Living My Life
by Emma Goldman
IN APPRECIATION

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

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

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

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

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

Thus supplied, I started for Saint-Tropez, a picturesque fisher nest in the south of France, in
company of Emily Holmes Coleman, who was to act as my secretary. Demi, as she is familiarly
called, was a wild wood-sprite with a volcanic temper. But she was also the tenderest of beings,
without any guile or rancour. She was essentially the poet, highly imaginative and sensitive. My
world of ideas was foreign to her, natural rebel and anarchist though she was. We clashed furiously,



often to the point of wishing each other in Saint-Tropez Bay. But it was nothing compared to her
charm, her profound interest in my work, and her fine understanding for my inner conflicts.

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

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

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

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

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

EMMA GOLDMAN
Saint-Tropez, France
January 1931
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Chapter 1

IT WAS THE 15TH OF AUGUST 1889, THE DAY OF MY ARRIVAL IN New York City. I was
twenty years old. All that had happened in my life until that time was now left behind me, cast off
like a worn-out garment. A new world was before me, strange and terrifying. But I had youth, good



health, and a passionate ideal. Whatever the new held in store for me I was determined to meet
unflinchingly.

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

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

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

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

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

A year had passed since our first meeting, but Solotaroff had not forgotten me. His greeting was
genial and warm, as of an old friend. He told me that he shared his small apartment with his parents
and little brother, but that I could have his room; he would stay with a fellow-student for a few
nights. He assured me that I would have no difficulty in finding a place; in fact, he knew two sisters
who were living with their father in a two-room flat. They were looking for another girl to join
them. After my new friend had fed me tea and some delicious Jewish cake his mother had baked, he
told me about the different people I might meet, the activities of the Yiddish anarchists, and other
interesting matters. [ was grateful to my host, much more for his friendly concern and camaraderie
than for the tea and cake. I forgot the bitterness that had filled my soul over the cruel reception
given me by my own kin. New York no longer seemed monster it had appeared in the endless hours
of my painful walk the Bowery.

Later Solotaroff took me to Sachs's café on Suffolk Street, which, as he informed me, was the



headquarters of the East Side radicals, socialists, and anarchists, as well as of the younly Yiddish
writers and poets. "Everybody forgathers there," he remarked; " the Minkin sisters will no doubt
also be there."

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

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

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

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

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

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

The meeting-place was a small hall behind a saloon, through which one had to pass. It was crowded
with Germans, drinking, smoking, and talking. Before long, Jonathan Most entered. My first
impression of him was one of revulsion. He was of medium height, with a large head crowned with
greyish bushy hair; but his face was twisted out of form by an apparent dislocation of the left jaw.
Only his eyes were soothing; they were blue and sympathetic.

His speech was a scorching denunciation of American conditions, a biting satire on the injustice and
brutality of the dominant powers, a passionate tirade against those responsible for the Haymarket
tragedy and the execution of the Chicago anarchists in November 1887. He spoke eloquently and
picturesquely. As if by magic, his disfigurement disappeared, his lack of physical distinction was
forgotten. He seemed transformed into some primitive power, radiating hatred and love, strength
and inspiration. The rapid current of his speech, the music of his voice, and his sparkling wit, all



combined to produce an effect almost overwhelming. He stirred me to my depths.

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

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

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

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

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

The entire speech concerned the stirring events in Chicago. She began by relating the historcal
background of the case. She told of the labour strikes that broke out throughout the country in 1886,
for the demand of an eight-hour workday. The center of the movement was Chicago, and there the
struggle between the toilers and their bosses became intense and bitter. A meeting of the striking
employees of the McCormick Harvester Company in that city was attacked by police; men and
women were beaten and several persons killed. To protest against the outrage a mass meeting was
called in Haymarket Square on May 4. It was addressed by Albert Parsons, August Spies, Adolph
Fischer, and others, and was quiet and orderly. This was attested to by Carter Harrison, Mayor of
Chicago, who had attended the meeting to see what was going on. The Mayor left, satisfied that
everything was all right, and he informed the captain of the district to that effect. It was getting
cloudy, a light rain began to fall, and the people started to disperse, only a few remaining while one
of the last speakers was addressing the audience. Then Captain Ward, accompanied by a strong
force of police, suddenly appeared on the square. He ordered the meeting to disperse forthwith.
"This is an orderlv assembly," the chairman replied, whereupon the police fell upon the people,
clubbing them unmercifully. Then something flashed through the air and exploded, killing a number
of police officers and wounding a score of others. It was never ascertained who the actual culprit
was, and the authorities apparently made little effort to discover him. Instead orders were
immediately issued for the arrest of all the speakers at the Haymarket meeting and other prominent
anarchists. The entire press and bourgeoisie of Chicago and of the whole country began shouting
for the blood of the prisoners. A veritable campaign of terror was carried on by the police, who
were given moral and financial encouragement by the Citizens' Association to further their
murderous plan to get the anarchists out of the way. The public mind was so inflamed by the



atrocious stories circulated by the press against the leaders of the strike that a fair trial for them
became an impossibility. In fact, the trial proved the worst frame-up in the history of the United
States. The jury was picked for conviction; the District Attorney announced in open court that it
was not only the arrested men who were the accused, but that "anarchy was on trial" and that it was
to be exterminated. The judge repeatedly denounced the prisoners from the bench, influencing the
jury against them. The witnesses were terrorized or bribed, with the result that eight men, innocent
of the crime and in no way connected with it, were convicted. The incited state of the public mind,
and the general prejudice against anarchists, coupled with the employers' bitter opposition to the
eight-hour movement, constituted the atmosphere that favoured the judicial murder of the Chicago
anarchists. Five of them ---Albert Parsons, August Spies, Louis Lingg, Adolph Fischer, and George
Engel --- were sentenced to die by hanging; Michael Schwab and Samuel Fielden were doomed to
life imprisonment; Neebe received fifteen years' sentence. The innocent blood of the Haymarket
martyrs was calling for revenge.

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

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

Some weeks later I had occasion to visit a German family I knew. I found them very much excited.
Somebody from New York had sent them a German paper, Die Freiheit, edited by Johann Most. It
was filled with news about the events in Chicago. The language fairly took my breath away, it was
so different from what I had heard at the socialist meetings and even from Johanna Greie's talk. It
seemed lava shooting forth flames of ridicule, scorn, and defiance; it breathed deep hatred of the
powers that were preparing the crime in Chicago. I began to read, Die Freiheit regularly. I sent for
the literature advertised in the paper and I devoured every line on anarchism I could get, every word
about the men, their lives, their work. I read about their heroic stand while on trial and their
marvellous defence. I saw a new world opening before me.

