a.reﬁ.ﬁhing
that conflicted with his conecience, and he asked him to rety ':.u his post
a5 battalion leader. Munding agreed. : i
The first week in September there was fresh trouble. One of our men
Schmiedt, escaped from the camp. He had for years been 'E:aptai.n ot Dutch
poat between Holland and England. He had been given permission to go to
the German hospital in Dalston with another prisoner to have hma:;ﬂ
treated. He disaprpéarﬂd on t.;lE way.

The Captain of Company 3 to which Schmiedt belonged rgyman

also named Schmidt, a good, decent man, who had be%:r;::i ::fmn in

geof a gmall German church in England. I liked the man, and spent a
good deal of time wit‘h him. He came to all my lectures. He was a convinced
pacifist, a Christian in the Tolstoyan sense. He was one of the most honest
men I knew. Certainly he could have known nothing about Schmiedt's
escape. But he was supposed as his Company leader to report immediately
that he was missing. He hadn't done that. He said he didn’t like acting the
informer. When the Commandant heard about it he came storming into the
pattalion and swore at Pastor Schmidt.

“Why didn't you report to me at once?”

«Because 1 don't feel it is part of my duty to act as a policeman.” The next
morning Major Mott sent for me and asked me to go for a walk with him
round the terrace. He wanted to know what I thought about the recent
incidents, meaning Munding and Pastor Schmidt. I said I thought both men
had been right. The job of the battalion leader and of the Company leaders
was to attend to the internal administration. They were not supposed to be
informers.

“How would vou have acted,” 1 asked him, “if you found yourself in the
same position in a German camp for British prisoners of war?”

He admitted that he would have acted as they had. Then he asked me if
I thought that people who were placed as we were had a right to try to
escape. “Most certainly we have,” I said.

It =0 happened that a few weeks before two English civilian prisoners had
escaped from the German internment camp for British prisoners at
Ruheleben. They crossed Germany on foot and got into Holland. The
English press had praised their daring. I asked Major Mott if there was any
difference between them and Captain Schmiedt. He didn’t answer for a
while. Then he zaid that the Commandant couldn’t be expected to take no
notice of the escapes, and that he had to do something to stop them. I
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pointed out that there were few places from which people couldn’t escape if
they tried. People had escaped from the Bastille, and from the leads of
Venice. Why shouldn't it be possible from Alexandra Palace?

Major Mott looked me straight in the face, and said: “Yes, but the
Commandant is worried about something else. You and the other Company
captains can move about more freely than the other prisoners. You can get
to places where they can’t go. It would be easier for you to plan an escape,
Would vou abuse the trust placed in you to escape?”

I answered: “I can speak only for myself. It has never been my way to
misuse the trust placed in me. If I wanted to escape 1 would first surrender
my position.”

“That's what | wanted to know, " he said. “It's what I expected from you.”

I immediately told Munding about the conversation. )

The Commandant was a very sick man at this time. He was in constant
pain, and therefore very irritable. I felt sorry for the old man, but it was
wrong to keep a whole camp of three thousand p-augle subjected to the
whims and caprices of a man plagued by illness and pain. _

Munding had a elash with him almost every day. Until finally he said he
couldn't stand it any longer, and he resigned. Very soon after a batch of our
people were sent to the internment camp on the Isle of Man, Mum:!lng was
one of them: so was Pastor Schmidt. The Commandant hadn't forgiven the
Pastor for Captain Schmiedt’s escape.

-

When Munding resigned I was again besieged from every side to become
battalion leader. I was most unwilling to take a position where 1 would
probably find myself in daily conflict with the Commandant, If he hadt been
a man like Major Mott, I would have accepted gladly. 1 told the men in my
battalion that it was impossible. What I could do in the internal
administration as Company leader I would do, but that was all. They elected
a man named Trepte as battalion leader. )

The bateh of prisoners who had been sent to the Isle of Man included
some of my best friends, and I missed them very much. Were it not for the
fact that Milly and Fermin and all my dear ones were in London 1 would
have asked to be sent to the Isle of Man to join them. My only satisfaction
was that I could go on delivering my lectures. I had kept them to purely
literary subjects, and I had met with no difficulties from the authorities.
Sometimes, not often, one of the censors would come in to listen to what 1
said. That was all. | had just started a new series on the Romantic School in
Germany. Suddenly a new censor named Welton started raising objections,
He was a hypoerite and a higot, who kept us supplied with religious tracts
by some of his pet societies. He kept poking his nose into all our affairs, and
worrying the men to tell him about their private lives, and about their
families.

Welton's first clash with me was over a parcel of books I had been sent.
He refused to give them to me; he said they were all socialist hooks, which
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couldn’t be allowed in the camp. 1 told him 1 would appeal to the
Commandant; then he gave me the books at once. After that he had his
knife into me. One of the men in my Company complained to me a few days
|ater that Welton had confiscated his copy of Zola's Germinal, saying that it
was an immoral book. T went to Welton and asked him to return the book.
He refused. I got the owner of the book to write a complaint to the
cnmmﬂ_ﬂdﬂ.ﬂt. and the book was returned immﬂd-iﬂtﬂl}'.

Then Welton tried to stop one of my lectures. | had announced my subject
as E. Th. A. Hoffmann. Welton drew the Commandant’s attention to a new
Wwar Office regulation that no lectures on modern German literature could
be given in the camps. It was a reprisal for a German order forbidding
Jectures on modern English literature in the German POW camps. The
commandant called me to his office and showed me the War Office
regulation. I asked if Hoffmann, who died in 1822, belonged to modern
German literature. The Commandant threw an angry look at Welton, and
said that I could deliver the lecture.

More of our people were being transferred to the Isle of Man, and new
internees were brought to our camp at Alexandra Palace, to take their place.
They were mostly Germans who had lived in England and had been exposed
for a long time to the continued insults and humiliations of the anti-German
propaganda. They had been intimidated by their experiences outside. and
were fearful and anxious. They nearly all had families in London, and were
terribly afraid of being sent to the Isle of Man, where their families could
not visit them. The military authorities naturally took advantage of their
fears by tightening the discipline and transporting anyone who started
trouble to the Isle of Man,

Owing to the continued transports to the Isle of Man the composition of
our camp kept changing the whole time. We always had new people to deal
with. The battalion leader's job was therefore not enviable. Dur new
battalion leader Trepte was not big enough for the job. He was always
getting into hot water with the Commandant and the other officers and
with our own people. He kept coming to me to help him out of his
difficulties.

Welton was particularly nasty It was he who was responsible for the
whuolesale deportations to the Isle of Man, Whole Companies were sent there
with no attempt at selection. Previously special consideration had been
given to those with families in London. Now that no longer mattered. They
were zent to the Isle of Man like the rest. It ofien happened that their wives
eame to visit them at Alexandra Palace only to be told that they had been
shipped to the [sle of Man that morning or the day hefore.

Winter started early that year; the central heating in our battalion
quarters wasn't working, and we froze in that vast space. The men lay about
all day on their plank beds with their blankets over them. Many went down
with bronchitis and lung trouble; there was no room in the sick bays, so they

had to stay in the battalion quarters. It was terrible at night; the coughing
and groaning kept us all awake,
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The camp began preparing for our second Christmas celebration, We
decided to give the men at least a good dinner, and we started collecting the
money for it among ourselves. Some of our well-to-do people contributed,
and we arranged several special performances by our concert group to help

: to raise more money. There were a great many good German musicians in
London before the war. Nearly all were interned; those at Alexandra Palace
had formed themselves into a very fine orchestra. The Comma ndant was a
music lover and helped the orchestra all he could. He himself never missed
a performance.

But our men felt depressed. They were worried about their families, and
about the future. We spent a most unhappy Christmas. New Year’s Day
| came. The Commandant had given us permission to stay up till half an hour
: after midnight, to have a small New Year's party.

1 was feeling quite happy that day. I had just received a nu mber of letters
from Kropotkin, Keel, Emma Goldman and other friends. And I had Milly
and Malatesta to visit me on New Year's Day.

Malatesta was sure that the war wouldn't last very long now. He said
Germany couldn’t stand the blockade much longer. Germany’s defeat would

; mean the collapse of the old regime, it would mean revolution. There would
| be revolutions in other countries. All Europe would be exhausted by the
: war. There could be no question of victors and defeated.

He was careful to add that if America came into the war things would
turn out differently. Then Germany's defeat would be overwhelming. She
would be crushed. The Allies would emerge triumphant. France would have
a nationalist-clericalist revival, which would last at least five or ten years; it
would hold back the whole European revolution for a long time.

At our New Year's party the men insisted that I must speak. My letters
and my talk with Malatesta had put me in a good humour, and 1 spoke to
them hopefully; I tried with some success to stir these poor people out of
their dejection.

The first day of the New Year was a sad one in the camp. One of our men,

Michaelis, a fisherman, received a letter from his wife that their four sons

| had been killed in battle, all in the same week, The wife of one of his sons
had gone mad when she heard the news and she was in a lunatic asylum.
The man didn't say a word. He just sat dumb. It cast a heavy cloud over the
whole camp.

More people arrived at Alexandra Palace. After each new German air raid
on England, more Germans were arrested and interned. I found that several
of my old German comrades had come into our battalion.

They arrested not only Germans and Austrians. There were Spaniards,
! Argentinians, Hussians and Americans in these new contingents, even an
; } Englishman, who was born in Birmingham.

They had all been taken off neutral boats. Their papers had not satisfied
! the authorities. It was very easy to get onesell into an internment camp, It
g was harder to get out again. We had an Argentinian four months in the
3 camp, a Dutchman five months and a Russian seven months before their
- consuls in London got them released. The Englishman, who had been on his
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way back to }_Inglqnd i_'mm America, took his internment philosophically. He
said he d_..dn t mind it. He was quite willing to wait till they decided to
release him. It might be better, he said, to be a live Englishman in an
jnternment camp with Germans than a dead Englishman buried in
Flanders.

[n February the Commandant was very ill, and spent whole weeks in bed.

Major Mott was in charge. Everything went smoothly under him. We had no
t_rﬂublﬂ' at all.

One day they told me that the Commandant wanted to see me. T went to
his home. The doctor was there, and there was a nurse. The doctor said that
I mustn't tire him; he asked me not to stay more than ten minutes. The
nurse showed me into the sick room. The old man smiled faintly when he
saw me. He looked very ill. He was not the same man who used to storm and
rave, and despite his age walked quickly, with a firm, springy step, through
the whole camp. . T

1 asked how he felt and said I hoped he would soon be better. He shook
his head and said it was not likely at his age. He asked me how things were
going in my battalion. I told him that nothing had happened since he was
away. He smiled. He told me that he had been thinking a great deal about
us while he was lying ill in bed. Then suddenly he said:

“I always tried to do my best for you. Not many of you understood that.
Of course, | could not satisfy everybody. 1 wish I could. My hands are tied 1
can't always do what 1 would like. I am sorry for you people. I know what it
means to be torn away from your families, and your nprmal life. It is hardest
for the older ones. We must do all we can to save them from falling into
despair.”

I was amazed. Had he called me here only to tell me that? Or was there
something else he still wanted to say to me? I was moved by the very human
way he spoke about us.

I told him that there were many of us who knew that he meant well, but
he could hardly blame us if people who found themselves shut up like
conviets for no fault of their own sometimes lost patience. That seemed to
please him; he smiled. Then the nurse came back, and said I must go now.
He nodded, and gave me his hand, something he had never done before.

He was up and about again in a couple of weeks. For the first few days the
nurse walked with him round the terrace. Then he came into the camp to
have a look at us. His illness seemed to have softened him. But not for long.
As soon as he was himself again he was the same martinet as before. He
swore and cursed, and it was impossible to please him.

Our battalion leader Trepte was having a lot of trouble. The men blamed
him for everything that went wrong in the camp. The War Office had cut
our rations, as in all the other camps. He became the scapegoat. But many
of the other complaints about him had a sounder basis, since he was not the

kind of man who would stand up to anyone. Welton walked over him. There
was constant friction, and in the end Trepte decided to chuck it.

As spon as the news got round that the Commandant had accepted
Trepte’s resignation everybody came to try to persuade me to take the job.

pr
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1 felt 1 had no right to refuse again, The clection was 'hali! the same day, |
got 898 votes, with 87 against, and 13 abstentions. I wasn't as llm_p_p:r about
it as my electorate was. 1 was too much aware of the responsibility T had
assumed. And I wondered how long, with all the continuing difficulties in
the camp 1 could expect to count on their support. As it happened ]
remained battalion leader for two whole years, the duration of my stay in
the camp and in England, :

After E:ny nincﬁungjiawmt to gee the Commandant. He said he was vory
happy indeed to have me in that position; he hoped that we would manage
between us to establish a pleasant friendly atmosphere in the camp.