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

We were crushed, Helena and I. The shock completely unnerved my sister; she could only wring
her hands and weep silently. I was in a stupor; a feeling of numbness came over me, something too
horrible even for tears. In the evening we went to our father's house. Everybody talked about the
Chicago events. | was entirely absorbed in what I felt as my own loss. Then I heard the coarse laugh
of'a woman. In a shrill voice she sneered: "What's all this lament about? The men were murderers.
It is well they were hanged." With one leap I was at the woman's throat. Then I felt myself torn
back. Someone said: "The child has gone crazy." I wrenched myself free, grabbed a pitcher of water
from a table, and threw it with all my force into the woman's face. "Out, out," I cried, "or I will kill



you!" The terrified woman made for the door and I dropped to the ground in a fit of crying. I was
put to bed, and soon I fell into a deep sleep. The next morning I woke as from a long illness, but
free from the numbness and the depression of those harrowing weeks of waiting, ending with the
final shock. I had a distinct sensation that something new and wonderful had been born in my soul.
A great ideal, a burning faith, a determination to dedicate myself to the memory of my martyred
comrades, to make their cause my own, to make known to the world their beautiful lives and heroic
deaths. Johanna Greie was more prophetic than site had probably realized.

My mind was made up. [ would go to New York, to Johann Most. He would help me prepare
myself for my new task. But my husband, my parents --- how would they meet my decision?

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

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

We travelled steerage, where the passengers were herded together like cattle. My first contact with
the sea was terrifying and fascinating. The freedom from home, the beauty and wonder of the
endless expanse in its varying moods, and the exciting anticipation of what the new land would
offer stimulated my imagination and sent my blood tingling.

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

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

The scenes in Castle Garden were appalling, the atmosphere charged with antagonism and
harshness. Nowhere could one see a sympathetic official face; there was no provision for the
comfort of the new arrivals, the pregnant women and young children. The first day on American
soil proved a violent shock. We were possessed by one desire, to escape from the ghastly place. We
had heard that Rochester was the "Flower City" of New York, but we arrived there on a bleak and
cold January morning. My sister Lena, heavy with her first child, and Aunt Rachel met us. Lena's
rooms were small, but they were bright and spotless. The room prepared for Helena and myself was
filled with flowers. Throughout the day people came in and out --- relatives I had never known,



friends of my sister and of her husband, neighbours. All wanted to see us, to hear about the old
country. They were Jews who had suffered much in Russia; some of them had even been in
pogroms. Life in the new country, they said, was hard; they were all still possessed by nostalgia for
their home that had never been a home.

Among the visitors there were some who had prospered. One man boasted that his six children were
all working, selling newspapers, shining shoes. Everybody was concerned about what we were
going to do. One coarse-looking fellow concentrated his attention on me. He kept staring at me all
the evening, scanning me up and down. He even came over and tried to feel my arms. It gave me
the sensation of standing naked on the market-place. I was outraged, but I did not want to insult my
sister's friends. I felt utterly alone and I rushed out of the room. A longing possessed me for what I
had left behind --- St. Petersburg, my beloved Neva, my friends, my books and music. I became
aware of loud voices in the next room. I heard the man who had enraged me say: "I can get her a job
at Garson and Mayer's. The wages will be small, but she will soon find a feller to marry her. Such a
buxom girl, with her red cheeks and blue eyes, will not have to work long. Any man will snatch her
up and keep her in silks and diamonds." I thought of Father. He had tried desperately to marry me
off at the age of fifteen. I had protested, begging to be permitted to continue my studies. In his
frenzy he threw my French grammar into the fire, shouting: "Girls do, not have to learn much! All a
Jewish daughter needs to know is how to prepare gefiillte fish, cut noodles fine, and give the man
plenty of children." I would not listen to his schemes; I wanted to study, to know life, to travel.
Besides, I never would marry for anything but love, I stoutly maintained. It was really to escape my
father's plans for me that I had insisted on going to America. Now attempts to marry me off pursued
me even in the new land. [ was determined not to be bartered: I would go to work.

Sister Lena had left for America when I was about eleven. I used to spend much time with my
grandmother in Kovno, while my people lived in Popelan, a small town in the Baltic Province of
Kurland. Lena had always been hostile to me, and unexpectedly I had discovered the reason. I could
not have been more than six at the time, while Lena was two years older. We were playing a game
of marbles. Somehow sister Lena thought I was winning too often. She flew into a rage, gave me a
violent kick, and shouted: "Just like your father! He too cheated us! He robbed us of the money our
father had left. I hate you! You are not my sister."

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

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

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

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



shadow between us.

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

When Helena and I retired to our room, we agreed that we must both go to work at once. We could
not add to the burden of our brother-in-law. Twelve dollars a week and a child on the way! Some
days later Helena got a job retouching negatives, which had been her work in Russia. I found
employment at Garson and Mayer's, sewing ulsters ten and a half hours a day, for two dollars and
fifty cents a week.

Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

Now I was in America, in the Flower City of the State of New York, in a model factory, as I was
told. Certainly, Garson's clothingworks were a vast improvement on the glove factory on the



Vassilevsky Ostrov. The rooms were large, bright, and airy. One had elbowspace. There were none
of those ill-smelling odours that used to nauseate me in our cousin's shop. Yet the work here was
harder, and the day, with only half an hour for lunch, seemed endless. The iron discipline forbade
free movement (one could not even go to the toilet without permission), and the constant
surveillance of the foreman weighed like stone on my heart. The end of each day found me sapped,
with just enough energy to drag myself to my sister's home and crawl into bed. This continued with
deadly monotony week after week.

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

"You are a liar and a brute!" I cried, no longer able to keep back my indignation.

I bent over Tanya, loosened her waist, and squeezed the juice of an orange I had in my lunch
basket into her half-opened mouth. Her face was white, a cold sweat on her forehead. She looked so
ill that even the foreman realized she had not been shamming. He excused her for the day. "I will go
with Tanya," I said; "you can deduct from my pay for the time." "You can go to hell, you wildcat!"
he flung after me.

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

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

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

I was ushered into a luxurious office. American Beauties were on the table. Often I had admired
them in the flower shops, and once, unable to withstand the temptation, I had gone in to ask the
price. They were one dollar and a half apiece --- more than half of my week's earnings. The lovely
vase in Mr. Garson's office held a great many of them.

I was not asked to sit down. For a moment I forgot my mission. The beautiful room, the roses,
the aroma of the bluish smoke from Mr. Garson's cigar, fascinated me. [ was recalled to reality by
my employer's question: "Well, what can I do for you? "



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

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

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

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

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

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

I was fifteen then. Helena had been invited to the fashionable German Club by her employer,
who gave her two tickets, so she could bring me with her. Some time previously my sister had
presented me with a piece of lovely blue velvet for my first long dress; but before it could be made
up, our peasant servant walked off with the material. My grief over its loss made me quite ill for
several days. If only I had a dress, I thought, Father might consent to my attending the ball. "I'll get
you material for a dress," Helena consoled me, "but I'm afraid Father will refuse." "Then I will defy
him!" I declared.

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

With bated breath I waited for my parents to retire for the night. Then I dressed and woke
Helena, I told her she must come with me or [ would run away from home. "We can be back before
Father wakes up," I urged. Dear Helena --- she was always so timid! She had infinite capacity for
suffering, for endurance, but she could not fight. On this occasion she was carried away by my
desperate decision. She dressed and we quietly slipped out of the house.

At the German Club everything was bright and gay. We found Helena's employer, whose name
was Kadison, and some of his young friends. I was asked for every dance, and I danced in frantic
excitement and abandon. It was getting late and many people were already leaving when Kadison
invited me for another dance. Helena insisted that I was too exhausted, but I would not have it so. "I



will dance!" I declared; "I will dance myself to death!" My flesh felt hot, my heart beat violently as
my cavalier swung me round the ball-room, holding me tightly. To dance to death --- what more
glorious end!

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

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

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

The late fall of 1886 brought the rest of our family to Rochester --- Father, Mother, my brothers,
Herman and Yegor. Conditions in St. Petersburg had become intolerable for the Jews, and the
grocery business did not yield enough for the ever-growing bribery Father had to practice in order
to be allowed to exist. America became the only solution.

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

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

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

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

The first erotic sensations I remember had come to me when I was about six. My parents lived in
Popelan then, where we children had no home in any real sense. Father kept an inn, which was
constantly filled with peasants drunk and quarreling, and government officials. Mother was busy
superintending the servants in our large, chaotic house. My sisters, Lena and Helena, fourteen and
twelve, were burdened with work. I was left to myself most of the day. Among the stable help there
was a young peasant, Petrushka, who served as shepherd, looking after our cows and sheep. Often
he would take me with him to the meadows, and I would listen to the sweet tones of his flute. In the



evening he would carry me back home on his shoulders, I sitting astride. He would play horse ---
run as fast as his legs could carry him, then suddenly throw me up in the air, catch me in his arms,
and press me to him. It used to give me a peculiar sensation, fill me with exultation, followed by
blissful release.

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

The approach of puberty gave me my first consciousness of the effect of men on me. I was
eleven then. Early one summer day [ woke up in great agony. My head, spine, and legs ached as if
they were being pulled asunder. I called for Mother. She drew back my bedcovers, and suddenly I
felt a stinging pain in my face. She had struck me. I let out a shriek, fastening on Mother terrified
eyes. "This is necessary for a girl," she said, "when she becomes a woman, as a protection against
disgrace." She tried to take me in her arms, but I pushed her back. I was writhing in pain and I was
too outraged for her to touch me. "I am going to die," I howled, "I want the Feldscher (assistant
doctor)." The Feldscher was sent for. He was a young man, a new-comer in our village. He
examined me and gave me something to put me to sleep. Thenceforth my dreams were of the
Feldscher.

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

The weeks went on. There was no change. I urged Jacob to consult a doctor. At first he refused,
pleading diffidence, but finally he went. He was told it would take considerable time to "build up
his manhood." My own passion had subsided. The material anxiety of making ends meet excluded
everything else. I had stopped work: it was considered disgraceful for a married woman to go to the
shop. Jacob was earning fifteen dollars a week. He had developed a passion for cards, which
swallowed up a considerable part of our income. He grew jealous, suspecting everyone. Life
became insupportable. I was saved from utter despair by my interest in the Haymarket events.

After the death of the Chicago anarchists I insisted on a separation from Kershner. He fought
long against it, but finally consented to a divorce. It was given to us by the same rabbi who had
performed our marriage ceremony. Then I left for New Haven, Connecticut, to work in a corset-
factory.

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

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

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

Helena's marriage had not sprung from a passionate love. It was the union of two mature people
who longed for comradeship, for a quiet life. Whatever there had been of passion in my sister had
burned out when she was twenty-four. At the age of sixteen, while we were living in Popelan, she
had fallen in love with a young Lithuanian, a beautiful soul. But he was a goi (gentile) and Helena
knew that marriage between them was impossible. After a great struggle and many tears Helena



broke off the affair with young Sasha. Years later, while on our way to America, we stopped in
Kovno, our native town. Helena had arranged for Susha to meet her there. She could not bear to go
away so far without saying good-bye to him. They met and parted as good friends --- the fire of
their youth was in ashes.

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

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

I was not na&iUML;ve enough to think that a renewed life with Kershner would prove more
satisfactory or lasting than at first. Besides, I had definitely decided to go to New York, to equip
myself for the work I had vowed to take up after the death of my Chicago comrades. But Kershner's
threat frightened me: I could not be responsible for his death. I remarried him. My parents rejoiced
and so did Lena and her husband, but Helena was sick with grief.

Without Kershner's knowledge I took up a course in dressmaking, in order to have a trade that
would free me from the shop. During three long months I wrestled with my husband to let me go
my way. I tried to make him see the futility of living a patched life, but he remained obdurate. Late
one night, after bitter recriminations, I left Jacob Kershner and my home, this time definitely.

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

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

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

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

Chapter 3

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



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

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

I asked him whether I could hope to establish myself in New York as a dressmaker. I wanted so
much to free myself from the dreadful grind and slavery of the shop. I wanted to have time for
reading, and later I hoped to realize my dream of a co-operative shop. "Something like Vera's
venture in What's to be Done?" I explained. "You have read Chernishevsky?" Berkman inquired, in
surprise, "surely not in Rochester?" "Surely not," I replied, laughing; "besides my sister Helena, I
found no one there who would read such books. No, not in that dull town. In St. Petersburg." He
looked at me doubtfully. "Chernishevsky was a Nihilist," he remarked, "and his works are
prohibited in Russia. Were you connected with the Nihilists? They are the only ones who could
have given you the book." I felt indignant. How dared he doubt my word! I repeated angrily that I
had read the forbidden book and other similar works, such as Turgeniev's Fathers and Sons, and
Obriv (The Precipice) by Gontcharov. My sister had got them from students and she let me read
them. "I am sorry if I hurt you," Berkman said in a soft tone. "I did not really doubt your word I was
only surprised to find a girl so young who had read such books."