I thought it was my duty to make it quite clear to him that first of all 1
was the representative of the men in my battalion, and that I had to look
= after their interests, and to retain their confidence. I said I wPuld never

bother him with anything that I could settle Eng,'self. But in matters
requiring his consent I would need some cooperation. I would not assume
my duties unless I could eount on that. My candour seemed to please him.
He told me that as soon as he had been informed of my election he, l:md.
telephoned Scotland Yard for my record. *Of course, 1 knew your political
opinions,” he explained, “but I thought I ought to know what Scotland Yard
had to say about you.” He paused. “They said Rocker has been for years one
of the most active anarchists in the country, but we know nothing to his
personal diseredit. That was all I wanted to know. Your political beliefs are
not my concern. What matters to me is your personal character.”

1 asked for a new election of all the Company leaders, so that we should
know whether they still had the confidence of those who elected them.
Almost all were re-elected. :

Our first business was to zee if we could do anything to improve our food
situation. The size of our rations was fixed by the British government, we
couldn't do anything about that. The United States Embaszy still
represented the interests of the Germans and Austrians in England. But
sending complaints to them proved futile. However, if we gol no increase in
pur rations. it would be something to make sure that we got our full rations.
We knew that much of the food never got to us. There were some among our
il own people in every internment camp who had no compunction about
N abusing the confidence of their fellow prisoners, and robbed them of some
of their food consignments for their own personal profit. It was one of the
hlackest and most shameful chapters in the story of our internment.

I suggested that we should elect someane who knew the food trade — we
had a number of these in our camp — who would receive our government
rations and check them to see that they were correct in quantity and quality.
They would be immediately weighed on our kitchen scales; as a further
L safeguard we would have a daily rota of two men from each Company to

keep watch in the kitchen. That would make it fairly certain that all the
rations we got would come to us.

We had now been at Alexandra Palace for ten months, and we still had

four armed sentries always on guard in our quarters. The guard was

| changed every two hours, with much stamping and clanging, which woke us
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from our sleep at night. We had made several unsuccesaful attempts to get

the Commandant to withdraw the sentries; 1 got him finally to agreepm :
About the middle of May our battalion received a fresh hatch of prisoners,

206 priests and monks and missionaries who had been arrested in Indis,

and luﬂ;r t: hléanﬂchp-eng:ﬁ ?l‘ internment there had been transported to

England, exchan or English pri :

wore long flowing beards, and glish prisoners in Germany. Most of them

with their monastic habits altogether
: gave an B
different appearance to the camp. There were several rencwned scholars

among them, men who besides their religious duties had been doing

yaluable ethnological and sociclogical research work in India d them
extraordinarily interesting. It so happened oo

! that I was giving a series of
lectures in the theatre on French socialism in the first half of the 19th
century, and was dealing with the ideas of Buchez, Lamennais and Leroux.
Naturally these Catholic socialist thinkers interested them. They followed
me closely, and I saw some of them taking copious notes. Father Gebhard, a
Jesuit, afterwards came to my small office to make my personal
acquaintance. 1 felt attracted to the man. He had a fine intellipent face, a
high forehead, long bushy beard, and wise :

eyes. He spent a lot of t5 ith
me, and talked about all sorts of things except religion, w'hichohe “;:e‘;-.:.-lly

avoided. He was a man of wide reading, completely at home in the field of
socialism. He was extremely good company. His judgment of people and
affairs was shrewd and to the point, and he had wit and humour. He had
lived in India for many years, and knew all about the life there. There were
not many people in the camp like him, and when he had to leave us 1 mizsed
him terribly. His world was so utterly different from mine, yvet we both felt
a strong bond of tinderstanding between us.

On 26th May the English press carried a long report of a speech by Lord
Newton in parliament about the terrible conditions of the English civilian
prisoners of war in the camp at Ruheleben, near Berlin; it alarmed the
British public. T never doubted that the Germans treated their British
prisoners badly. But the whole system of interning civilians for no other
reason than their birth in an enemy country was wrong. Lord Newton said
that a number of British civilian prisoners who had been released in
exchange for German civilian prisoners in England had lost their reason. We
had such cases too. It would be futile to record every one of them. Just
before Lord Newton spoke, one of them, a man named Machner, had in a fit
of madness, cut his throat with a razor. We had dozens of people in the camp
who went mad and were put in lunatic asylums. There was Kaufmann, a
ship's captain in Battalion A, who came to us a perfectly normal man. After
a few months he started talking nonsense. He was quite insane, but the
doctor refused to send him to a hospital. When he began to masturbate in
public they finally put him in a lunatic asylum, and he died there. 1
remember Bonsel, an intelligent working man who had been a social
democrat for years. He came to my lectures regularly, and we often
discussed various subjects. Later, he became subject to fits of depression.
One evening he came to me in a state of great agitation to tell me that his
wife was having an affair with an English officer in our camp. When his wife
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came to visit him a few days later I made it my business to see her. She wasg
such a faded poverty-stricken little thing, the most unlikely person tg
indulge in illicit love affairs. He reproached her because she came late, “It
isn’t my fault,” she sobbed. “The fare is fourpence to come here. And 1 can’t
afford it. I have to walk part of the way.” I was touched by the poor woman's
plight, and tried to reason with Bonsel. In vain, his hallucinations became
wilder. One morning Bonsel was missing at the count. We found him
erouching in a corner. The next day he was raving mad. He was sent to a
hunatic asylum and he died there.

I am no psychologist, but it seems to me that there is something quite
wrong about the whole idea of imprisoning people who have done nothing
themselves to deserve such punishment. After all, a eriminal expects to be
caught some time, and when he is sentenced he knows more or less when he
will go free. We had no idea how long the war would last, and keep us
imprisoned. The eonditions of our internment were such that we were never
free from anxiety, about ourselves, and about our families. It was all mad,

But half the world had gone mad then, and we were only some of the victims
of this world-wide madness.
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Chapter 31

Milly is Arrested

On 29th June 191_6'. I was informed that our friend Thomas Keel, who
published the English anarchist paper Freedom, had been sent to prisen for
three months under the Defence of the Realm Act, because of an article of
his. It made me fear for the future of the Arbeter Fraint, which had been
appearing regularly since my arrest, without changing its anti-war policy.

On 24th July, Milly came to see me with hnr'}-uungegt sister Rose, and
told me that Shapiro, Linder and Lenoble had been arrested because of an
article in the Arbeter Fraint. 1 was afraid Milly might be drawn into the
affair. When we parted, I had a feeling that we wouldn’t meet again for a
long time.

On 28th July Shapiro, Linder and Lenoble, as editor, publisher and
gompositor of the Arbeter Fraint, appeared at Thames Police Court. Shapiroe
was Russian, Linder Austrian and Lenoble Romanian. There was also a
charge against Edward Ryde, who printed the Arbeter Fraint: he was not
connected with the movement; he was a commercial printer. Police
Inspector MacGrath said Shapiro, Linder and Lenoble were known
anarchists, and it was impossible to count on their loyalty to the countrv.
The only witness for the defence was Professor Waller, Director of the
Physiclogical Laboratory of London University, whose private secretary
Shapiro had been for a number of years. He gave him an excellent personal
character

Shapiro got six months, Linder three and Lenoble one month. Ryde was
fined £50. The police took away the Arbeter Fraint's type, and sealed the
offices of the paper.

On 29th July, Milly was to have visited me. Instead our Dutch comrade
Staamer came to tell me that Milly had been arrested at our home the
previous day. My son Rudolf had also been arrested the same day at his place
of work, and was in the internment camp at Stratford. I was worried about
our young son Fermin, who was only eight then,

I had been expecting this to happen, vet when it did happen it was a
terrible blow to me. It was worse because 1 was myself a prisoner and
couldn't lift a finger to do anything.

The evening papers carried the report of Milly's arrest, so that the whole
camp soon knew about it. People who meant well, came to try to comfort me,
and it only made me feel worse, | wanted to get away from everybody, to be

left alone, and as my duties permitted me to go to parts of the Alexandra
Park grounds beyond the barbed wire entanglements, 1 spent hours on end
in the Chestnut Avenue, where I was not disturbed.

1 was in despair. My work for years past seemed to have been ::!eatrnyed_
Milly was arrested, my son was interned, my friends were prisoners. I

197

;

i s -—-.n-r""-a—_ﬁ




—vil

thought bitterly of the German super-patriots in the camp who had accused
me of being in the pay of the British government to conduct anti-German
propeyennda,

I asked the Commandant if there was any chance of having my son
transferred from Stratford to Alexandra Palace. He said he couldn’t do
anvthing himself, but if [ sent a request to the War Office he would support
it. It went off the same day.

The Herald, edited by George Lansbury, which later became the Daily
Herald. said in its report about Milly's arrest: “The authorities have
suppressed the Arbefer Freint. Milly Rocker who was connected with the
paper was arrested and taken to Vine Street Police Station. So far as is
Enown no definite charge has been made against her. Many of her friends
fear she may be interned without any trial or any charge being brought
against her. The East End trade unionists who know the work her husbhand
and she have done for trade unionism must do their utmoest to secure her
fair and open trial. We suggest that local Members of Parliament be asked
i to put questions relative to her case to the Home Secretary and Prime
Minister.,”

On 26th August, the Herald again wrote about “The Casze of Milly
Witcop™: “We are asked to call public attention to the arrest and detention
of Milly Witcop, who as readers know, was arrested on 29th July and taken
to Vine Street Police Station, where neither her friends nor solicitor were
allowed to interview her until special permission was obtained from
Scotland Yard. Apparently she was kept at Vine Street Police Station for six
whole days, and then removed to Holloway. We are informed that no charge
has been brought against her, and that her friends have been told that no
charge will be brought against her. We hope her East End friends
particularly will write not anly to their Members of Parliament but to the
y Home Secretary and ask that some definite charge shall be brought againsat

g

her if she i=s to be detained in prison any longer. We ask this because there
is & grave suspicion abroad that she has been put under lock and key
because of her socialist activities and her appeals on behalf of Russian
refugees.”

On 5th August, I received a letter from Milly dated from Vine Street
Police Station, There wasn’t much in the letter, but it was wonderful to hear
from her. Then I was told that she had been transferred to Holloway Prison.
The same afternoon my son Rudolf arrived at Alexandra Palace, We were
both very happy to be together.

My [riends outside were doing all they could to get a public trial for Milly,
which was after all only what Shapiro, Linder and Lenoble had been given.
Kropotkin had intervened for her. He sent me, on 4th September, a long
friendly letter about his efforts for Milly, and assured me that though we
differed so much in our views about the war he still considered me among

his dearest friends.

On 23rd August Mr Joseph King, a Liberal MP asked the Home
Secretary, Herbert Samuel (later Lord Samuel) in the House of Commons if
he was aware that Milly Witcop-Rocker had been arrested on 29th July, and
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was in Holloway Prison, treated as a criminal without any charge having
been made against her. The Home Secretary's answer was that Milly
Witcop-Rocker was arrested in the interests of public security under the
Defence of the Realm Act!

Our friends put the case in the hands of a solicitor, who saw Milly at
Holloway. He found that she was accused on three counts, her relations with
the enemy alien Rocker, her relations with the enemy alien Linder, and her
efforts to prevent Russian nationals joining the British Army. The solicitor’s
statement contained some glaring untruths, among them that Milly had
never worked for the Arbeter Fraint, Milly was outraged when she saw it
and was determined to repudiate it.

On 28th August, Milly appeared at Westminster before the Advisory
Committee appointed to hear such cases.

She was asked: “Do you know Rudolf Rocker?” “Of course,” she said, “he
is my husband for the last sixteen years." “Where is he?” "'Under arrest.”
“Do you know 8. Linder?” “Yag, he is my comrade.” “What do you mean by
comrade?” “He belongs to the same anarchist group as I do.” “Where is he
now?" “Under arrest.” “Do you know Mr Shapire?” “Yes. He is my
mmrnde," “And where is Mr Shapirn'?*‘ “Under arrest.” Hou know Mr
Lenoble?” “Yes.” “Where is Mr Lenoble? “Under arrest.” “I think you also
know Thomas Keel and Lilian Woolfe.” “Of course.” “Where are they both
now?” “As far as I know under arrest.” “Do you know Guy Aldred? “Yes
He is my brother-in-law." “Where is Guy Aldred?” “He is in prison a
conscientious objector.™ “Strange, isn't it, that all your friends are in prisn;n?
Why is that?” “Because they are against militarism and war.” “You zaid you
belong to an anarchist group. What do you understand by anarchism?™ *I

understand by anarchism a social system where economic exploitation and
political oppression of the masses of the people by privileged minorities is
impossible. A form of society where the producers themselves own and
control the means of production and social wealth, so that there ean be no
masters and no economic monopoly. Anarchism is a system of society where
there is economic equality with political and spiritual liberty, where the
largest measure of social responsibility is accompanied by the greatest
degree of personal individuality.”

“Have you been a frequent speaker at public meetings or pul your views
forward in writing?” “I have never been a professional speaker or writer,
but when I had anything to say I expressed my views at meetings or in
writing."

“You said your comrade Shapiro is in prison. Do you know why?” “Yes.
Because of his article in the Arbeter Fraint.” “Do you agree with that
article?” “Yes." “Do you know of a leaflet circulated in the East End that
would hinder recruiting?” *Yes.,” “Do you agree with the ideas in that
leaflet?™ “Yes." “All right. That will be all for today. The committee thanks
you for your information and will consider your case. You will be informed
later of our decision.”

Two weeks after that hearing Milly was transferred to the Women's
Prison at Aylesbury.
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COur third Christmas under arrest was approaching. 1 had a talk with my
colleagues in charge of Battalions A and C, and we decided to ask the
Commandant to let the men's relatives visit them, in turn, for four hours
during the holidays, without military supervision, leaving the control to our
own Company captains. We further asked for permission to use the theatre,
where our orchestra would play during the four hours visiting time. The old
man raised several ohjections, but finally agreed; only he said that if there
was any smuggling discovered he would stop the whole thing at once.

The news made everybody in the camp very happy The poor devils
couldn’t have wished for anything better. I begged them not to do anything
gilly that would upset the Commandant and make him withdraw the
privilege. One stupid fool could speil the whole thing for everybody.

I must say that all the men were on their best behaviour. Then suddenly,
the whole atmosphere changed. A week before Christmas a new list was
posted up of people in our camp who were to be transferred before
Christmas to the Isle of Man. It came like a bombshell. We knew it wasn't
the old man's doing. He couldn't help it. The order came from the War
Office.

We went to the old man and spoke to him, and he made a personal request
to the War Office. The result was that the order was suspended till after
Christmas. But the damage was done. It didn't lift the cloud from the camp.

Those poor devils who had seen their names on the list couldn’t shake off
the thought that immediately after Christmas they would be packed off to
the dreaded Isle.

Yet when visiting day came everybody was happy. It was the first time for
more than two years that most of the men were able to speak freely with
their wives and children. The Commandant kept his word. The soldiers
didn't come near us during the visiting hours. The Commandant afterwards

? thanked us all for having kept everything going smoothly. There had been
i no trouble at all. The only disturbing note was introduced by the women
and children wheo were in tears all the time, saying goodbye to their men
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r who were being sent to the Isle of Man, where they would not be able to visit
them.

3 When I saw the Commandant after Christmas and he complimented me

i on our successful experiment, I took my courage in my hands and asked him

if we couldn’t repeat the experiment at all our future visits. He wouldn't
hear of it. It wasn't possible, Qut of the question.
‘r But the following day he called me to his apartment; he said he had been
thinking it over, and he believed it could be done. When our next visiting
+ day came there were no soldiers present, and it was left to our own
Company captains to keep order. In addition, where visits had previously

T

5 been limited to fifteen minutes once a month we were now allowed two
I wtlmle hours once a week. It was the most important coneession we had
el gained during the whole period of our internment; and we had gained it all
i ourselves. We had asked the United States Embassy previously to intervene
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go get our visiting hours extended to one hour every two weeks, and we had
peen told it was impossible because there were not enough soldiers at
alexandra Palace to kE'E:F order if the visiting periods were longer. The
whole camp went mad with joy when they heard the news.

But we had other troubles, like our food problem, that we could do
pothing about, because these things were not in the Commandant’s power.
They depended on direct War Office orders. On 7th February, a new order
was issued that we could no longer recejyve parcels from our people in
England containing meat, fats, flour, bread, ete. We could only get food

els from abroad. We couldn’t obtain these foodstyffs any longer even at
our caal;t_ﬁe“- D‘semp of t"&“"— our daily rations were considerably cut by a new
:;rpemt::ﬂ order issued on 28th February. Our fgod situation became

The English press was printing at the time
Dr 5. Russell Wells, Dr J.B. Leathers and Dﬁ:‘a E:Jn Egﬁib? D:rHA.D. “{;ﬂfjll'irt;
experts, that the minimum daily need of an individual wes 3 000 to 3,200
calories. We got only 1,489 calories, and allowing for 12% une table stuff
only 1,311 calories. We were issued for instance in March 1917 :ril-.h " 1
that had been preserved in saltpetre for goodness knows haw 1 g
cooks tried ﬂ-l}l] itl.heyhmuld, but it was uneatable, The Cﬂmmund.an:“g. P
t,:tlgc..:?f:?w e the stuff was being served said: “It locks like chunks of

The Commandant and the eamp doctor mad i
the War Office, but with no sul:cl;s. The dmtgrriﬁﬁr:uﬁ:ﬁegtﬂpml;:
fish soaking in running cold water for 24 hours to get the saltpetre out, but
at the end of the time the fish stank and had to be thrown away. il

Seventy-five per cent of the internees fell ill, and had to be trp_:ated in th
camp hospital for stomach and bowel trouble. There were an enorm :
number of ruptures due to constipation. 1 was told one day that m':u:
period of ten months we had brought 500 rupture belts into the cam
Naturally it spread depression over the whole camp. The men were i.r:itahjlan;
.?nc; EE:fﬁZ?EESQTherE 11"313 hardly a meal time without a row. There were

TE - oome of the men found i ili
v o their memory failing. The whole

F’enpl_e_ﬂa}r that hunger is a spur, that it makes us keener and more
enterprising. That was not my experience. Chronic starvation makes people
cowardly and mean; they lose all social sense, and become brutalised. They
lose hope, and become insensible to the things of the mind and gpirit. That

was my experience among my fellow-internees during those years of hunger
and privation.




Chapter 32

The Russian Revolution

The first reports of the revolution in Russia appeared in the English pregg
on 19th March 1917, Czarism was overthrown, the flag of the revolution
flew over Moscow and Petrograd! I couldn’t believe my eyes. I read the news
over and over again till T was convinced that it had really happened. I felt 4
tremendous surge of elation and excitement. Surely the revolution woulg
bring this mad war to an end, and give the peoples peace at last! I couldn’y
rest. The revolution for which we had hoped and worked had come, wag
here! What would it mean to the world? Would it be confined to Russia or
would it spread to other lands as well? I thought of Germany and my heart
sank. The military juggernaut of Prussia might erush the revolution before
it developed. Or was something happening in Germany? Something had to
happen. I could hear the bells ringing in the era of peace and brotherhood,
the nations gripping hands, all joining in singing the International.

When I read the report of Bonar Law's statement that an agreement had
been reached between the governments of Russia and Britain that all
Russians of military age must join the British forces or go to Russia, T was
stunned. How differently things had turned out. I could see all my comrades
in the East End rushing off to go to Russia! The revolution had opened their
native land to them! They would not hesitate one moment to give their
services to the revolution! They would kiss the Russian earth from which
Czarist despotism had exiled them! I thought of Milly. It was maddening
that we had to stay here, imprisoned, useless, rusting, when we could both
be working there to help the cause.

The news about Russia excited the whole camp. Everyone felt sure that
the war would now soon be over, and we would be free. Every bit of red cloth
that our battalion could get hold of was turned into a red flag and flown
from our beds. | read the news from Russia in the papers with feverish
impatience, | still feared that the revolution might have a set-back. But
when I heard that Miliukof"s government had fallen, I was sure that the old
regime would not return. I had a letter from Milly. She was as unhappy as 1
was at being a captive here while a new world was taking shape in the East,

On Tth April the press announced that America had declared war against

Germany. A little while before it would have plunged us in despair, we would
have taken it as a sign that the war was entering on a new stage, and that
there was no end to it in sight. Now after the Russian Revolution it could
not shake our conviction that the war must soon end. How wrong we were!
The war went on as savagely as before for eighteen more months.
I received a letter from Kropotkin, telling me that the new situation had
encouraged him to take a fresh step towards securing Milly's release and he
had reason to hope that this time he would succeed. He went on to speak of
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the wonderful things that were happening in Russia, and said that he would
have liked to take the first ship to Russia, only the doctors warned him that
his lungs and his heart would not stand the journey now, and that he must
wait for better weather. T could understand his impatience. It was wonderful
that Kropotkin had lived to see the revolution victorious, and that in his 70s
he would have t:hn great joy of returning home to liberated Russia.

May Day this year was Russian Revolution Day | had asked the
Commandant for the use of the theatre for our May Day meeting. He
wanted to know if there would be any demonstration and disorder. I told
him 1 took full responsibility that everything would be quiet. On that
assurance he gave us the permission for which 1 asked.

The large theatre was packed. Every seat was occupied, and crowds of

le stood in the gangways and in front of the stage, I spoke about the
revolution in Russia. Since the observance of May Day had begun, in 1890,
I had spoken every year at some May Day meeting somewhere. But never
had I been able to express by feelings as on this May Day 1917 in the
internment camp at Alexandra Palace. We were prisoners, but we felt that
the hour of liberation had now come not only for us, but for the whole world.

Spon after May Day the old man fell seriously ill, and had to go on leave.
He had been ailing all the time since he had returned to his duties after
Christmas, and as always, when he was in pain, he was extremely difficult
to get on with. We all breathed more freely when he was away, not only the
internees, but the officers and the soldiers as well. We did not realize then
that he was at death’s door. He died on 18th May.

Neither the soldiers nor the prisoners seemed a bit moved by his death.
He had made himself thoroughly disliked in the last few months. Fow knew
him except as an angry railing disciplinarian whom they never saw except
on his inspection rounds. Yet he had his moments, with a lot of human
sympathy and understanding. His long illness had made him irritable and
unpleasant. But difficult as he was, one could always depend on him. He was
a man of integrity. He was a gentleman. How much that meant we were to
learn very scon. We had hoped that the old man's successor would be
Colonel Gordon Cumming or Major Mott, who had both deputised for him.
We knew them, and we liked them. Alas, the authorities had other ideas.

I had special visits about that time almost every day from friends and
comrades who wanted to say goodbye to me before they left for Russia. They
ecame jubilant and hopeful. They said they had only one regret, that T wasn't
going with them. I shared that regret with all my heart. I was sad also to see

" zo many of my old friendz and close comrades leaving me; 1 began to feel

terribly alone. I wished that I could somehow get permission to go to Russia
as well. Alexander and Tanya Shapiro came to say goodbye. Shapiro had
served his time in prison, and was now going to Russia, full of hope. He told
me a lot of things about the Russian Revolution that had not appeared in
the London press., He told me that Malatesta had decided to go to Russia, if
the British government would allow him to leave England.

Who could have known that six years later we would have to start a big
protest movement everywhere to try to save Alexander Shapiro from the
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claws of the Communist dictatorship, which gave him no choice between
imprisonment and exile?

Later Alexandrowitsch came to say goodbye to me. When he returned to
Russia he Mung himself with enthusiasm into the struggle, and perished at
the hands of Denikin's White armies. Many who had said goodbye to me
before they went to Russia shared that fate. Yet they were lucky, for they
died with glowing hearts, still believing in the revolution, spared the
dreadful disillusionment of those who remained alive and saw the new
despotism rise in Russia, and every vestige of freedom disappear.

Kropotkin and his wife Sophie went to Russia in June. He sent me a
farewell note, expressing the hope that I would soon be free to follow him,
and that we would meet in Russia. I felt the world was becoming empty
round me. So many who had been close to my heart had gone away Now 1
had lost Peter Kropotkin, whe meant so much in my life. He was a sick old
man. There was little chance of our meeting again, unless it were in Russia.
Even this hope was unfulfilled.

Malatesta came to see me. The Russian Revolution had given the old
rebel new courage and hope. He was straining at the leash to go to Russia

to serve the revolution. The British government had refused permission for
him to leave the country. But he hoped to get out some other way. There was
an International Socialist Congress being organised in Stockholm. He
expected that he would be sent there as a delegate, and then he would try
to make his way to Russia from Sweden. He was sure that the war wouldn’t
last till the winter. It all depended, he said, on Russia. If the Russians could
hold the Germans back long enough there would be revolutions in Germany
and Austria, If that didn’t happen then the arrival of the American armies
in France would end the war before the spring.