How far I had wandered away from my adolescent days, I reflected. I recalled the morning in
Konigsberg when I had come upon a huge poster announcing the death of the Tsar, "assassinated by
murderous Nihilists." The thought of the poster brought back to my memory an incident of my early
childhood which for a time had turned our home into a house of mourning. Mother had received a
letter from her brother Martin giving the appalling news of the arrest of their brother Yegor. He had
been mixed up with Nihilists, the letter read, and he was thrown into the Petro-Pavlovsky Fortress
and would soon be sent away to Siberia. The news struck terror in us. Mother decided to go to St.
Petersburg. For weeks we were kept in anxious suspense. At last she returned, her face beaming
with happiness. She had found that Yegor was already on the way to Siberia. After much difficulty
and with the help of a large sum of money she had succeeded in getting an audience with Trepov,
the Governor General of St. Petersburg. She had learned that his son was a college chum of Yegor
and she urged it as proof that her brother could not have been mixed up with the terrible Nihilists.
One so close to the Governor's own son would surely have nothing to do with the enemies of
Russia. She pleaded Yegor's extreme youth, went on her knees, begged and wept. Finally Trepov
promised that he would have the boy brought back from the étape. Of course, he would put him
under strict surveillance; Yegor would have to promise solemnly never to go near the murderous
gang.

Our mother was always very vivid when she related stories of books she had read. We children
used to hang on her very lips. This time, too, her story was absorbing. It made me see Mother
before the stern Governor-General, her beautiful face, framed by her massive hair, bathed in tears.
The Nihilists, too, I saw --- black, sinister creatures who had ensnared my uncle in their plotting to
kill the Tsar. The good, gracious Tsar --- Mother had said --- the first to give more freedom to the
Jews; he had stopped the pogroms and he was planning to set the peasants free. And him the
Nihilists meant to kill! "Cold-blooded murderers," Mother cried, " they ought to be exterminated,
every one of them!"

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



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

I knew that my teacher spoke the truth. In Popelan everyone used to talk about the flogging of
peasants. One day I came upon a half naked human body being lashed with the knout. It threw me
into hysterics, and for days I was haunted by the horrible picture. Listening to my teacher revived
the ghastly sight: the bleeding body, the piercing shrieks, the distorted faces of the gendarmes, the
knouts whistling in the air and coming down with a sharp hissing upon the half-naked man.
Whatever doubts about the Nihilists [ had left from my childhood impressions now disappeared.
They became to me heroes and martyrs, henceforth my guiding stars.

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

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

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

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

Most approached me. His deep blue eyes looked searchingly into mine. "Well, young lady," he
said, "have you found anything you want to read? Or don't you read German and English?" The
harshness of his voice had changed to a warm, kindly texture. "Not English," I said, soothed and
emboldened by his tone, "German." He told me I could have any book I wanted. Then he plied me
with questions --- where I hailed from and what I intended to do. I said I had come from Rochester.
"Yes, I know the city. It has good beer. But the Germans there are a bunch of Kaffern. Why New



York exactly?" he inquired; "it is a hard city. Work poorly paid, not easily found. Have you enough
money to hold out?" I was deeply touched by the interest of this man in me, a perfect stranger. |
explained that New York had lured me because it was the centre of the anarchist movement, and
because I had read of him as its leading spirit. I had really come to him for suggestions and help. I
wanted very much to talk to him. "But not now, some other time," I said, "somewhere away from
your black devils."

You have a sense of humor," --- his face lit up --- you'll need it if you enter our movement." He
suggested that I come next Wednesday, to help with expediting the Freiheit, to write addresses and
fold the papers --- "and afterwards we may be able to talk."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The young chap was probably of the same age as Berkman, but not so strongly built, nor with



the same aggressive manner about him. His features were rather delicate, with a sensitive mouth,
while his eyes, though somewhat bulging, had a dreamy expression. He did not seem to mind in the
least the banter of his friend. He smiled good-naturedly and suggested that we retire to Sachs's, "to
give Sasha a chance to tell you what a good anarchist is."

Berkman did not wait till we reached the café. "A good anarchist," he began with deep
conviction, "is one who lives only for the Cause and gives everything to it. My friend here " --- he
indicated Fedya --- "is still too much of a bourgeois to realize that. He is a mamenkin sin (mother's
spoilt darling), who even accepts money from home." He continued to explain why it was
inconsistent for a revolutionary to have anything to do with his bourgeois parents or relatives. His
only reason for tolerating his friend Fedya's inconsistency, he added, was that he gave most of what
he received from home to the movement. "If I'd let him, he'd spend all his money on useless things
-'beautiful,’ he calls them. Wouldn't you, Fedya?" He turned to his friend, patting him on the back
affectionately.

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

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

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

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

The next day Fedya took me to Central Park. Along Fifth Avenue he pointed out the various
mansions, naming their owners. I had read about those wealthy men, their affluence and
extravagance, while the masses lived in poverty. I expressed my indignation at the contrast between
those splendid palaces and the miserable tenements of the East Side. "Yes, it is a crime that the few
should have all, the many nothing," the artist said. "My main objections," he continued, "is that they
have such bad taste --- those buildings are ugly." Berkman's attitude to beauty came to my mind.
"You don't agree with your chum on the need and importance of beauty in one's life, do you?" I
asked. "Indeed I do not. But, then, my friend is a revolutionist above everything else. I wish I could



also be, but I am not." I liked his frankness and simplicity. He did not stir me as Berkman did when
speaking of revolutionary ethics; Fedya awakened in me the mysterious yearning I used to feel in
my childhood at sight of the sunset turning the Popelan meadows golden in its dying glow, as the
sweet music of Petrushka's flute did also.

The following week I went to the Freiheit office. Several people were already there, busy
addressing envelopes and folding the papers. Everybody talked. Johann Most was at his desk. I was
assigned a place and given work. I marvelled at Most's capacity to go on writing in that hubbub.
Several times [ wanted to suggest that he was being disturbed, but I checked myself. After all, they
must know whether he minded their chatter.