LI

In the last week of May we heard that the internment camp at Stratford
would be closed and that some of the internees would be sent to Alexandra
Palace. What was worse was that the Commandant at Stratford and his
staff would take over the camp at Alexandra Palace. The Stratford Camp
and its Commandant had a dreadful reputation among the internees. News
had spread of terrible things happening there. It was not always the fault of
the British military administration. The German internal administration
was as much to blame, particularly for a great deal of corruption that
existed there. The head of the internal administration was a man named
Weber, who seemed by all aceounts to be a sadist, and did his best to make
life in the camp impossible. We were told about a Sergeant Trinneman at
Stratford, who was the Commandant’s right hand and practically ran the
camp. He was said to be a brute. So we felt very depressed about the coming
changes.

The new Commandant took over on 4th June. He appeared al inspection
with Major Mott, who introduced me to him as the battalion leader. He
made no good impression on me. He didn't look the ogre that those who had
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n in his camp had painted, Th .
h::s.un i Dublin, and that he trmﬂ‘!‘ #aid he had been the Governor of a

_ | t ted the internees like convicts. He was
yery nice to me, and complimented me on the cleanliness and tidiness of our

battalion. What worried me was the man's apparent lack of intelligence. He

was a colossus of a man, tall and big and corpulent i
rg P i ol rpulent, a mountain of flesh and

dull and expressionless. 1 couldn’t thinT Sl g b

how a ith ;
ever understand me. 1 was afraid we were in for ran:]r; :f]tm'?:::-?: i
Weeks passed, and nothing happened. It began to look as thuugrh our fears

and camp Eife ;Ent;:_mtiuut any friction. Serg fl'IaEndl_:,r and easy-going,
us no trouble. It anything he was too friend] i
that 1 became suspicious. I was very polite, but fistans - eod” stviciy
businesslike in official matters. I tried to avoid meeting him except ni
questions of administration. Gradually cur people became less anxi 42 and
worried, and the spirit in the camp improved. R

On 20th June we had a celebration. T h
lecture. Without a word to me ahout
commemoration. Karl Meuel took th
finished and I was rising to begin my lecture, Wuerts attalio
and asked the chairman for permission to Bay a n::t;:-:;},r:ruem ::: i’t uls
social democrat. He said that he had got up in order to express ty mn
behalf of all who had attended my lectures their gratitude for having .ke;ut
alive their interest in literature and thought and the things of the spirit
Then he handed me a picture painted for the cccasion by a Hungarian artist
who was in our Camp, inscribed: “To Rocker, for his hundredth lecture
From his grateful hearers. Alexandra Palace 1915-1916-1917 " -

Our first clash with the new Commandant came at the end of June We
had been sent a consignment of herring that the cooks found unuseable. We
therefore refused to accept it, though we knew that we would get nnlhi::[g in
exchange. We were all summoned to the Commandant, Lutz, Hutt and I, the
three battalion leaders, and the cooks of all the three battalions. 1The
Commandant was furious. He called our action rank insubordination. His
orders were that we must take the herring and eat it. The cooks tried to
make him understand that the stuff was uneatable. He refused to listen. He
gaid the government had sent us the food, so it must be good. 1 told him that
the government had sent us food before which the camp doetor had certified
as unfit for human consumption. And it had been replaced.

The Commandant looked at me balefully. Then suddenly he smiled and
said in a conciliatory tone that if we insisted that we wouldn't eat the stoff
he wouldn’t force us to. But he couldn't give us anything else in place of it.
And he would put the whole matter to the War Office.

The sudden change made me suspicions. I was sure he was going to ask
the War Office to send me to the Isle of Man. The old Commandant had
stormed and raved, but there was nothing two-faced about him. This man
smiled and spoke soft words, but in his heart there was deceit. When he was
most friendly we could trust him least. Dealing with him was a most

, ad delivered my hundredth
it my friends had arranged a kind of
e chair for me as usual. When he had
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disagreeable business. In the end 1 announced my resignation as battalion
leader.

New elections were held. 937 votes were cast for me, and eleven againgt_
1t showed the Commandant that the men were behind me. He pretended ¢4
be friendly. But 1 could sense that something very unpleasant was brewing,
The following morning we found a notice on the board thall: we would paradg
every Wednesday in the compound. The whole camp was in an uproar.

My colleagues of Battalions A and C and 1 went to see the Commandant._
We told him that his predecessor had abolished the p;aradus because they
served no purpose, We were neither soldiers nor convicts. The new ruling
had already created a lot of resentment. He glared at us. But finally he saig
the notice was withdrawn. By the time we came back to t.hte camp it had
disappeared from the board. Sergeant Trinneman was the evil spirit behing
the Commandant. He re-introduced searches during our visiling hours, “tq
prevent smuggling”. The women visitors felt terribly humiliated by these
searches. If one was found smuggling in a piece of chocolate or cake for her
hushand it was confiscated, and she was sent home without seeing him.

In July a list of names appeared on the board of internees at Alexandra
Palace who were to be sent to the Isle of Man. It included four men in my
battalion who had English wives. Under War Office regulations such men
should not have been sent to the Isle of Man. Two were key men in our
internal camp administration. Trinks, who was an Aystrlan. had
represented his comrades in their relations with the Swedish Embassy
which looked after the interests of Austrian internees. He was an honest,
straightforward man, who attended to his duties conscientiously, and was
therefore regarded as persona non grata by the Commandant. The other
was Dr Michaels, who was the heart and soul of our educational work in the
camp. He and Dr Simonis organised all the trained teachers who were
interned in our camp and had created a sort of High School. He gave his
whole attention every day to this work. I couldn’t understand why he should
have been selected to be packed off to the Isle of Man unless the
Commandant meant to show his contempt for our whole adult school
system.

When 1 saw the names of the four men on the list T was furious. I decided
that now or never I must resist. I asked my son to pack our belongings, for
it was quite possible that the Commandant resenting my interference would
have me and probably my son too, added to the Isle of Man transport.

I went to see the Commandant. I tried to master my agitation as | spoke.
His answer was that his hands were tied. The list had been drawn up by the
War Office. I was sure that he had drawn up the list himsell.

“Then I must resign as battalion leader,” 1 said. “It locks as i every
decent man is being sent away and only those allowed to remain who will

submit to insults and indignities. I have only one more request. Put my
name on the list as well.”

With that I left the room.

1 went to my quiet eorner in the Chestnut Avenue, where I could relax
and think. Presently a soldier found me there and said he had been sent by
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Major Mott to tell me that he would like to speak to me. Major Mott was
waiting for me on the terrace. He suggested that we should go for a walk, so
¢hat we could talk without being disturbed,

I made no bones about how I felt, and enumerated all the indignities the
new administration had inflicted on us. This latest move meant that anyone
the Cﬂmn‘lﬂ-ﬂqﬂlﬁt didn’t like would face deportation to the Isle of Man.
Instead of waiting for my turn 1 preferred to go now. The worst of it was

that nobody in the camp believed that the Commandant was doing all this
1t was Sergeant Trinneman.

“Listen to me, Rocker,” Major Mott said. “You must stay as battalion
Jeader. The other people need you. We know that you have their confidence.
Nobody wants to send you away. I shall bear in mind all that you said. We'll
talk about it later.”

“I can't stay,” I answered. “Not as long as things go on like this. If Trinks,
Michaels, Hermes and Hank remain on the list T cannot carry out my duties.
Those senseless restrictions will have to be removed.”

“I’ll talk to the Commandant,” he promised. “But you must help me. You

must tell him that you resigned in the heat of the moment, and that you will
peturn to your duties,” :

“1 can't, Major. You know that 1 can't. I can
he wants me he must send for me."

“Very well. I'll tell him that. Go back to your office and wait there 11 he
sends for you"

When I came back to the camp all the le crowded ro

were ready for muting. The word had spreamt I was being :er:::. t:t theT]Ils?e
of Man. All the Captains wanted to resign their posts. The entire camp was
with me, anarchists, socialists, German patriots, all without exception.
Luckily a few men had seen me talking quietly with Major Mott: that helped
to calm the others. But the atmosphere remained tense.

The Commandant must have been aware of the feeling in the camp. A
mutiny was the last thing he could have wanted. The War Office would have
had something to say to him about it. The old Commandant had been there
for two years without any serious trouble. And he had only just arrived.

About ten minutes later T was called to the Commandant's office. He had
Major Mott with him. He wag suddenly very amiable. He said there had
been a misunderstanding; it had all been cleared up now. All the restrictions

would be withdrawn. The old visiting hours would be restored. 1 must
return to my duties as battalion leader.

“What about the four men?” 1 agked.

“1 shall ask the War Office to remove their names from the list. I'll make
it my business to see that they stay here.”

There was a feeling of relief and joy in the camp when the news got
round. But my heart was still heavy. 1 was afraid of what Sergeant
Trinneman might be up to next.

On 14th July 1 received a very strange letter from Milly. A Scotland Yard
man had been to see her in prison and had told her that she might be
released very soon. He said that the Russian Revolution had changed the

't g0 to him and say that If
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whole situation in her favour. He had then asled her if al:e Tml'd‘ﬂ nllfn n
undertaking that when she was released she would ﬂ;cdnenlﬁﬁt‘h th?“"?
propaganda against the war. She answered that she wou et ing.
She had been arrested and she was being kept in F:lﬂ ‘lf‘:;;he iy any
charge having been brought against her, without trial. Nt snd nfnt,be
relensed it must be without conditions. That :ﬂ-ﬂ e he
conversation. She had no idea, she said, what would tﬁﬁfﬂmnexm;im i
At the end of July rumours went round the nnrnPh ;" e of Man. Wi ::e
was being closed and that we would all be sent to the lsle e h.w?j ad
heard such rumours before. But this time it seer_neﬂEEB:;WE- e e :Jur
English officers discus:.:ng ;EdTEI% :mn ﬂ:; ii‘;ﬁatr;:ﬂ:?gﬁ ainad ther; .E"
e men took it . The one AL & :
th:l::i:: i:.vt:s looking forward ;1.:“ visitsff;lnm their wives and children, and
ot be possible in the Isle of Man. ] )
th%:;;ﬂrz Eow inﬁe fourth year of the war, and we were FS‘OW‘:E Signs of
our long imprisonment, Our visiting hours were tragic wi aﬁsuﬁgﬁfa?ld
farewells. We had lost all hope of a speedy end of the war as N tf«. the
Russian Revolution. Many revolutiona rk:s‘ had come to re:; I!l-sm ?t a
separate peace with the Kaiser’s Germany might mean the ﬂ'-"—‘rf rﬂt\; of the
whole revolution. If the Germans could withdraw their troops l'm'"'lll e East
and hurl them against the Allies in the West, G-Em_:an}' _l'ﬂl.Eﬂ'!t Sth wm the
war. Then the victorious Germans could throw their weight into Russia on
the side of the counter-revolution, Bnd.f might even I:::r:l:-},]:s Czars back in
dn’t have said that these fears wore gro 268,
Wﬁr‘-\}is:::; from the Swiss Embassy, \risltelcl us on 9th August t?}t;el] s
that a representative of his government had discussed the matter 1;11; Lord
Mewton, and it now looked as if the British guvernmenj. had aban nsnEd i:lhe
plan to close our eamp. 1 must say that both t.h*_z Sw?ﬁs and the Swedish
Embassy had done everything possible to h.ﬂp us in this m:iﬂ?e% Gein
A few days later something very serious indeed happened in Battalion C,
All three battalions had bought our potatoes and vegetables for a long time
from a farmer named Davis. He hought back from us the potato peelings
and the vegetable refuse for his pigs. He came to the camp with Ilus cart two
or three times a week. That day Sergeant Trinneman stopped him and had
his cart searched: among the kitchen refuse he found two h ul:ldredwm_ght of
rice. Davis said that John Immer of C Battalion had given him the rice for
his pigs. Davis and Immer were arrested and handed over to the police,
The camp was in an uproar. Immer was Battalion C’s t:hllel" c-ul:-k,_ and the
impression spread that he had been cheating on the hattalion’s rations and
selling the rice to Davis to make money for himgelf. Trinneman stthed
round like a peacock. The next development was that Hutt, the C Battalion
leader, was ordered to pack his belongings, for immediate transfer lo
Wakefield Camp.
The Captains of C Battalion called an emergency meeting, and invited me
to it. Hutt and all the C Battalion captains said that they would vouch for
Immer's honesty, It was impossible that he had cheated on the rations.
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Then the facts emerged. C Battalion had the largest number of well-to-do
Prj,;.:;-:ers ;dth;i::?:' :‘:31-":; “h’? received a lot of food parcels from their
relatives ; r crefore did not claim their rice and certain