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

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

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

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

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

"You?" I questioned; "you have thousands in New York --- all over the world. You are loved,
you are idolized." "Yes, little girl, idolized by many, but loved by none. One can be very lonely
among thousands --- did you know that?" Something gripped my heart. I wanted to take his hand, to
tell him that I would be his friend. But I dared not speak out. What could I give this man --- 1, a
factory girl, uneducated; and he, the famous Johann Most, the leader of the masses, the man of



magic tongue and powerful pen?

He promised to supply me with a list of books to read - the revolutionary poets, Freiligrath,
Herwegh, Schiller, Heine, and bérne, and our own literature, of course. It was almost daybreak
when we left Terrace Garden. Most called a cab and we drove to the Minkin flat. At the door he
lightly touched my hand. "Where did you get your silky blond hair?" he remarked; "and your blue
eyes? You said you were Jewish." "At the pigs' market," I replied; "my father told me so." "You
have a ready tongue, mein Kind." He waited for me to unlock the door, then took my hand, looked
deeply into my eyes, and said: "This was my first happy evening in a long while." A great gladness
filled my being at his words. Slowly I climbed the stairs as the cab rolled away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My companion said he was glad to know that I felt that way. All true revolutionists had
discarded marriage and were living in freedom. That served to strengthen their love and helped
them in their common task. He told me the story of Sophia Perovskaya and Zhelyabov. They had
been lovers, had worked in the same group, and together they elaborated the plan for the execution
of Alexander II. After the explosion of the bomb Perovskaya vanished. She was in hiding. She had
every chance to escape, and her comrades begged her to do so. But she refused. She insisted that
she must take the consequences, that she would share the fate of her comrades and die together with



Zhelyabov. "Of course, it was wrong of her to be moved by personal sentiment," Berkman
commented; "her love for the Cause should have urged her to live for other activities." Again |
found myself disagreeing with him. I thought that it could not be wrong to die with one's beloved in
a common act --- it was beautiful, it was sublime. He retorted that I was too romantic and
sentimental for a revolutionist, that the task before us was hard and we must become hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We found the house sold out - no seats to be had at any price. We should have to stand. [ knew
that I was in for torture. Since childhood I had had trouble with the small toe of my left foot; new
shoes used to cause me suffering for weeks, and I was wearing new shoes. But [ was too ashamed to
tell Most, afraid he would think me vain. I stood close to him, jammed in by a large crowd. My foot
burned as if it were being held over a fire. But the first bar of the music, and the glorious singing,
made me forget my agony. After the first act, when the lights went on, I found myself holding on to



Most for dear life, my face distorted with pain. "What's the matter?" he asked. "I must get off my
shoe," I panted, "or I shall scream out." Leaning against him, I bent down to loosen the buttons. The
rest of the opera I heard supported by Most's arm, my shoe in my hand. I could not tell whether my
rapture was due to the music of Carmen or the release from my shoe!

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

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

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

I thought he was only making fun, or flattering me. He could not really believe that I could ever
take his place or express his fire, his magic power. I did not want him to treat me that way --- |
wanted him to be a true comrade, frank and honest, without silly German compliments. Most
grinned and emptied his glass to my "first public speech."

After that we went out together often. He opened up a new world to me, introduced me to music,
books, the theatre. But his own rich personality meant far more to me --- the alternating heights and
depths of his spirit, his hatred of the capitalist system, his vision of a new society of beauty and joy
for all.

Most became my idol. I worshipped him.



Chapter 4

THE 11TH OF NOVEMBER WAS APPROACHING, THE ANIVERSARY of the Chicago
martyrdoms. Sasha and I were busy with preparations for the great event of so much significance to
us. Cooper Union had been secured for the commemoration. The meeting was to be held jointly by
anarchists and socialists, with the co-operation of advanced labour organizations.

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

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

My talks used to sound incoherent to me, full of repetitions, lacking in conviction; and always
the dismal feeling of sinking would be upon me. I thought everyone must see my turmoil, but
apparently no one aid. Even Sasha often commented on my calm and self-control. I do not know
whether it was due to my being a beginner, to my youth, or to my intense feeling for the martyred
men, but I never once failed to interest the workers I had been sent to invite.

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

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

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

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



Shevitch is splendid."”

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

I was repelled by the woman's haughty austerity. Her long train, the lorgnette through which she
scrutinized everybody, filled me with resentment. I turned to Shevitch. I liked him for his frank,
kindly face and the simplicity of his manner. I told him I wanted to put our wreath over Lingg's
portrait, but it was hung so high that I would have to get a ladder to reach it. "I'll lift you up, little
comrade, and hold you until you have hung your wreath," he said pleasantly. He picked me up as if
I were a baby.

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

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

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

The meeting was at an end. Sasha and I filed out with the rest. I could not speak; we walked on
in silence. When we reached the house where I lived, my whole body began to shake as in a fever.
An overpowering yearning possessed me, an unutterable desire to give myself to Sasha, to find
relief in his arms from the fearful tension of the evening.

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

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

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

The morning still found me eagerly reaching out, hungrily seeking. My beloved lay at my side,
asleep in blissful exhaustion. I sat up, my head resting on my hand. Long I watched the face of the
boy who had so attracted and repelled me at the same time, who could be so hard and whose touch
was yet so tender. Deep love for him welled up in my heart - a feeling of certainty that our lives
were linked for all time. I pressed my lips to his thick hair and then I, too, fell asleep.

The people from whom I rented my room slept on the other side of the wall. Their nearness



always disturbed me, and now in Sasha's presence it gave me a feeling of being seen. He also had
no privacy where he lived. I suggested that we find a small apartment, and he consented joyfully.
When we told Fedya of our plan, he asked to be taken in. The fourth of our little commune was
Helen Minkin. The friction with her father had become more violent since I had moved out, and she
could not endure it. She begged to come with us. We rented a four room flat on Forty-second Street
and we all felt it a luxury to have our own place.

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

One day Fedya arrived with a beautiful blue and white striped silk jersey, considered very stylish
then. When Sasha came home and saw the jersey, he flew into a rage, called Fedya a spendthrift and
an incurable bourgeois, who would never amount to anything in the movement. The two nearly
came to blows, and finally both left the flat. I felt sick with the pain of Sasha's severity. I began to
doubt his love. It could not be very deep or he would not spoil the little joys that Fedya brought into
my life. True, the jersey cost two dollars and a half. Perhaps it was extravagant of Fedya to spend so
much money. But how could he help loving beautiful things? They were a necessity to his artist's
spirit. [ grew bitter, and was glad when Sasha did not return that night.