1er rations. Immer saved this food t; ;

:ﬂd he exchanged it with Davis for mil;;;;z: ;:undriﬁﬂgﬂuﬁ:;
ed between thenr:, and Immer had never kept &ﬂﬂ;?? fo ?';.;se]f It all
went into the battalion’s stores. it )

The old Commandant would never have call

was he would have dealt with the matter him :

could be done for Hutt or Immer. Paru{:ula:?;f.ailu:u\;e saw nutﬁ:ﬂg nih:;
make any trouble for ourselves by starting a demonstrati unEEnn his behalf
Battalion C elected a new battalion leader, Fritz Poppe, a well-to-do man
with a good, epen, manly, bearing; everyone respected him. 1 couldn’t have
wished for a better colleague. Politically we were miles apart, but our

reonal relations were excellent, A

On 8th October, Immer was sentenced to twelve months hard labour. The
charge against him was that he had misused government rations T'he- food
had been delivered for use in the camp, and he had =iy it,uutﬁde

Feeling in the camp rose against Sergeant Trinneman. I must say that he
was an ugly customer. The British soldiers in the camp couldn’t stand him.
The officers detested him. One officer told me that they were all furious
because the Immer affair had been taken out of the camp, to the police
court. “It’s all that Sergeant Trinneman’s doing. You must get rid of him. 1
wish that we could help you. But our hands are tied. You have the whole
camp behind you. Do what you can to send the blighter packing. We shall all
be very thankful to you.”

On 20th September, I had another letter from Milly, that her case would
be coming up again before the Advisory Committee. A few days later Milly’s
sisters Polly and Rose came to visit me; they said that Milly had already
appeared before the Advisory Committee. Rose had been in Parliament,
where the committee met, and she had seen Milly and had spoken to her.

The Chairman had asked Milly if she wanted to go to Russia. She had
answered, yes. He then said it was his duty to warn her that conditions in
Russia were developing unfaveurably. She said that the conditions in Russia
didn't frighten her. What she did want was that | and my two sons should
go to Russia with her

The Chairman said this was impossible. I was a German, and Russia was
at war with Germany Milly argued that Russia would nevertheless admit
me. They knew my name and they knew my work.

The Chairman then consulted the other members. He said:

“Your older son is of military age. Can't you see that it’s impossible for us
to send him to Russia?”

“1 can't see it,” Milly answered. Then she continued: “1 want to say
something else. You have kept me in prison for fifteen months without trial.
Why do you treat me differently from my comrades Shapiro, Linder and
Lenoble? Why shouldn’t we all be allowed to go to Russia? You know that I
was arvested because of my political views. Yet I was put in prison with

ed in the police. Whatever it
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criminals. with prostitutes, with women suffering from disease, with whom
I have to share toilet, bath and crockery.”
The members of the Advisory Committee looked at each other; they were
taken aback.
“Mrs. Rocker,” the Chairman tried to assure her, “you must be
exaggerating.”
“] am not exaggerating. If you want the facts I can give them to you. |
have mentioned this only because I don't want it to be said afterwards that
I was here and that I didn’t tell you about it.”
"Do you mean to speak about these things when you are free?”
“Most certainly. I don’t know when I shall be free. But when I am I shall
certainly speak of these things.”
The chairman consulted his colleagues again, and said: “We really can't
agree to let your older son go to Russia.”
“Will you let me talk it over with my husband?”
The members of the committee put their heads together; then the
chairman announced that they had agreed to let her meet me and talk it
over. They fixed our meeting for 4th October. That mncl?ded the l".lea.ring.
and Milly was taken back to Aylesbury. I could hardly believe that in a few
weeks T would see Milly again, and would talk to her. It made me feel very
happy. 1 had no idea what might come of our meeting, but it was enough for
me that we would meet. , )
1 was up very early on 4th October. I had hardly slept a wink all night. 1
waited to be called. I thought we would be leaving at about ten o'clock. But
the morning passed and nothing happened. The afterncon came anr_j went,
and I was not even told that I was not going. I thought of _M:Il_v waiting in
the same way, and nothing happening, and I felt very bitter. Eight days
passed, and T was neither called nor told why I wasn't being called; I began
to think the whole thing had been dropped. :
On 12th October, I had a letter from Milly, dated 8th October. “I_ feel like
a criminal,” she wrote, “to have raised your hopes about our meeting. How
could I have doubted these men when they gave me their word? _Thny may
say that it was no obligation of theirs, but I always thought that if you said
something you had to keep your word.”
The letter had of course been seen by the censor, who had added a note to
me: “Mrs. Rocker seems to be under a misapprehension, Your meeting with
her has been fixed for 17th October.” Tt was very considerate of the censor
to add that note, and I felt grateful. I wondered if Milly had really
misunderstond about the date, but it no longer mattered. We were going to
meet after all. Here was the date in black and white. .
17th October was a nasty rainy autumn day. It was pouring when a plain
clothes man came to fetch me at 10.30am. We went to the Houses of
Parliament by bus. I was introduced to Mr Brodrick, the Secretary of the
Advisory Committee. I asked him il my wife had arrived. “No," he said, "“we
expect her any minute.”

He was most polite, and I must say that he treated me with every
consideration. He took me into one of the rooms, where he said I would
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have to wait. I looked out of the window at the rain. A quarter of an hour
paﬂned; then I;Ihe door opened and 5 woman came in, with Milly behind
her. Mr Brodrick nodded to my plain clothes man and to the woman who
had come with Milly, and we were left alone. We looked at each other
dumbly. It was a long time before our tongues loosened, and we could

H:-__“J, said she thought they would 1e

t us go to Russia, but not older
son. I had already spoken to Rudolf about this possibility, and hec;:ml:!wbeﬂﬂd

me not to let our oppertunity slip because of him. We therefore decided that
if Rudolf couldn’ go with us we would not insist on his in

We were left alone for about an hour. Then My Brodgmri-::k i:amu and said
that the committee were waiting to see Milly,

“Are you still determined to go to Russia, Mrs, Rocker?” the Chairman
s Db gt |

“Qf course. On condition that my hushand ; "

“Naturally. But we can’t let your older son ::E usrs,:t? ;:“m?wm to make ik
quite clear U;f;‘we ;re not ggeﬁn\g you to leave this country” As Milly
didn't say anything, he repeated: “You unde
not forcing you to go to Russia.” retand, Mrs. Rocker, that we are

u] ynderstand,” Milly said,

The chairman asked her if we still had a home in : ?
had, and that there were some things there, our lihlf:;;u:ﬁ?f fmm;h“;f
belongings that we would like to take with us. The chairman thought this
might not be possible under the existing conditions, He suggested that she
might ask me what 1 thought about it. Then they tock her back to the
room where I was waiting. It was now my turn to appear before the
committee.

They took me to a large room where seven gentlemen sat round a long
table. The chairman asked me to sit down.

“Do you want to go to Russia, Mr. Rocker?”

“Yes, if 1 am given the opportunity.”

“Have you any friends in Russia?”

“A great many.”

“I understand that Prince Kropotkin is one of your friends.”

“Nes. For the last twenty years,”

“Your wife spoke to us about your library. You realise that you couldn't
take it with you.”

“T never thought 1 could. But if we are allowed to go home for a couple of
days we could arrange to dispose of it."

“] don’t think that should be difficult. The Advisory Committee has
agreed to treat your ecase as an exception, and to recommend that you may
go to Russia with your wife and your younger son, provided the Russian
government will admit youw.”

That concluded the hearing. When I came back to the room where I
had left Milly waiting I found her sister Rose and our friend Milly
Sabelinsky with her, and also our young son Fermin, whom they had
brought with them. The boy was beside himself with joy; he danced about
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g mother, and thep
n hour together. Then Mr Brodrick
eal ready for Milly and me.

hi
and jumped about, running up first to me, then to
back to me again. We spent about a

G i t‘;;fl::;:? ;.::.’;:: 'f“ma; gnuTe 2 4 our friend Milly Sabelinsky, and
W .

ng dining-room, where w
we followed Mr Brodrick to e Hﬂuii: mﬁ:;s of thenlgaﬂ.t years this wnz
found a small table laid for us. AR tRH U oyted with a little attention
Sy chane 1 v St 0

in, In i human beings, T S

&ft:elrll:‘;;];?;:lﬂﬁe were left alone together again oo Eﬂ'ﬂﬁg Lhmﬂowan

g n that we would soon be free and on ““t': way Id eE
znug?gdwzn;:ve known that a whaole year would pass before we would see each
other again? our journey hack to t

1t poured all the way whien Ty escort and In?:ﬂ.‘::,des i}n the c&zra.mp wa.iti:e
camp. But my heart was singiog. [ fount i o o, S it
impatiently for me to return. The news soon "":_:“ g e il E’d ﬂ:EE
battalions that 1 was back, and that I was going to ussﬁ. Ei"; f}? . thEF
were very happy for my sake, but they were sOrTy fnr themsin_egdia_ ah_ ey
would be Insmg me. T too felt sorry for them, knowing the ply in which 1

leaving them.

Wﬂ[iﬂﬂt;': rl:::;rnlflg some of the English officers came to 9-_51" mET:'th- the
result had been of my interview with the Advisory Committee, the G'Ef’bﬁs
which was still appearing at that time, had a short repﬂgﬂ about me: “Mr,
Rudolf Rocker, the leader of the internees in Alexandra Palace, 15 going to
Rui?:;?,;tenant Martin informed me officially as battalion leader of an
incident that had oceurred during my absence. My colleagues had already
told me about it. Major Mott had taken the inspection instead of the
Commandant. As soon as he had appeared with Sergeant Trinneman at
his heels, somebody had started a derisive whistle, which was tqlkﬂn up
immediately on all sides. Trinneman knew that the demonstration was
against him. He turned to Major Mott and s_a:d Splt-?fu“}': All tha‘t'_ man
Rocker's doing. That's the way he teaches his battalion to behave. _

I told Lieutenant Martin that when the Commandant called me to his
office 1 would disclaim all responsibility for what had happened. 1 ’Fmdnl’t
been in the camp at the time. Sergeant Trinneman was the culprit. His
intrigues had undermined my authority and destroyed the discipline of the
camp. Lieutenant Martin who was one of the oldest officers there, knew
that such things had never happened in the camp before.

Two days later, on Saturday, 20th October, just after visiting hours, the
news went round the eamp that Trinneman had physically assaulted a man
named Mueller in Battalion C, and had locked him into a cell. The men were
arouszed as never before.

When the time for the count came Battalions B and C refused to line up.
Poppe, the leader of Battalion C to which Mueller belonged went to report
this to the Commandant. As usual he was not to be found when there was
trouble. Then Poppe went to Major Mott, and told him the only way to
restore discipline, was to send Mueller back to his battalion at once. Major

212

e e

Mott ordered Mueller to be released from the cell and sent back to the
pattalion. After that the count went off quietly.

As soon as the count was over, Poppe told me what had ]'IB.PPE““d'
Mueller’s wife had come to visit him. The signal had just gone for all visitors

to leave, when his wife turned to kiss him goodbye. Trinneman had rushed
up, swearing and cursing, and had told her to clear out at once. He said she
had no business to be in the building after the signal had gone. The poor
woman didn’t say a word. She walked towards the exit. Then Trinneman
while she was still on her way out turned on Mueller and shouted at him:
“(Get in, you bugger!”

When Mueller protested against such lan Tri n id of
him and with the hﬁlp of one of the suldiergsu?'lﬁﬂng hrnr:m tf::;tf;]nl. I—;‘E
ripped his coat off him, shouting and cursing the whole time. “One more
word out of you,” he said, “and I'll have the skin off you as well as your
coat!™

We decided that this sort of thing had to be stopped. We sent letters the
same day to the Swedish and Swiss Embassies reporting the incident, and
asking them to intervene with the War Office. 1 realised that this would
probably take weeks. So I tried to think of a way to hasten the matter.