He stayed away for some days. During that time I was a great deal with Fedya. He had so much
that Sasha lacked and that I craved. His susceptibility to every mood, his love of life and of colour,
made him more human, more akin to me. He never expected me to live up to the Cause. I felt
release with him.

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

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

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

I resented the suggestion of sharing. I insisted that one can only respond to what the other is able
to call out. I did not believe that Sasha was possessive. One who so fervently wanted freedom and



preached it so wholeheartedly could never object to my giving myself to someone else. We agreed
that, whatever happened, there must be no deception. We must go to Sasha and tell him frankly how
we felt. He would understand.

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

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

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

Later in the day I had to meet Most. He had spoken to me about a short lecture tour he was
planning for me, but though I did not take it seriously, he had asked me to come to see him about it.

The Freiheit office was crowded. Most suggested a nearby saloon, which he knew to be quiet in
the early afternoon. We went there. He began to explain his plans for my tour; I was to visit
Rochester, Buffalo, and Cleveland. It threw me into a panic. "It is impossible!" I protested; "I don't
know a thing about lecturing." He waved my objections aside, declaring that everybody felt that
way in the beginning.

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

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

Stronger than my lack of faith in myself was my loathing for Rochester. I had completely broken
with my parents and my sister Lena, but I yearned for Helena, for little Stella, now in her fourth
year, and for my youngest brother. Oh, if [ were really an accomplished speaker, I would rush to
Rochester and fling my accumulated bitterness into the smug faces of the people who had treated
me so brutally. Now they would only add ridicule to the hurt they had given me. Anxiously I waited
for the return of my friends.

How great was my astonishment when Sasha and Helen Minkin grew enthusiastic about Most's
plan! It was a marvellous opportunity, they said. What if I would have to work hard to prepare my
talk? It would be the making of me as a public lecturer, the first woman speaker in the German
anarchist movement in America! Sasha was especially insistent: I must set aside every



consideration, I must think only of how useful I would become to the Cause. Fedya was dubious.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Precious Sasha; only a few days before, when we went shopping on Hester Street, he had
protested strenuously because I wanted him to spend more than six dollars for a suit and twenty-five



cents for a hat. He would not have it. "We must get the cheapest we can," he reiterated. And now ---
what tenderness there was under his stern exterior! Like Hannes. Strange, I had never before
realized how much alike they were. The boy and the man. Both hard; one because he had never yet
tasted life, and the other because it had struck him so many blows. Both equally unyielding in their
zeal, both so childlike in their need for love.

The train sped on towards Rochester. Only six months had passed since I had cut loose from my
meaningless past. I had lived years in that time.

Chapter 5

I HAD BEGGED MOST NOT TO GIVE THE TIME OF MY ARRIVAL TO THE German Union
in Rochester, before which I was to speak. I wanted to see my beloved sister Helena first. I had
written her about my coming, but not the purpose of my visit. She met me at the station and we
clung to each other as if we had been separated for decades.

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

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

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

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

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

I stopped. Tumultuous applause rolled over me, the buzzing of voices, people telling me



something I could not understand. Then I heard someone quite close to me: "It was an inspired
speech; but what about the eight-hour struggle? You've said nothing about that." I felt hurled down
from my exalted heights, crushed. I told the chairman I was too tired to answer questions, and I
went home feeling ill in body and mind. I let myself quietly into Helena's apartment and threw
myself on the bed in my clothes.

Exasperation with Most for forcing the tour on me, anger with myself for having so easily
succumbed to his influence, the conviction that I had cheated the audience --- all seethed in my
mind together with a new revelation. I could sway people with words! Strange and magic words
that welled up from within me, from some unfamiliar depth. I wept with the joy of knowing.

I went to Buffalo, determined to make another effort. The preliminaries of the meeting threw me
into the same nervous tension, but when I faced the audience, there were no visions to inflame my
mind. In an endless, repetitious manner I made my speech about the waste of energy and time the
eight-hour struggle involved, scoffing at the stupidity of the workers who fought for such trifles. At
the end of what seemed to me several hours I was complimented on my clear and logical
presentation. Some questions were asked, and I answered them with a sureness that brooked no
gainsaying. But on the way home from the meeting my heart was heavy. No words of exaltation had
come to me, and how could one hope to reach other hearts when one's own remained cold? I
decided to wire Most the next morning, begging him to relieve me of the necessity of going to
Cleveland. I could not bear to repeat once more the meaningless prattle.

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

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

angry.

The gist of my talk was the same as in Buffalo, but the form was different. It was a sarcastic
arraignment, not of the system or of the capitalists, but of the workers themselves --- their readiness
to give up a great future for some small temporary gains. The audience seemed to enjoy being
handled in such an outspoken manner. They roared in some places, and in others vigorously
applauded. It was not a meeting; it was a circus, and I was the clown!

A man in the front row who had attracted my attention by his white hair and lean, haggard face
rose to speak. He said that he understood my impatience with such small demands as a few hours
less a day, or a few dollars more a week. It was legitimate for young people to take time lightly. But
what were men of his age to do? They were not likely to live to see the ultimate overthrow of the
capitalist system. Were they also to forgo the release of perhaps two hours a day from the hated
work? That was all they could hope to see realized in their lifetime. Should they deny themselves
even that small achievement? Should they never have a little more time for reading or being out in
the open? Why not be fair to people chained to the block?

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



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

The next evening [ went out with Most, again to Terrace Garden. He had grown younger during
my two weeks' absence: his rough beard was trimmed neatly and he wore a natty new grey suit, a
red carnation in his buttonhole. He joined me in a gay mood, presenting me with a large bouquet of
violets. The two weeks of my absence had been unbearably long, he said, and he had reproached
himself for having let me go just when we had grown so close. But now he would never again let
me go --- not alone, anyhow.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everybody on the East Side who was able to say a few words in public was drawn into the
struggle. They were nearly all men, except Annie Netter, a young girl who had already made a
name for herself by her untiring activity in the anarchist and labour ranks. She had been one of the



most intelligent and indefatigable women workers in various strikes, including those of the Knights
of Labor, an organization which had been for a number of years the storm-centre of the intense
campaigns of the eighties. It had reached its zenith in the eight-hour fight led by Parsons, Spies,
Fielden and the other men who had died in Chicago. It began its downward course when Terence V.
Powderly, Grand Master of the Knights of Labor, had allied himself with the enemies of his
comrades who were being rushed to their doom. It was well known that Powderly, in return for
thirty pieces of silver, had helped to pull the strings that strangled the men in Chicago. Militant
workers withdrew from the Knights of Labor, and it became a dumping-ground for unscrupulous
job-hunters.