The next day was Sunday, and we had no inspection. Trinneman didn’t
show himself all that day. 1 was afraid though of what might happen on the
Monday, if Trinneman appeared at the inspection with the Commandant.
Something had to be done to prevent that. I consulted my two colleagues of
Battalions A and C, and we decided to see the Commandant, and to tell him
that if Trinneman appeared at the inspection we and all the Company
leaders in the camp would resign our posts immediately.

We all three went to the Commandant’s office. He wasn’t there; we found
Major Mott and Lieutenant Martin in the office. | told them what we had
come about. Major Mott made no comment. He told us very quietly that he
would convey what we had said to the Commandant.

There was no inspection on the Monday. On Monday afternoon Mueller
appeared before a court martial. We warned him not to yield to threats or '
blandishments and promised to back him up. Poppe who was present as his
battalion leader told us afterwards that Mueller had behaved splendidly. He
refused to be intimidated, and stuck to his story. Trinneman had denied
everything; he said that he would swear on cath that nothing of the kind
had happened. Even when the soldier whom he had ordered to help him to
bring Mueller into the cell had confirmed Mueller's story in every detail,
Trinneman still stood by his denial. Mueller's innocence was clearly
established, and the court had to acguit him.

That was the end of Trinneman. The Commandant must have seen that
it was now impossible to keep Trinneman in the camp. He made one more
attempt to save him, He called the three battalion leaders, Poppe, Luti and
me to his office, and in the presence of Major Mott and Lieutenant Martin
read us a lecture about undermining discipline in the camp.

“1 am sorry,” 1 interrupted. “If there has been any undermining of
discipline it is Trinneman’s doing, not ours. He got together with the lowest
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seum in the camp, and used them to make life as miserable here as possible,
We were elocted by the great majority, and this man did everything he could
to undermine our position. It had to come to a clash. Who can blame the
men for losing their patience when they saw this beast attack one of thejr
own men? It is bad enough that we are confined here for years through no
fault of ours. We won’t put up with physical maltreatment as “:F“- Such
things never happened when the old Commandant was in charge,

I spoke with some heat. I saw the Commandant's face go white, am! then
red. When I called Trinneman a beast he winced. I had thrown caution tg
the wind. Let him do what he liked! I was past caring. X

Then Poppe spoke. He was also very blunt. He gave me his complete
support. Suddenly the Commandant became all acquiescence and smiles. He
had never suspected that things were like that. He said that he would do
everything he could to win back the confidence of the camp. The only thing
he wanted was to have the camp run smoothly and pleasantly.

We went back feeling quite sure that Trinneman was going to be sent
packing. We didn’t see him again till we heard on 26th October that he wag
leaving. It so happened that I had business that day in the staff office. When
I came in, | saw Trinneman sitting there in a corner. Nobody took any notice
of him. He locked deflated. He winced when he saw me. )

The Chief Clerk winked at me, and said: “Lovely day, isn't it?” It was
pouring cats and dogs, but I knew what he meant.

“Yes," I answered. “Tt is a lovely day.”

“And are you going to the Isle of Man, Mr Rocker?” he went on.

“No," I said. "T am going to Russia.”

When I came back to my battalion office my secretary told me that Mr
Minister, the censor, wanted to see me. I found all the censors nf_i.he camp

and several officers round a table, celebrating with a bottle -:rlf u_rhmky. T}m:,r
were all in high spirits, and greeted me boisterously. I had to join them in a
drink.

“It's a great occasion,” Minister said. “We are celebrating a birthday.™

“Whose birthday?" 1 asked.

“He isn't with ui, you know. He is leaving the camp today, for good. So we
are celebrating the occasion.”

A whole month had now passed since our appearance before the Advisory
Committee, and we hadn't heard anything about our going to Russia. My
friends had sent a telegram to Kropotkin asking him to get the Russian
government to inform the British government that | would be admitted to
Russia. We didn’t know whether anything had been done about it. The
Kerensky government had fallen in October, and the Bolsheviks were now
in power.

On 27th November [ received a letter from Milly that the Home Secretary
had notified her that she could not be released for the time being. T had no
doubt that this was the result of the new upheaval in Russia. Milly wrote to
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there was no 210]‘& hope for us,
hristmas drew near, my fourth . . L :
calghrating this time. We were all :f:‘k“::mu in c}:lnjnptr;-:ty. Nobody felt like
as no end to the war in sight. Another year i thfm?:’ resigned. There
we would all be fit for the lunatic asylum_ rnment camp and
Just before Christmas we got a new
palace from the Isle of Man. They told

d died in the Isle of Man of a heart attack. p
E:ﬁmy years. He had be-._m active in our Germ};nlr;'::fe:ﬂitnﬁslffh?!her ﬂ::r
militarist, who had carried on a relentless war it thic. Tt elong anti-
and had to live in exile because of it, he died in a Sortanis m['FBlSEr re%img,
camp as though he had been one of the Kaiser's own men! Phdl':;rs 1;:;,-3 u:'a_':;
Press spoke of this as a war of democracy against Pmﬂuia;-; milita.r:s ' tis

In the middle of January, Milly wrote to me tha S

t she h i
communication from the Home Offi ad received another

ce that she could is wi
young son, but that no permission could he g0 to Russia with our

given to me. Mi 3
that she would not leave England without me. me. Milly had replied

On 21st January, Mr Joseph King, a Liberal MP asked a question about
us in Parliament. The Home Secretary’s answer was not encouraging. The
Herald took up our case and published an article demanding our rel.am
Then an official Russian note came to the British Foreign Secretary to an.-
that Russia would admit me. It didn’t help. The British Eovernment Emmﬂ::r
to have made up its mind that I must not go to Russia.

On 11th February, 1918, the British press reported that Russia had made
a separate peace with Germany. My heart almost stopped when I read the
shameful conditions to which Russia had agreed. General Hoffman crashing
his fist down on the table at Brest-Litovsk during the peace treaty talks was
Prussian militarism beating its mailed fist in the face of the world. It was
irony indeed when this reactionary gang waxed indignant over the
injustices of Versailles after they had done so much to precipitate the war
and then imposed the terms of Brest-Litovsk on Russia. Most of my fellow
internees failed to appreciate the significance of this peace treaty. Their only

concern was to be free again, and they thought their hope was now to come
true.

me that my old friend Otto Schreiber
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Chapter 33
Farewell to England

to the endless negotiations
E:mﬂitwghn:h‘:et%ﬁzgezﬁ:r (;.::;:darnd;!i British governments about
of civilian prisoners. The negotiations ‘ha-:_i gone on for
}Eﬁnifﬂ:fsms with no rzsult. During the whole of this time pEDP}B had
been sent to us from all the camps throughout ; the Du;ntry, in ;:E
expectation that in a few weeks they would be gﬂlngck'-f{ rermany. we
negotiations dragged, and all these people rammn!zd stuck in our El:n.t]r;p We
had nowhere to put them. Protests to the Swedish and Swm::_ I'nl assies
didn't help. Our school rooms we;e: tu:_mnﬂlawa:rk from us for sleeping
. It killed the whole of our educational WoTkE. ]
qu?;ti;: summer, when the men could go out into the compound things
were bearable. But in winter when we all had to stay }ndﬂ;;t‘s 1111 a:'a.ﬁ hell.
Everybody was ill. The infirmary was ﬁ'llec% to suffocation. We . a great
many cases of insanity. In the end the British and German ﬁ*ﬁ:mmenta
agreed that those whose mental or physical state required it would
meanwhile be interned in neutral countries, where they would enjoy better
m]::.-lt;;r;ﬁ end of January, 1918, a notice appeared on the _hn.:m:'l th?t
prisoners who believed they ought to be for l}aalth reasons mt%r}:‘led in
Holland should put their names down for medieal examination. The first
examination would be by the Camp doctor. There would be a s_ncgnd
examination by the Home Office doctor, and he would decide who was to go
ist for Holland.
nnlt\}:rgl::: mysell at that time. I had developed cht:cmic stomach trouble, and
spent a couple of weeks in the infirmary. 1 couldn't keep my food down. Not
even milk and water. Dr Dove did all he could to help me. After three weeks
I returned to my duties as battalion leader. But 1 was no longer the mhu_st
man | had been. In fact 1 had to have an operation afterwards in
Amsterdam.

Worze than my physical illness was my mental depres§iun. All the aﬁ"f:-rts
our friends made to get Milly released had failed. I had reason to believe
that if T were sent to Holland, Milly would be allowed to follow me. Some of
my friends who had gone to Holland wrote to me that the cond_ltmns Were
much more favourable there, The camp for German civilian prisoners was
at Hattem, a small place near Zwolle. Those who could pay for it could stay
in private homes. The rest lived in comfortable barracks, and could move
ahout freely in the whole of that area. The food was excellent. After what we
had endured in England it must have seemed like paradise,

A second transport was going to Holland in the middle of February. I
couldn't decide whether to put my name down for it. Tt would have been
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easier if I could have seen Milly and discu
writing. Itldtuul;kthree weeks for a letter
That would make it too late. I had a talk with m

my friends in the camp and they all urged me nuftﬁl;tﬁ:l:ﬂ:::::e!::;l:e;:
on 26th FEB;’-‘“"J’- l:hﬂ ]“:5; :&Y for application, T put my name on the lmE Dr
Deove passed me; he said he was guite .
would pass me too. sure that the Home Office doctor

When the list of those who would be going to Holland posted

sth March, my name was not there. Then the list appea::; of t.hm: Er:;
were to be sent tl.;h Gtﬂrm::y mhﬂxchnnga for British civilian prisoners. There
my name was ri on top, the very first. | was astoun

done that? They knew my political D T W

record of o iti -
regime. I had no doubt that as soon as I reached Pposition to the Kaiser's

me in goal. What should T do? I could of course appeal against my
repatriation, ask the Commandant to remove my name from the list, But it
went ng'ﬂjnst ﬂ'lE ETE.i.l'.I to have to ask this man for any favuurl 1 consoled
myself with the thought that we would be travelling through Holland. 1
didn't believe that the Dutch would refuse me asylum once T was there.
Rudolf and the others thought the same. How could we have known the
conditions there?

1 delivered my last lecture on 6th March in the theatre. It was my 139th
lecture. When 1 finished and spoke a few words of farewell to the
gathering, 1 saw how genuinely sorry evervbody was that T was leaving.
The next day Milly's sisters Rose and Polly came with Lazar and Milly
Sabelinsky to say goodbye to me. It was not easy to part from such close
friends after all these years. Taking leave of my youngster whom I might
not see for a long time was especially hard. It was at least a comfort to
know he was in good hands.

On 9th March, the camp gave me a send-off. There were tears in many
eyes. | spoke and begged them not to lose their courage. When 1 ended, all
rose from their seats and filed past me to press my hand. Late that night
when we lay on our plank beds a sound of singing filled the place. It was a
farewell serenade by the camp’s choral group.

I lay awake thinking. My heart was very heavy I felt embarrassed when
I thought of the affection and gratitude these people had shown me. What
had I done to deserve it? For two years 1 had carried the burden of being
their battalion leader, representing their interests, trying to help them as
much as I could. But that was my duty. I had accepted the post and only did
what I had undertaken. It was gratifying to know that on many occasions I
had been able to intervene for them successfully. At times it seemed to me
that 1 was the focus of all the personal tragedies and griefs in the camp.
People confided to me things no one else knew. Often it meant nothing more
than talking to someone who was sympathetic and understanding. I did all
I could. That thought made me feel better.

I didn’t close my eyes all that night, my last in the camp. As soon as the
morning broke I rose from my plank bed. My son Rudolf also got up, so that
he could spend the last few hours with me. He spoke confidently about

ssed it with her. I couldn't do it in
to reach her, and to get her reply.

Germany they would clap
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peace coming soon, and of our meeting again, free men. I didn’t want tg
damp his optimism and tried to hide my fears. .

After hreakfast T went to say goodbye to those English officers I had got
to know and respect. Major Mott was visibly moved when we Pﬂﬂ?‘d- He saig
to me: “Don’t worry about your son, Rocker. I'll see that he doesn’t go to the
Isle of Man. I'll give him a job in my office.” He kept his word.

When I saw the censor of A Battalion he took me aside and asked me how
1 was placed for money. He offered me £10, all t]'“lt I would be permitted to
take out of England, He wanted me to consider it as a loan, he said, I would
repay it when I could, after the war. I found it hard t.o m}:ﬂml my emotion_
I told him that I was most grateful for his offer, but 1 didn’t need the money,
I had as much as I would be allowed to take with me. He wasn't satisfieq
however till T took out my wallet and showed him the money.