Annie Netter had been among the first to turn from the Judas organization. She was now a
member of the Pioneers of Liberty, to which most of the active Jewish anarchists in New York
belonged. An ardent worker, she gave unstintingly of her time and meagre earnings. In her efforts
she was sustained by her father who had developed himself out of religious orthodoxy to atheism
and socialism. He was a man of exceptional quality, a great scholar, of warm humanity, a lover of
life and youth. The Netter home, behind their little grocery store, became the oasis for the radical
element, an intellectual centre. Mrs. Netter kept open house: the samovar and a generous spread of
zakusky were never off the table. We young rebels were appreciative, if not profitable, customers of
the Netter grocery.

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

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

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

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

I had worked myself into a passion, my voice ringing out. | found myself surrounded by many



people. There was applause, mingled with protests that [ was wrong, that one must consider the
Cause above everything. All the Russian revolutionists had done that, they had never been
conscious of self. It was nothing but narrow egotism to want to enjoy anything that would take one
away from the movement. In the hubbub Sasha's voice was the loudest.

I turned in his direction. He was standing near Anna Minkin. I had noticed their growing interest
in each other long before our last altercation. Sasha had then moved out of our flat, where Anna
used to be almost a daily visitor. It was now the first time in weeks that [ had seen either of them.
My heart contracted with yearning for my impetuous, headstrong lover. I longed to call him by the
name he loved best, Dushenka - to stretch out my arms to him --- but his face was set, his eyes full
of reproach, and I checked myself. I danced no more that evening.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Solotaroff asked me whether I had ever wanted a baby. "Because if you have the operation," he



explained, "you will be able to have a child. So far your condition has made that impossible."

A child! I had loved children madly, ever since I could remember. As a little girl I used to look
with envious eyes on the strange little babies our neighbour's daughter played with, dressing them
up and putting them to sleep. I was told they were not real babies, they were only dolls, although to
me they were living things because they were so beautiful. I longed for dolls, but I never had any.

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

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

A cruel hand clutched at my heart. My ghastly childhood stood before me, my hunger for
affection, which Mother was unable to satisfy. Father's harshness towards the children, his violent
outbreaks, his beating my sisters and me. Two frightful experiences were particularly fresh in my
mind: Once Father lashed me with a strap so that my little brother Herman, awakened by my cries,
came running up and bit Father on the calf. The lashing stopped. Helena took me to her room,
bathed my bruised back, brought me milk, held me to her heart, her tears mingling with mine, while
Father outside was raging: "I'll kill her! I will kill that brat! I will teach her to obey!"

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

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



lost in recollections.

Suddenly I felt a terrific pain in my head, as if I had been struck with an iron bar. It was Father's
fist that had smashed the round comb I wore to hold my unruly hair. He pounded me and pulled me
about, raging: "You are my disgrace! You will always be so! You can't be my child; you don't look
like me or like your mother; you don't act like us!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

During those weeks Fedya and I became lovers. It had grown clear to me that my feelings for
Fedya had no bearing on my love for Sasha. Each called out different emotions in my being, took
me into different worlds. They created no conflict, they only brought fulfilment.



I told Sasha about my love for Fedya. His response was bigger and more beautiful than I bad
expected. " believe in your freedom to love," he said. He was aware of his possessive tendencies
and hated them like everything else he had got from his bourgeois background. Perhaps if Fedya
were not his friend, he might be jealous; he knew he had a large streak of jealousy in his make-up.
But not only was Fedya his friend, he was his comrade in battle; and [ was more to him than merely
a woman. His love for me was intense, but the revolutionist and the fighter meant more to him.

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

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

Chapter 6

MOST HAD TOLD ME THAT HE WAS PLANNING A SHORT LECTURE tour through the
New England States. Now he informed me that he was about to leave, and he invited me to
accompany him. He said that I looked worn and thin and that a change of scene would do me good.
I promised to consider his invitation.

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

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

Soothingly I placed my hand on his convulsed fingers. Gradually they relaxed, and his hand
stretched out in mine. We stood for a long time, each absorbed in his thoughts. The night was
warm, pungent with the May air. Most's arm was around me as he related his experiences on
Blackwell's Island, and of his early life and development.

He was, it seems, the offspring of a clandestine affair. His father had at first led an adventurous
life, later becoming a copyist in a lawyer's office. His mother had been a governess in a wealthy
family. He was born without legal, moral, or religious sanction; subsequently the union was
legalized.

It was his mother who had the most potent influence on him as a child. She taught him his first
lessons and, most important of all, kept his young mind free from prevalent religious dogmas. His
first seven years were care-free and happy. Then his great tragedy happened --- the poisoning of his
cheek and the consequent disfigurement of his face as the result of an operation. Perhaps if his
beloved mother had remained alive, her affection would have helped him over the taunts his



distorted appearance brought upon him, but she had died when he was only nine. Some time later
his father married again. His stepmother turned the erstwhile joyous home into a purgatory for the
child. His life became unbearable. At fifteen he was taken out of school and apprenticed to a
bookbinder. That only changed one hell for another. His deformity pursued him like a curse and
caused him untold misery.

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

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

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

During the two weeks of our tour I saw Most alone only occasionally: for an hour or two during
the day or while journeying from one city to another. The rest of the time he was busy with
comrades. I marvelled how he could talk and drink until the last moment before going on the
platform and then speak with such fire and abandon. He seemed oblivious of the audience, yet I was
sure that he was aware of everything that went on around him. Most could, in the midst of an
oratorical pitch, take out his watch to see if he had not spoken too long. Was his speech studied, I
wondered; not at all spontaneous? It troubled me considerably. I hated to think that he did not
intensely feel what he said, that his eloquence and his expressive gestures were conscious
theatricality rather than inspiration. I was impatient with myself for such thoughts and I could not
tell Most about them. Besides, the little time we could spend together was too precious: I was eager
to hear about the social struggle in the various countries in which he had played an important part.
Germany, Austria, Switzerland, and, later, England had all been Most's arena. His enemies had not
been slow to understand the danger of the young, fiery rebel. They strove to crush him. Repeated
arrests, years of imprisonment and exile, followed; even the customary immunity accorded to



members of the German parliament was denied him.

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

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

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

I related to him incidents of my recollections --- some experiences of my schooldays, which
seemed particularly to interest him.

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

Grandmother's quarters in Konigsberg were cramped, consisting of only three rooms and a
kitchen. The best room had been assigned to my aunt and uncle, while I had to sleep with my
youngest aunt. I had always hated sharing my bed with anyone else. In fact, that was a constant
bone of contention between my sister Helena and myself. Every night we would repeat the same
argument: who should sleep next to the wall and who on the outside? I insisted always on the
outside; it gave me the feeling of greater freedom. Now, too, the prospect of having to sleep with
my aunt was oppressing me. But there was no other place.

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



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

I became thin and pale; my shoes were run down at the heels, my clothes were threadbare, and I
had no one to go to for comfort. My only friends were the two old maids who owned our flat and
lived below, and one of my mother's sisters, a noble soul. She was ill most of the time, and I could
rarely get away to see her, but I was often taken in by the two dear ladies, fed on coffee, and treated
to burnt almonds, my favourite delicacy. I used to see such sweets in the Konditorei and look
yearningly at them, but I never had ten pfennige to buy any. My two friends gave me all I wanted,
as well as flowers from their lovely garden.

I never dared slip into their place until my uncle was away, but their friendly greeting was balm
to my aching heart. It was always the same: "Na, Emmchen, noch immer im Gummi?" That was
because I wore large rubbers, my shoes having become too worn out.

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

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

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

Soon my father and grandmother arrived. Aunt Yetta had telegraphed them to come. Father was
shocked by my appearance; he actually took me in his arms and kissed me. Such a thing had not
happened since | was four. There was a terrible scene between Grandmother and her son-in-law,
which ended in his moving out of the house with his wife. Before long, Father took me back to
Popelan. I then discovered that he had been sending forty roubles regularly every month, and that
my uncle had just as regularly been reporting to him that I was doing splendidly at school.

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

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



bear even the least reflection on anything he said or did.

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

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

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

When we first learned of the Yakutsk outrage, Sasha and I began discussing our return to Russia.
What could we hope to achieve in barren America? It would require years to acquire the language
thoroughly, and Sasha had no aspirations to become a public speaker. In Russia we could engage in
conspiratorial work. We belonged to Russia. For months we went about nursing the idea, but the
lack of necessary funds compelled us to give it up. But now, with George Kennan's exposé of the
Russian horrors, our plans were revived. We decided to speak to Most about them. He became
enthusiastic over the idea. "Emma is fast developing into a good speaker," he said; "when she will
have mastered the language, she will become a force here. But you can do more in Russia," he
agreed with Sasha. He would issue a confidential appeal for funds to some trustworthy comrades in
order to equip Sasha for his trip and for his work afterwards. In fact, Sasha himself could help draw
up the document. Most also suggested that it would be advisable for Sasha to learn the printing
trade so as to enable him to start a secret press for anarchist literature in Russia.

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

It was agreed that Sasha should go to New Haven; in the printing shop of a comrade there he
would familiarize himself with every aspect of the work. I too, would go to New Haven to be near
Sasha. I would invite Helen and Anna Minkin to join us, and also Fedya. We could rent a house and
there we would at last carry out my original purpose: start a co-operative dressmaking
establishment. We could work for the Cause, too; organize lectures and invite Most and other
speakers, arrange concerts and plays, and raise funds for the propaganda. Our friends welcomed the
idea, and Most said he would be glad to have a home and friends to go to, a real place of rest. Sasha
immediately left for New Haven. With Fedya I disposed of the household things we could not take



with us, and the rest, together with my faithful sewing-machine, we carried to New Haven. Once
there, we hung out a shingle: "Goldman and Minkin, Dressmakers," but we were soon compelled to
realize that customers were not exactly standing in line on the corner and that it would be necessary
at first to earn money by other means. I went back to the corset factory where I had worked after my
first separation from Kershner. Three years only had passed since then, but it seemed ages, my
world had changed so completely, and I with it.

Helen joined me in the factory, while Anna remained at home. She was a good seamstress, but
she was not able to cut or fit dresses. I prepared the work for her in the evening, so she could finish
it in the day-time.

It was a great physical strain to run the machine all day in the factory, come home to prepare
supper (no one else in our little commune could cook), then cut and fit dresses for the next day. But
I had been in good health for some time and we had a great purpose. Then, too, there were our
social interests. We organized an educational group, arranged lectures, socials, and dances. We
hardly had time to think of ourselves; our lives were busy and full.

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

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

I myself had of late not been much with Most alone. He would come to us after his lecture, but
there were always other visitors about, and in the evening he would take the train for New York.
Occasionally I went to New York at Most's request, but our meetings there generally ended in a
scene. He would urge closer contact, which I could not grant. Once he grew angry, declaring he
didn't have to beg from me; he could "get Helen any time." I thought he was joking, until Helen's
confession. Now I wondered if Most really loved the child.

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

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



choose between him and Sasha.

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

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

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

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

Early next morning I was torn out of sleep by Sasha. Anna had had a hemorrhage of the lungs.
The physician, hurriedly summoned, said the case was serious and ordered Anna to a sanatorium.
Some days later Sasha took her to New York. I remained in New Haven to wind up our affairs. My
great plan of a co-operative venture had gone to smash.

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

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



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

Before long we learned of the existence of the Group Autonomie in New York. Its weekly
gatherings were on Saturdays, and we decided to visit the place on Fifth Street. It bore the peculiar
name Zum Groben Michel, which well corresponded with the rough exterior and gruff manner of its
giant owner. The leading spirit of the group was Joseph Peukert.

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

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

At the national conference of the Yiddish anarchist organizations in December 1890 Sasha
proposed that the Most-Peukert charges be taken up for a thorough investigation, and that both men
be asked to bring their evidence. When Most learned of it, all his personal antagonism and
bitterness against Sasha broke out into uncontrolled fury. "That arrogant young Jew," he cried; "
that Griinschnabel --- how dare he doubt Most and the comrades who long ago proved that Peukert
was a spy?" Again [ felt that Sasha was right in his estimate of Most. Had he not maintained for a
long time that Most was a tyrant who wanted to rule with an iron hand under the guise of
anarchism? Had he not repeatedly told me that Most was no longer a revolutionist? "You can do
what you please," Sasha now said to me, "but I am through with Most and the Freiheit." He would
give up his job on the paper at once.

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

Sasha called me a blind worshipper; he had known all along, he said, that Most the man meant
more to me than Most the revolutionist. Yet I could not agree with Sasha's rigid disti