When I returned to the battalion, all the men were waiting for me in 4
crowd to shake hands with me for the last time. Those who were to leave
with me were already lined up outside, waiting. All the company captaing
were also there, with my son Rudolf, to say goodbye again. Major Mott called
Rudolf over and told him that he could go with me to the train. Then we
marched down the hill under military escort to the station, where our train
was waiting.

I shared a compartment with Fritz Poppe, his brother and some friends,
I embraced Rudolf. Then the train moved off. All the others were happy and

excited: T felt sad. I sat at the window and kept looking out. All my life in
England passed before me. I thought of Milly and of all my friends and dear
ones, and of the poor people I had left in the camp. _

Then I began to wonder what my future would be. What awaited me?
Everybody else had some idea of where they were going, what would ha!apgfn
to thern. Some were doing back to their homes. Others would remain in
Holland. Where was I going? :

1 was recalled to my surroundings by my friends talking to me. It was
spring. The sun shane brightly. My friends were laughing and were happy.
Even the soldiers who were coming with us as our escort were in very good
humour. :

We were on our way to the repatrialtion camp at Spﬂlﬂlﬂg_. where we
would stay about a week. It was 3pm when we reached Spalding. We still
had a fair distance to march from the station to the camp. People in the
streets looked at us curiously, but with no hostility. The camp was an old
workhouse, packed full of people like ourselves. We were counted and
registered. Then I started looking round. Most of the people in this
repatriation camp had come from the Isle of Man; many were old friends
and acquaintances from Alexandra Palace.

The place was uncomfortable and overcrowded. Luckily we didn’t have to
stay long there. We were due to leave on 15th March. That morning we
proceeded to the port town Boston, which was quite near. We thought that
after having had everything we possessed thoroughly searched in Spalding
we would be spared all that again, We soon learned better. When we got out
of the train we were shepherded into a room in the station building where
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a young lieutenant, probably only
animal. He and his men went th

rmliu;t commissioned, behaved like a wild
hand of thieves. He swore and e o Clongings as IOk s e

stam .
roduce his key at once he had the luﬁdn?ll;?s . Il o5 of e didnt

case broken open. Anythin

that looked new was confiscated. He aven took mg
because he said they were new, and their oOwners :::};u?kmil' t:{lnur
discarded ma!I]aaci: I:D d:.lmp their things in. " R

The British authorities may not have kno i i
was asking for t}"““dhﬁ "‘t’ Jiv- & eallone ?ﬂungw?oz???l:et:ﬁ: :}]: Icnrf:;;utﬂl:
must have imagine al he was on the battlefield pivi :
o | - Elving the Huns what

When he was finished with us we boar

liEd [ T "
going to Rotterdam. Suddenly everythi the Dutch steamer “Sindora”,

ch .
the boat gave us a friendly welmm;ﬁ ang‘edTheRedE{hn:: sisters on
we were

t]‘E-ﬂu’i‘d with kindne-_ss and mnsiderﬂtiun_]}ﬂmﬁaiﬁ::_gbﬁ i :
friend. It was beautifully clean and tidy, and the linen, . E‘." 3 Jiﬂ with a
It seemed too good to be true. It was like the old days, befars 1. . 0"
1 made my way to the large dining-room. The tables were rﬁ wair,' lai
the chairs were comfortable, everything was neat in the Dufchptizsi i %
Fritz Poppe beckoned me to his table, where he sat; with a couple o [ 'T.mu.
over a beer. 1 looked round. Were these the e of friends

i people I had known as
risoners in the camp? They looked s0 ha y
:Lughed joyfully. PPy, they talked freely, they

It was late afternoon when the Sindora weighe i
gkirting the English coast. The weather wasggijn?::n:;n';'ha;‘i:ﬁ?::: E::F*
mirror. At dusk we anchored again off the English coast, T slept like a lo t.'i;l
the morning, The Sindora was then already out at sea, making hurgwa
across towards Holland. 1 looked for the outline of the English coast; it lmz
disappeared completely. I fell into sad thoug :

hts again, wondering if T would
ever return to tread the soil of England, which had become my second

homeland. I shook off my sentimental thoughts, and began to think how 1
could possibly remain in Holland when 1 got there, not be sent on to
Germany.

There was a young Dutch steward on board whose locks and manner
attracted me. I discovered to my joy that he was a member of the Syndicalist
trade union, National Arbeids Secretariat. When 1 introduced myself as an
old friend of Domela Nieuwenhuis he was my man. I told him how 1 was
placed, and asked him if he had any idea what I could do. He said he would
try to find out. He was away for about a quarter of an hour, and told me that
he had spoken to some of his comrades. There was no chance of getting legal
permission to stay in Holland. They thought T ought to talk to the ship's
doctor, & man of liberal views, who would do anything possible for me. 1
went to see the doctor and found him a charming man. He said he would try
to thinlk of zome way to help me.

By that time it was dusk again, and we anchored off the Dutch coast for
the night. In the morning the doctor sent for me. He said there was one man
who might be able to help me, the doctor in the Emigration House in
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Rotterdam. He didn't know if he could really do anything, but I could safely
confide in him, and it was worth trying.

The German Consul eame on board as soon as we reached Rutbert?am. He
said that he had come to welcome us. We were taken to the Emigration
House, and those wha were to go to Germany were ﬂﬂpal:ated from the
others. We spent the night in a separate room, all the exits guarded by
soldiers, so that it was impossible to slip out of the building.

In the morning I had a talk with the doctor. He was very sorry, but there
was nothing, he said, that he could do for me. There was an agreement
between the British and German governments, and he did not dare as
neutral to do anything that would get his own country into trouble, He did
think that there was something I might be able to do for myself though. A
few miles out of Rotterdam the train to Germany came to a s!mrp curve, and
had to slow down. 1 could jump down there. If I got away it would not be
difficult to obtain permission to remain in Holland. ]

I didn't know if T would be able to do it, but I decided to make the
attempt. Our train left at 11.30am. | had my seal next to a window. Two or
three miles out of Rotterdam the train slowed down. Had it been at night I
would have got away I realised that it would be more difficult in broad
daylight. But I opened the door and jumped. I fell heavily. I was bruised, but
not badly hurt. I picked myself up and ran. I heard shouting behind me, and
the grinding of brakes, The train had been stopped. 1 ran faster, but my
pursuers gained on me. To make things worse, three railway men working
on the track barred my way. )

1 was taken to the Red Cross compartment. Everybody was very kind;
someone offered me a glass of wine. They asked me whyfl had wanted to
escape. I told them; it seemed to me that they were sorry lor me.

I wi;s disconsolate. I had made my attempt, and I had failed. The hours
passed slowly till we reached the first German station, Hassum. A group
of German children stood by the bar at the level crossing, piping in their
thin voices Deutschland, Deutschlond, ueber alles. T_h!z:,r stretched out
their hands to us pleadingly. Things did not look promising here. Half an
hour later we were in Goch, the frontier guard post. (_]'ul' IUEEﬂE‘?: WHE
again examined very carefully; every scrap of paper, prmmdl or written,
was taken away from us. We were then brought before the Imutr_-r_mnt in
charge of the frontier post. He was a Protestant pastor who :Eurmg the
war had exchanged his clergyman’s robe for the Kaiser’s uniform. He
spoke to us about the war that had been forced on Germany, about
unforgiving, relentless Albion, and about the German victory that was
sure to come. He prepared us to expect hardships in Germany. Everybody
had to make sacrifices to strengthen the Fatherland. He told us of
eountless regulations that we would have to ohserve. It was true that we
were now free, but freedom had to have a master. And it all ended with
cheers for the Kaizer.

When he had finished the lisutenant called me out by name. He looked
me up and down, and said: “What have you been up to?" I told him I was
too exhausted by the journey to explain now. Couldn't it be left till the
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rning? He looked me u down aga; .
$“’wu ifthj morning.” - again, and said: “Very well. I'll speak
Some soldiers took us to a g¢ HE .
being u%ed for the ummodatimmﬁt:; :‘:]ud:: E:hegimmd 'SWHCH o
gerved; it was a very frugal meal. A smal) Piece of v b“m e upper was
cabbage soup, which hadn't seen much fat. The Egm hread ot T
urged us not to leave anything in the how] We mustn't a:t o e
said. I could see from the faces of my fel[nw-repﬂ.l.riat.es‘:h I:E ;J'.‘l}" food, she
imprﬂﬁsﬂd by what they were seeing of German c at they were not

: ; onditions
I spent the night with three others in a sort of coach-hou laid
on the ground, with one blanket each. We hadn’t ha:nh::n?]et: E: Et:c;:: life

and I was glad to stretch my weary limbs. Not ;

It was nearly dawn before 1 dozed off My tl!:?:nldzlewpzﬂmh th‘;: i
marched off to the school for breakfast, which consisted of a :.iie‘ fEhwerE
a smear of so-called marmalade, and some indistinguishable Efm':r read,
coffee. Then a soldier escorted us back to the railway station. wh the
office was already hard at work. The procedure was simple EaEIln Erf sate
had to say what place he belonged to, and give the name of a rﬁ: s
friend there. A telegram went off to the local authority and when thewr:p]ur
arrived the repatriate was given a railway ticket, and told to make his nw-i:
way home. *

Lieutenant Merck arrived about 9am. He sat down at his desk and looked
through some papers. Then he called out my name. “Now Mr Rocker." he
began, “I'm ready to hear your explanation. Please follow ;nu to my rn::m >
He led the way to a poorly furnished little place where he sat down at .a
emall table, and offered me a chair

[ had decided to tell him everything or nothing. He looked at me
expectantly. I said: “May I first know whom I am speaking to? T mean, if T
am to regard you as a Prussian officer there is no point in my saying
anything. But if I could speak to you as one human being to another, then I
Emm ”mjk freely, and tell you everything about myself that you want to

now.

He look surprised and said quietly: “Very well, speak to me as one human
being to another. 1 shall try to understand.”

I told him everything. T was an anarchist, and T had fled from Germany
many years before because of my revelutinnary activity. [ told him my
attitude ta the war. As for my attempt to escape, I had wanted to be interned
in Holland, not return to Germany.

“1 have told you everything,” I concluded. “T have nothing more to say. It
is mow for you to decide what to do with me.”

Licutenant Merck was visibly impressed. He was gilent for a moment.
Then he said:

“1 have never heard things like this from anyone before. You mean to say
that you really are an anarchist? But that is terriblel Anarchy is a state of
disorder. Surely that iz no aim to strive for!”

“People may have different ideas,” I answered, “about what is order and
disorder. T would say for instance that there can be no greater disorder than
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we have now. Would you say that this war is a sign of nr_dar in the world?

Why should it be so tgrrih'le to call mﬁe]f a:;l :fmrchmt? Did you want me tg
ide the fact, instead of telling you the truth:

h“?ﬁt i: n:e:'t-;a.iul}' much bethfrythat you told me the truth. ‘iﬂfhat I can't

understand,” the lieutenant said, “is why they interned you in Engl:md_

They couldn’t have said that you were a supporter of our government.

“They didn’t,” I interposed. “But 1 wasn't only ﬂE_BlIMt your EﬂvEmrr_uenlt,,
1 was against the war as such; that was what the British government didn’t
hkaeutenant Merck said that he had heard of me from ﬂ'_lE other I‘E.:‘Fa.tnat:es
long before 1 had arrived. “Some painted you as the d‘-*“;hlmﬂﬂf. he said,
smiling. “Others couldn't praise you enough, you were the most wonderful
person they had ever come across. They told me how you had watched over
the interests of our people in the camp. 1 was told about your 1E€tﬂ1‘£?. alnd
that you had attacked the Kaiser a.r:::l tl':l'.-ﬂ Gﬁeﬂ;’-ﬂh state. You wouldn't like

ing more about that?" he asked. )

= te“ﬁuh?f s:;:;ljﬂ'l telgl you? You don't expect me to answer everything th:ft this
man or the other may have reported about me? 1 met a lot of people in the
years [ spent in the internment camps, some of them were mern to whom
every word I spoke must have sounded like high treason. I didn’t intend my
lectures to be German propaganda. But neither were they propaganda for
any other government. As for the Kaiser, | never mentioned him. I was not
concerned with one man, but with a system.” .

“Suppose we let you go free,” he asked. “You know the desperate position

of the Fatherland. Would you still, knowing the conditions, go about
preading your ideas?”

X 1 thnufr!f;. for a moment. Then 1 said with decision: “I can only tell you the

truth. Either a man has eonvictions or he hasn't. If you put the question to

me like that I can only answer, ‘Yes, I shall always say what 1 believe, every
ime I get the opportunity.”

m? m:ﬁd Boe frgﬁthe way_-,r he took it that he hadn't erlrpected me to answer

differently. He stood up, and looked at me. I asked him what he was going

to do with me. _

I don't decide these things,” he answered. “I can only explain ‘the
procedure to you. I shall have to draw up a report abﬂ_rut you :_md send it tE
Berlin. They will make the decision there. I must await their instructions.

“How long will that take?”

“I ean’t say, Mr. Rocker. Three weeks, maybe, or three months, perhaps a
year."

I didn’t like this uncertainty. But what worried me most was that I had
no way of communicating with Milly. I might have disappeared from the
earth for all that she could know. At the same time 1 was grateful for the

decent way in which Lieutenant Merck spoke to me and treated me. [ hadn’t
expected it of a Prussian officer. But Lieutenant Merck was not a
professional soldier.

Difficult days followed. 1 was quartered in the school building, but I had
to appear twice every day at the railway station. The soldiers behaved well.
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of repatriates arrived, Only one soldier

[:]
I was struck by the way eveljrbo;; m;er

about the war; they were tired of it, and
first 1 thought they said these things delibar :
tel

remark that they could use against me. But | Wza ¥ tﬂmtz:vg ::n:d E::u some

were their true feelings. b n at these
Three weeks passed in this way. On the evening of :

: 1

in the school hall, when the telephone rang. Thufmﬂﬂﬁﬂg{aﬁﬂ ﬂmt:

answer, oI picked up the receiver. It was Lieutenant Merck, asking for me
“Listen, Mr. Rocker,” he said, “I have just received the decision about you.

You were out of Germany for more than ten years. As ¥ou never reported tﬂ

a German Consulate abroad you have lost your German nationality, For this

reason you will not be admitted to Ger ;

many. You must land
The train leaves at ten o'clock to-morr o sl :

i ; ow morning for th 3
I'll arrange it all for you in the morning.” € e Dutch frontier.

I couldn't believe my ears. But my heart was already drummi
march of liberty. 1 could have wished for nothin g better I wn:.:;ngal.maﬂywt 5

composing in my mind the letter I would write to Milly as soon as I was safe
in Holland.

I was up early next morning. I had slept very little durin i
felt much too happy thinking that T would soon be out ul‘gt::.: mrﬁ
again. Lieutenant Merck was already at the railway station when I came
“Well, Mr. Rocker, how do you like the decision?” he greeted me. -
“I couldn’t have wished for anything better.”

“I can well believe it,” he said. “May I say that I am very h i
too, for your sake." ry happy about it

He handed me a document that he had
to the Dutch authorities, It read: already prepared for me to show

failed to turn up at night.
met, soldiers and civilians, spoke
disappointed, praying for peace. At

The stateless repatriate from England, Rudolf Rocker is returned to Holland

on the instructions of the Deputy General Command VII. He has been
refused admission to Germany.

Frontier Guard Post at Goch.
11th April 1918,

(Signed) Merck, Lieutenant,

The lieutenant and all his soldiers shook hands with me when my train
drew in, and wished me luck. There were few passengers on the train. At
Hassum, the last German frontier station, we all had to get out to be
examinod, T had just put my foot down on the platform when a man came
up and said to me: “You must be Mr. Rocker.” :
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i in the station. Before he
Ituldh:mlwas;hetmkmetoasma]lmumm .

could say a word to me the telephone rang. Ha”amwereﬂ it, then turned tg

: "L t Merck wants to speak to you.

mﬂii&iﬂfﬂ?%ﬂékcn" the licutenant said. “Just as you left a new batch af
repatriates arrived from England, among them 2 lady \:l;u w?; interned al]
the time with vour wife. She would like to tell you about her. If you take t‘l'.q.g.
next train back to Goch you can have a word with her, and go to Holland in

the afterncon.

I thought for a moment. Then
in Goch about the frontier between Hol
shortly. 1 decided not to risk going back
Merck what the lady had to say abcu;i Milly. Was
wife iz well and cheerful,” he answered. : o

"'E":I'l:en I shall continue my journey to Holland, I_sald. : But let me ‘:?“
vou first how grateful I am to you for your kindness in 1ett1ng‘me know.

“Thank you,” he said. “God be with you! One word more: 1 hope that

& day vou will become a Christian again.” . -
5mlful'[:,r nubl;zbyrz-aninu was tugging at my sleeve. “Hurry up!” he cried. “The train
is leaving.” ; : _

1 picked up my case and ran. 1 had no sooner got into the train than it
moved off. | had gone without being examined. But there was nothing in my
case that would have been on the list of prohibited EJ'HI.:JES--

In half an hour we were at Gennep. A young Duteh lieutenant came and
asked for my passport. 1 said I had no passport. ButThada ﬂtrclument which
might serve the same purpose. I produced Lieutenant Merck’s statement.
He read it, and shook his head. )

“You mean to say that you are not a German? You were born in Germany,
weren't you; your parents were Germans?” s

“Yes,” 1 said, “but there is a law in Germany which gives thIE government
the right to withdraw German nationality from anyone born in Germany if
it so wishes. That is what has happened to me.” :

“] have never heard of such a thing,” he exclaimed. "If you were born in
Germany how can anyone deprive you of your nationality?”

“You see that it has happened to me.” . .

He asked me if he might make a copy of my document. [ gave it “.' him,
and he copied it and returned it to me. Then he explained that all foreigners
who had no means were interned in Holland.

I said I had been interned in England all through the war. As for means,
I had £10 with me, and I had friends in Holland.

“Where do you want to go?"

“To Hilversum.”

*Whom do vou know there?”

"My old friend Domela Nieuwenhuis.”

“Oh, yes, we know him!™ said the lieutenant, suddenly very friendly.
“Very well, you are free to go.”

_ T had to wait two hours in Gennep for the train to Utrecht. I spent the
Jtime writing a letter to Milly. I arrived in Hilversum about 4pm. It was a

I remembered that I had heard something
land and Germany being closed
to Germany. | asked Lieutenant
she well? “She =ays your
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lorious spring day. I walked to Schoklaan . i

G sing on th verandan. We v s v et lved. He

hair had gone uita v}rhlte, and he looked old, We embraced, and g:ar&

my hand without saying a word. His wife came out o s Eﬂp;rm:l

together, talking. ' were soon sitting
1 was only a lad when I first met Nieuwenhuis i )

then at the height of h_is powers, and his wor d;i;“ﬂi":x:im 1891, HEFTI::

new Socialist International had gone straigh CONEress o

R tto
the grand old man with respect and affection. my young heart. I looked at

I thought of the battles that lay ahead, the new struggles that the end of

the war would bring. Now T was a free m d : ;
came over me. I wan ready. an again. A feeling of happiness
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Epilogue

This book ends with Rocker deported from England shortly before the end
of the 1914-1918 war, after years of internment as an “enemy alien” —
Olvmpia, Roval Edward and Alexandra Palace.

The general reader who does not know Rocker's years of fruitful work
since 1918, till today, should not be left to close this book on the last page
under the impression that it was the end of Rocker's life-long struggle.
Though Rocker does in his last sentence, as Sir Herbert Read emphasises,
speak of “the battles that lay ahead, the new struggles” for which he was
ready. one should say a word here about Rocker’s later work, the struggles
in which he engaged. Tt was much later than the period of this book, for
instance (the manuscript was the one thing he could save from the Nazis
when Milly and he fled from Hitler's Germany) that he wrote his great book
Nationalism and Culture, which Sir Herbert Read calls one of the classics
of libertarian socialism.

We leave Rocker in this book a free man again, after so many years of
constraint, deprived of his liberty, torn away from Milly and their young
son, from his friends and comrades, confined with thousands of other
civilian prisoners of war, with most of whom he shared only common
birth in Germany against whose Kaiser and regime he had fought, and
where he was regarded as an enemy to be clapped in jail if they got hold
of him. He was in neutral Holland, with his old friend and comrade
Nieuwenhuis.

Before long the German Revolution broke out; the Kaiser and his regime
were overthrown, Rocker returned to Germany, and became one of the
leaders of the international syndicalist libertarian movement. Unlike
England, and America, the scene of Rocker's activities u.f'ti.Tr he left
Germany nearly a quarter of a century ago, there was no special Jewish
libertarian movement in Germany. Rocker continued of course his interest
in the Yiddish-speaking movement and his contacts with his old London
Jewish comrades. But his activities, which had never been confined to the
Jewish movement, as we know from his London friendships with Kropotkin,
Malatesta and other international leaders of the world-wide libertarian
movement, his contacts with the English movement, and his positions in the
Anarchist International and the Anarchist Red Cross, which he held while
he worked with us in the Yiddish movement in London, were now mainly
devoled to the general movement.

It is not for me to speak of Rocker’s ceaseless work in Germany for the
movement, his writings, his lectures, his friendships with leading thinkers
in the German socialist movement generally, and with the masses. To me he
was still and he has remained my teacher of his London years. I had known
him and Milly since [ first came to London as an immigrant, a greener in
1902 and, largely under the spell of Rocker's oratory and personality joined
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movement in which he was for decad, <
the es of the Jewish immigrant wﬂrker:? the dominating fig S

1929, when I came to Berlin as o
W;:";d Conference, one of the first lhingi 'i'rd?;e qf;!i?wat:? the Poale Zion
Mlﬂl" He was away Iectu.nrig, when 1 arrived at th hgﬂ see Rocker and
was sent to him, and as soon as he could he left hiﬂfi'n:;:?’ hut a message
and to talk to me. We had much to talk about, all ab, ng to come to see
n that were so dear to him and » all about the old days in
L,ﬂﬂdﬂ . . 5 ; o me. FDI.'I Was one Ofthn h ]].H.d
stood at his side in London :l:lurlng the tailors’ strikes o 180k 53 who ha
which he had been our guiding spirit, in the formation of l'.ah: ‘I'}FBIE:IE
Circle in 1909, in the affairs of the Arbeter Froing Erciiy au?i . orkers
activities of our movement. My visit was a breath of t.helﬂld Je m?ﬂmﬂu
to whose memory he h“5_ remained attached all these ears wis n

In 1932 Rocker and Milly were in London; it was my pri!-"i-le —
them on behalf of the Jewish Workers® Circle, which gave ’r.I‘mmEB :ﬂpThE
dinner.

The following year Hitler took over in Germany: "
flee, leaving behind their home, his big 1ibr$}.;“§::ﬁrl;‘i:d Milly had to
practically everything they had. e

Since then Rocker’s home has been in America. Again, in the New World
he flung himself tirelessly into his propaganda and .ml.ltl.lra] work. I‘I-I
travelled all over the American continent, lecturing. He wrote :;
published books. Tt was in America that he published his magnum =
Nationalism and Culture, which he had written in Germany, thm
possession he had saved from the Nazis. 4

I read in the Freie Arbeter Shiimme, and 1 heard th
friends of Rocker's work in Ameriea since he had sattlﬁiiuﬂﬁggg u;
followed his activity with admiring interest. I read and heard of his m.s.rl'.-
to-coast lecturing tours. I heard from old London friends who met him on
those tours when he came to their towns. I read his articles in the Freie
Arbeter Shtimme.

In America, Rocker found again many of his former London Jewish
comrades and friends, and an active Jewish libertarian movement, with an
old-established Yiddish paper, the Freie Arbeter Shtimme, and a spirit that
reminded him of our old “golden youth”™ in London.

Rocker exercised an influence in the immensely large Jewish trade union
and labour movement in America. I had the opportunity three times to see
Rocker and Milly in America, when I was there in 1949, 1952 and 1954.
There are many things I treasure in my memory of my American visits; my
meetings with Rocker and Milly stand out among them. When | saw them
last, two years ago, at their home in Crompond, they were old peaple, frail
and ill; Milly has died since.

This book has its genesis in those American meetings of mine with
Rocker and Milly. When I was with them in Crompond in 1949 we spoke
about the days of our “golden youth” in London. That is how we came fo
work out a plan for the publication of that part of his autobiography wh}ch
concerns his years in London, Together with our comrades in the Argentine
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we published this book in Yiddish in 19562. It made many of us feel that it
would be desirable to have the book published in English. The idea was put
forward on a number of public occasions in the Jewish trade unions and the
Workers" Circle. When I was again in Crompond in 1954, 1 submitted a plan
to Rocker for the comrades in London to publish the book in English
translation. ] am proud, on behalf of all the friends who have helped in this
work, to present Rocker's book.

Sam Dreen

i
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